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    Synopsis 
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 1 
 
     19th May 2018, early morning. 
 
    (Jill’s picks up the story)  
 
    So many. So soft and dark. No lessening in their dense coverage despite the receding hairline from their brother follicles up top. 
 
    I loved playing with the soft and curly little hairs that covered my husband’s belly, or the slightly longer and more manly matting that covered his chest. Head on chest, feeling all was well with the world as I savored his recovering breathing and slowing normalizing pulse. The feel of his skin on mine so satisfying, matched only by the way I knew he loved the feel of my long, soft mane covering his chest. 
 
    It felt so good to be back together like this. All talk and thoughts of the past pushed aside. A couple enjoying that post-sex bliss. Feeling my husband’s juices slowly seeping out of me as his breathing made me smile, making me recall how hard he’d worked to put them there. How hard he’d worked so we could move on, putting the thoughts of past lovers firmly in the rearview mirror where they belonged. 
 
    Just for a moment, my mind went back to Chris. Went back to the hard and difficult feelings and conversations Dave and I had endured these last two weeks. Went back to the quiet moments at work when I missed my now ex-boyfriend. Went back to those surreal moments when his name would come up in conversation or I’d have to talk to him about some work-related matter. 
 
    These moments had been hard, just as I knew Dave had his share of similar times. But together we’d talked about them, and while we were far from ‘out of the woods’, we both knew we were on the path to recovery. The worst behind us and good times ahead to encourage and pull us forward, pull us out of the last yards of the tunnel we’d so carelessly entered. 
 
    And today was a case in point. Lying here with the man I loved. Skin tingling from tender and energetic love-making, juices wet and sticky on my pussy lips and thighs, reminding me of the three humans we’d made through similar love in the past. Stretching and luxuriating like a truly contented cat, enjoying that satisfied feeling of another hour before we had to finally raise ourselves and start rejoining the world. Getting ready for a day with a different tone and different pleasures. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    19th May 2018, later 
 
    “So good to see you. Congratulations. It was such wonderful news.” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around her and despite her condition gave her an extra special, extra tight hug. With just a hint of extra care in recognition of the precious cargo she carried within. 
 
    “And I quite love you too,” I added with a smile, turning to welcome my firstborn, fresh off the plane from after a long flight from Chicago. My son John, who’d been smart enough to find himself a wonderful woman – Becky. Not so smart as to avoid accidentally knocking her up, but smart enough to turn it all around into the prospect of a Spring-Summer wedding. 
 
    What was not to like for me and John’s father? One child happily settled with a great life partner, a wonderful celebration of their love at Church and a quality reception. And then the prospect of a Christmas or New Year addition to the family. 
 
    Having welcomed John’s fiancée Becky with the warmest of welcomes, I gave my son a hug as only a mother can. This weekend was going to be a great weekend. John and Becky back for the first time since John had told us of Becky’s pregnancy and their plans to marry. Our twin daughters Abigail and Sarah summoned back from college on pain of death for a proper family get together. 
 
    One hundred percent, it was what Dave and I needed after the pain and challenges of the ending of my relationship with Chris and Dave’s relationship with Gemma. The anti-venom to remind us of the best things in life. Six months of gorging on chocolates replaced by the healthy sugar-rush of family life. 
 
    That weekend with John, Becky, Abigail, and Sarah in the house was a magical weekend. Without the everyday frictions of family life, the kids got on with each other. Remembering and luxuriating in how much they loved each other, linked by the silky spider’s web of family memories and shared experiences. 
 
    Shared meals, evenings out and time just chilling together. Moments when Dave and I just looked on from the sidelines, holding each other and feeling the most unique human happiness of watching them and knowing he and I had created this bubbling, laughing family unit. Four about to become Five. 
 
    It was a wonderful weekend in its own right. One of those four or five events that all families have in their memory locker. But in a different way, it was exactly what Dave and I needed to give our reconnection a final boost. After two weeks of daily tears, shouting, talks and more tears. Our recovery process as we talked through and tried to understand what had happened in the last weekend with Chris, and in the weeks and months leading up to that crisis. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Saturday 26th May 2018 
 
    I was well aware of the husbandly eyes watching my every move. And I tried not to look smug and too happy as I felt my husband’s eyes enjoying the smooth exposed skin of my back. As I hooked the fasteners at the back, adjusted the straps and then made an exaggerated showing of adjusting the globes of my boobs to sit comfortably in the cups of my bra. More than aware that every little move was having the desired effect, making my over-worked and newly worshipful husband harder and hungrier. 
 
    “I don’t know? What do you think, honey? I think I’ve put on weight these last few weeks. What do you think?” 
 
    Three-two-one. Wait for it. 
 
    So predictable. At least he was when he was being played by a loving but teasing master. (Or should I say, mistress.) 
 
    Hardly was the question of my lips than my beloved husband had bounded over from the edge of the bed where he’d been sitting to wrap his arms around me and start kissing his way up my spine. Each tingling kiss making me shiver as vertebra by vertebrae he worked his way higher. Hands gently teasing and stroking me through the silky white cups as he kissed the backstrap, unable to resist a moment longer as he unhooked the garment I’d so carefully hooked just seconds ago. 
 
    He spun me around and quick as a flash I felt both fingers and lips enjoying the flesh he’d just exposed. Making me moan and sigh, closing my eyes as I enjoyed the wonderful touch of the man who loved me so much. Of the man I loved so much. 
 
    He picked me up in his arms and carried me to our marital bed, as we spent the next few minutes exploring each other’s bodies with an excitement and enthusiasm that we had no damn right to feel. Not after more than twenty years together. But the truth we both knew and had often discussed was that the highs and lows of the last few months had given us a new zest and desire for each other. It was as if our personal fairy godmother had waved her wand and sprinkled some pixie dust, magically transported us back more than twenty years ago. 
 
    In fact, this was actually better than twenty years ago. Because twenty years ago, I’d been recovering from a broken heart and I’d been slow and suspicious as I only gradually opened up to the wonderful man who was to become my husband. But now there were no such brakes or reservations to apply. I could throw myself body and soul into the wonderful love-making we were about to enjoy. And which we’d enjoyed so many times these last few weeks. 
 
    Of course, there had been plenty of difficult times too. What had happened on that painful Friday night with Chris had cut too deep not too leave scars and hurt. But for the most part, Dave and I managed to look on the positive side. As Milton would have put it, Paradise Lost acted as an enabler for Paradise Gained. 
 
    And tonight was a perfect example. Sometimes the pain was still there, but tonight Dave and I were determined to enjoy our newly dewed-eyes and besotted love for each other. And that’s exactly how I felt as my beloved husband finally lost his self-control, gave up on stimulating me with his lips, teeth, and fingers and slipped himself deep into my body. 
 
    I never tired of the look I saw on his face as he sank into me until he could go no further and his hips bumped against mine, his groin hard against me as he sought purchase and leverage even to go just a fraction further in. Finally giving up and starting the slow and fulfilling in and out of a man making love to his woman. Making love to her and fucking her in equal measure. 
 
    Each stroke deep, each pullback an expression both of two love birds and at the same time a statement of the male possessing his female. Cock-blocking any other male who might be in the neighborhood, making sure that it would only be his selfish-genes, his DNA that found the egg of the welcoming and available female. 
 
    As Dave slid himself in and out of me I was truly in heaven. Smiling inwardly to myself (and no doubt outwardly) at my good fortune to have found and kept such a wonderful friend and lover. Smiling as I knew in my heart that his love and performance were driven to new levels by what had happened and, even now, by what he perceived as the competition that was still there from Chris. 
 
    Chris may have been a ghost, thousands of miles away in California. But to my husband, who thought he’d lost me to Chris, however physically remote he was, in Dave’s mind he was still a ‘clear and present danger.’ 
 
    You might think I’m a callous and selfish bitch thinking this as we made love, but I’m only sharing what Dave and I had talked about many times over the last few weeks. As the weeks had passed, we’d found it possible, necessary and beneficial to talk about everything that had happened. 
 
    And while this was true, as Dave picked up speed and started pounding me with a raw and animalistic passion, all thoughts of the past were swept away. All that was present in that magical moment was me and Dave, united in our love and enjoying a life and love which we’d not even known when we were carefree youngsters. Dave’s pace and face telling me that he couldn’t hold out much longer, that he’d soon be making that last lunge and pulling me tight to him. 
 
    Holding me tight in love and through his need to totally possess me. To send his seed deep, to plug it in me, no doubt imagining it doing its work and making our child number four for our family. An imagined wish only negated by the historic reality of a vasectomy three years after we welcomed Abigail and Sarah into the world. 
 
    Having occupied me with his seed and pleasuring me with a wonderful climax as a happy by-product, my gasping husband then sought to crush me to death as he collapsed on top of me. Not the worst way to die. I kissed him tenderly and managed to shift his weight just enough to stop the crush but still enjoy his weight on top of me. 
 
    I grinned up at my wonderful man, regaining my own breath a few seconds before him as he’d been doing more of the work. “Wow! Someone was hungry and horny tonight. Are there any more like you back at home?” 
 
    He smiled back, part shy and part proud. “Don’t even think about it, Jill Foster. Your days of playing the field are well and truly behind you. You’ve had your fun, sown your wild oats, from here on in there’s only one cock going inside that pussy of yours, and it belongs to the man who put a ring on your finger. Who made a semi-honest and semi-decent woman of you.” 
 
    I loved the newly confident and assertive Dave, and I’m sure I must have been grinning like a Cheshire cat. But I tried to feign disappointment and hurt obedience. “Okay, honey. If you say so, I’ll try my best to be a good girl and keep my legs closed for everyone except the knight of this particular castle.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    We snuggled for the next few minutes, more than happy to just hold each other without either of us feeling any need to speak. 
 
    We’d done enough talking these last few weeks to outdo the verbiage in a one-man Shakespeare in an hour-long tribute act. 
 
    I might joke about it, but it was talking we needed to do. Thinking we needed to do. We talked about everything that had happened in our lives from the first days we’d considered swinging. All the way through Daryl, through the time with Rocco and the early days with Chris. Through the trip to England and through how we got things so badly wrong on that ‘farewell night.’ 
 
    We talked about both me and Chris and also Dave and Gemma. We also talked about Dave and Chris and me, in the sense of being honest about the enjoyment that Dave got out of both the physical and emotional side of my relationship with my handsome and well-hung boss. 
 
    We promised each other to be totally honest, even if sharing some things would most likely be painful. For me, this meant facing up to the question of why, even just for a few minutes, I’d agreed to leave Dave and set-up home with Chris on the other side of the country. Even if I’d only agreed for a few minutes before coming to my senses, I had to face up to the truth that I had agreed. What did this say about me? What did this say about my feelings for Dave and about my marriage and relationship with Dave? 
 
    These were painful questions to confront. And as bit-by-bit I stumbled slowly towards answers and understanding, both Dave and I realized there was no simple, silver bullet answer to these questions. Instead, we both came to realize that my willingness to agree to leave was driven by a real mix of factors. Partly mid-life crisis, not feeling ready to suddenly become a grandmother. Partly the weird mix of knowing my husband approved of the relationship and got off on it, mixed in with my own love for a handsome and smart man who was physically able to do things for me that my husband couldn’t. 
 
    Partly the deceitful fly’s egg of an idea that Chris laid in my brain that Dave would be okay with Chris and my plans as Dave and Gemma would then live happily ever after. In my defense, it was Chis who laid this egg, but to my own shame, I was all too eager to hatch and nourish the idea. Until it was an idea that I wanted to make true. 
 
    If this was the painful truth that shamed and embarrassed me every time I thought about it, Dave’s twin shaming truth was how excited and obsessed he’d become at the thought of me romping in bed with Chris. Strangely excited at the thought of his wife with a younger, more handsome and better-endowed man than him. A man just as smart as him, a quality he prized highly, but at the same time, better endowed in all key physical ways. Looks, youth, muscles, and manhood. 
 
    Dave hated to think about this, just as I hated to think of my guilty secret, and he also hated to think about how he’d enjoyed the idea so much that he also loved the idea of me being in love with Chris. Loved the idea, so long as there was the safety net of my promise that I’d always love him more and never leave him to be with Chris. 
 
    I wouldn’t want you to get the idea that Dave and I were consumed by these thoughts every moment of every day. But nor would I want you to think that our recovery and rebuilding of a happy and fulfilling marriage was a painless and easy process. The truth was somewhere in the middle. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    “You do realize that at some point you’re going to have to get out of bed and put some clothes on, don’t you?” 
 
    My beloved husband could be so tart and sarcastic when he wanted. But always said in jest, that was one of the reasons I loved him. 
 
    “Anyway, what kind of a sad husband wants to kick his sexy wife out of bed so he can get on with doing his expenses?” 
 
    “The kind of husband who’s owed ten thousand dollars in travel expenses and who’s thinking of his beloved daughters’ upcoming college fees.” 
 
    That deserved the stuck-out tongue that he received, but I got his point. But I wasn’t giving up without a fight, and I gave him an extra sexy butt wiggle as I headed to the shower. If he preferred his damned expenses to more time in bed with me or keeping me company for drinks and BBQ next door, then I was going to make him suffer. 
 
    He was still lounging naked in bed as I paraded around naked, toweling my hair and letting his eyes feast on the breasts he loved so much. Making sure each drying stroke jiggled my assets up and down to taunt my wrongly busy husband one more time. 
 
    I reached for the clothes I’d been wearing before my husband so selfishly ravished me, only to hear his correction. “You know they’re all in the pool already? Which bikini are you going to wear? The gold one?” 
 
    Dave had tried his best to sound calm and nonchalant, but he’s never been that good an actor and from the nervous, slightly strangled tone of his voice I knew he was getting more than a little turned on by the thought of me parading around in a bikini with Byron and his two housemates. 
 
    At one level it was harmless enough. Although I knew Byron had always had a thing for me, he was spoken for and from what I’d seen of Riley she’d have him on a short leash. And with Riley and Byron there, his two housemates were unlikely to try on anything too outlandish. 
 
    No, all things considered, despite Dave’s disguised excitement, the evening seemed to me like a thousand other evenings before. A few drinks, some good food and at most some gentle flirting that was pretty much standard stuff at any kind of pool party. Something Dave and I had enjoyed and experienced many, many times before around our neighborhood. 
 
    But nonetheless, just three weeks into our rehabilitation, Dave was pushing just a little too much for me to wear my sexiest bikini. The tiny gold one which was barely more than three triangles of fabric that did just enough to avoid me getting arrested or slapped in the face by another wife or girlfriend. A bikini I’d bought for our recent trip to England and which was totally different from all the other quite ‘mumsy’ bikinis that filled my swimwear draw. 
 
    I decided to gently confront Dave, calling him out with a raised and arched eyebrow which asked him a question. He got the message, blushing and coloring up. “What? All I did was ask you which bikini you were going to wear. It’s not a crime, is it?” 
 
    Something in his guilty response made me suddenly get serious. A loud voice in my head shouting out ‘hell, it’s only three weeks since we nearly lost it all, and he’s asking me this?’ 
 
    Dave must have seen the change in my expression, quelling his embarrassment and explaining himself. “Honey, it’s only a bit of fun. The same thing we’ve done many times before. Just a harmless bit of fun.” 
 
    I pulled a face, thinking about his words. Looking directly into his nervous and still guilt-ridden face as I thought. In some ways, he was totally right. I’d known for years he enjoyed watching other guys flirting with me at parties, and we’d many times made it into a harmless game that made three people happy. 
 
    But in other ways what had happened over the last six months had changed all that. Whenever there was even the smallest bit of flirting and playing, there’d be an unspoken question in both my and Dave’s mind about whether it would go further. Lead from harmless fun to something more. From harmless fun into bed, and from bed to who knows where. 
 
    Unconsciously I found myself sighing deeply. Still looking at Dave and his puppy dog eyes. Still wondering whether or not to cancel the evening and stay home, sending him the clearest signal that I was not up for even the tiniest most harmless version of the flirting game. The other part of me wondering if I was over-reacting. Whether I’d become too serious and not trusting my ability to set boundaries and just have a little bit of harmless fun. 
 
    I decided to be totally open, sharing my conundrum and indecision with my beloved husband. “Honey, you do remember what happened just three weeks ago, right?” Dave blushed again. “Do you really think it’s such a bright idea for me to put that tiny gold bikini on and spend the evening with Byron and his friends? Part of me thinks it’s fine, but part of me is worried after everything that we’ve been through recently.” 
 
    Dave’s blushes and nerves seemed to disappear as he held his arms out and hugged me as I snuggled next to him. His smile and confidence reassured me. 
 
    “Honey, I know what you mean. I get it. I really do. But honestly, this is nothing more than a harmless bit of fun.” He kissed me, and as if to emphasize the message continued. “Honey, I don’t want you to sleep with the guys. I just want you to have a bit of fun. I know you sometimes get a bit down. Missing Chris and the excitement he brought into our lives. I just thought you might enjoy a bit of harmless flirting. Be reminded of how hot other guys think you are.” He paused before kissing me softly once more. “And then coming home to be mine at the end of the evening, so that I can fuck my wife like she deserves. Let the other guys do all the hard work, then steal the prize from right out under their noses.” 
 
    Of course, I still had my doubts, but Dave’s quiet but persuasive words had had the desired effect that he’d intended. I did still have doubts, but I was feeling calmer and more at ease with going next door for the evening. Even in that excuse for a bikini that Dave had suggested I wear. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Dave knew better than to lustfully stare at me as I dressed. His only helpful suggestion being to choose a crocheted white beach cover-up for me to wear as I left the house, which went some way to sparing my blushes. His other suggestion being less than helpful, the matching five-inch heels he pulled out of my shoe closet as I tried to arrange my boobs beneath the inadequate amount of stretchy gold fabric. 
 
    Dave insisted on giving me a farewell kiss, and as I kissed him back I couldn’t resist. “I hope you’re happy now. What a way for a mother in her forties to be dressed up and sent like a lamb to the slaughter.” 
 
    But despite my doubts, I was beginning to warm to his game, and I pushed my shoulders back and pushed out my boobs and butt as I gave him one final kiss and turned and teetered down the stairs and out of our house towards our neighbors’ yard. 
 
    At least I was warming to our little game until I saw the lustful and wolfish way Byron’s two housemates, Freddy and Josh, visually devoured every inch of my body. And Byron, despite the presence of Riley by his side wasn’t far behind them. 
 
    It took me three stiff drinks and about half-an-hour before I was relaxed and chilled enough to accept their offer and remove that crocheted cover-up and join them all in the pool. By then the drink had done its work and although I blushed, I was also aware that I was enjoying the lustful stares of the three young black guys. 
 
    But strangely it was Riley who spoke first, being the first to comment. “Wow, sister. Where have you been keeping those puppies? I guess that’s some advert for motherhood. If I got me a pair like that, hell maybe it would be worth the pain of child-birth.” 
 
    Everyone burst into raucous laughter, myself included, and strangely her comment helped me relax. If it had been one of the guys, I’d have felt totally different and very self-conscious. But it was a fellow ‘sister’ commenting, it also seemed to come from sisterly affection rather than male lust. 
 
    As I gingerly stepped down the poolside ladder into the soothing waters, as Riley and Byron seemed deep in conversation, it was only natural that I ended up standing between Freddy and Josh, Byron’s housemates. 
 
    Despite the two of them having been our neighbors for a little over a year now, apart from the odd hello, I hardly knew either of them. Like Byron, they were both black, teachers and in their early thirties. They were both handsome enough in their different ways, Freddy being a little shorter with a very noticeable set of shoulder-length dreadlocks, Josh being maybe a little taller and a little wider, his head shaved bare as the total opposite of his friend’s dreads, his body decorated by various tribal tattoos. 
 
    Despite the large amount of flesh and cleavage my husband’s choice of bikini had put on show, the young teachers showed remarkable restraint and self-control. By and large, they kept their eyes on my face, although once or twice when they thought I wasn’t looking, I caught them admiring my womanly curves. Not such a terrible crime. Especially as they were both quite easy on the eye themselves. 
 
    And aside from the three of us enjoying our discrete and surreptitious mutual admiration, it was really nice to get to know them both a little better. Both of them taught in local schools and were friends from college. When Byron had wanted to move away from the relationship going bad in LA, Freddy had been the one to alert him to the job that was vacant in the High School where he taught. 
 
    Josh taught in a different school, all three of them being athletics coaches of one flavor or other. Both of them seemed really nice guys, and it was nice hearing their life stories and answering their questions as they returned the compliment. The fact that being athletics coaches they were blessed with great bodies didn’t do any harm in making an old woman enjoy her pleasant Spring evening. 
 
    After a while Byron shouted that the match they wanted to watch was just starting, doing his best to appear unselfish as he volunteered that he and his buddies would cook the food while they watched the start of the match. 
 
    This wasn’t so bad either, as I got to admire three hunky and glistening black bodies sauntering from the pool to the house, giving me a very pleasant tingling feeling that I’d have to rely on my poor husband to put out later. And when they were gone indoors, Riley swam over to me and we were deep in conversation. 
 
    Even on that first evening when I met her, she seemed a very down-to-earth and easy to talk to person. With that openness and quiet confidence that puts others at ease. We were soon chatting away like we’d known each other for years. Inevitably, like most females of the species, I was soon asking Riley how it was going with Byron. And what she told me in her calm and relaxed manner really surprised me. 
 
    “Well, it’s funny you should ask. Because it’s all very amicable, but we’ve just agreed to split up.” 
 
    Seeing my embarrassed and shocked look, Riley immediately put a hand on my arm and reassured me. “Oh no, it’s nothing like that. We’re both cool and okay about it. It’s just that though we really like each other, and the sex is great, we’re just looking for different things in life. Byron’s actually at a stage where he’s looking for someone to settle down with. A girl next door type. And I’m not looking for that kind of thing, and in some ways, I’m a little more adventurous than he is…” 
 
    My startled expression must have been pretty obvious, and Riley just smiled mischievously, seeming to enjoy my discomfort a little. “There were a couple of things which were deal breakers for him. Things I couldn’t give him.” That smile ratcheted a little wider as she reeled me in, enjoying every little moment. 
 
    “He wanted to be exclusive, which I wasn’t ready for. And I think his male pride found it a bit hard to accept that I go both ways, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    My jaw must have hit the floor at this last revelation, and just as I was picking it up the sweet-looking Riley hit me with a final blow. “So, anyway, we just agreed to stay good friends and be fuck buddies when the mood takes us.” 
 
    Grinning broadly she reached out and lightly touched my elbow. “Sorry, Jill, did I shock you? But from what Byron told me, I thought you of all people wouldn’t be shocked. After all, you and your husband aren’t exactly strangers to a bit of fun, to a bit of strange…” 
 
    I must have blushed deepest red at Riley’s last comment. What the hell had Byron told her about me and Dave? I didn’t take kindly to finding out that Dave and my love life was the subject of pillow talk between our friends and neighbors, although with hindsight maybe I shouldn’t have been so surprised. 
 
    “Sorry, Jill, I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” this time sounding genuinely sorry. “I thought it was hardly a secret. But I’m sorry if I misspoke.” 
 
    Despite still having a flushed scarlet face, now I felt on the back foot. “No, it’s okay, Riley. I shouldn’t be surprised I guess. It’s just that sometimes hearing it said out loud feels a bit strange, a bit embarrassing.” 
 
    The grinning, naughty Riley was back. “There’s nothing to be embarrassed about, Jill. I think it’s great that you and Dave are still having fun. Still not frightened to experiment at your time of life. I’d be glad if I was still having fun like that when I’ve been married so long. Lucky to have a man who loved me enough to let me have my fun.” 
 
    I was back to being lost for words, and as I struggled to find something to say to hide my discomfort Riley pulled close to me and started speaking in a low, conspiratorial whisper. “And anyway, from what Byron tells me, maybe my loss could be your gain. Now we’ve called it a day, he’s a free man, and I have to tell you that man of mine has seriously got the hots for you. And if you’re interested, I can tell you you’re in for a treat. He’s dynamite between the sheets. I certainly had no complaints in that department. He was my first black boyfriend, and I have to say my next man is going to really struggle to measure up, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    I felt like all the blood from my whole body had flooded into my face, I was blushing so intently, which only served to encourage this little trouble-maker. “Come on, Jill. From what the guys tell me, I know you love your husband, but you have to admit you’ve become a bit of a size queen…” 
 
    I was about to explode in one way or another when she totally disarmed me with a huge hug and a smile that belonged on someone a lot younger. “Oh come on, Jill. I’m only winding you up. All girls together, right? There’s nothing to be ashamed of in all of this. What’s wrong with being a bit greedy. Isn’t that what equality’s all about. A loving husband and a loving lover to give you a bit of spice in life. Men have been having it both ways forever, and know it’s our turn.” 
 
    Put like that she was very persuasive, and as the conversation moved on a portion of my brain was mulling over all the things Riley had told me. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Dave was so engrossed in his expenses that when I finally returned home just before midnight he didn’t join me in bed. And Sunday morning and afternoon were so hectic with various family and work tasks and jobs that we didn’t really have a chance to discuss the fifty-four different bombshells sweet little Riley had laid on me Saturday night. 
 
    Sunday evening also gave us no easy chance to talk as Charlotte and Callan had invited themselves round for dinner. Typical them. They said they had some news that they wanted us to hear from them before we heard it from anyone else. 
 
    Being old romantics, both Dave and I thought they might be about to tell us that they were getting back together permanently. That their reconciliation after Charlotte had her head turned by a younger Latino guy at the swingers club had been successful. But sorry to say, what they told us was the total opposite – that after trying to make it work and rekindle the magic, they’d come to the conclusion that although they still wanted to be good friends, they couldn’t undo the damage and thought they’d better split for good. 
 
    It seemed to be a weekend for amicable break-ups because they both seemed relaxed and happy about the conclusion they’d come to. There didn’t seem to be any angst or regret for either of them. Both of them commenting that it might have been different if they’d had children, but that they were glad there were no kids who might get hurt. Dave and I were in the strange position that we both seemed more upset about their split than they were themselves. 
 
    The conversation and the drinking went on quite some time that evening. It was one in the morning by the time they both left and Dave and I were happy to hit the sack. Glad that the next day was the Memorial Day holiday. 
 
    At least it was for me, but poor Dave had to leave in the early afternoon to fly to California for a client meeting. Trying to placate an angry client who’d experienced all kinds of problems on a recent project. I knew from his stressed mood that he wasn’t looking forward to the meeting itself, and the fact it killed his holiday just added insult to injury. 
 
    We managed to enjoy a quality morning together before I had to drive him to the airport, both of us feeling short-changed as I kissed him goodbye and saw him disappear towards the departure gate. Knowing I’d not see him back for a couple of days at least. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    28th May 2018 - Memorial Day 
 
    (Jill carries on re-telling events) 
 
    Car keys safely hung by the door, suddenly I was overcome by a sense of loneliness. A wave of self-pity and tired lethargy sweeping over me. Alone by myself on the Memorial Day holiday. Husband about to fly to the other side of the country. Kids busy with their own things, building their own lives. Ex-lover and boyfriend in a self-imposed exile several thousand miles away in California. I caught myself in the mirror, wondering how come I was so alone on this day when everyone else would be together with loved ones. 
 
    I just stared at myself in the mirror, in one of those rare moments of self-reflection where you look at your own face as others see it. Seeing beyond the mask you’re overly familiar with. 
 
    I’m not quite sure how long I stared and Jill stared back, but it seemed quite some time before my maudlin thoughts were disturbed by the ringtone that meant my daughter Abigail was calling. 
 
    Like most mums the world over, I loved my three all equally but wasn’t blind to their differences. Abigail had always been the most sensitive of the three, from her early years onwards, always more alive to my moods and feelings than the others. And my mood instantly brightened at the thought of Abigail’s love and the prospect of a chat with her. 
 
    “Hi mum, just thought I’d give you a call to see how you’re doing. I know Dad’s away so just wanted to check-in and see how you are?” 
 
    Always direct and to the point, the previous weekend when the family had gathered to celebrate John and Becky’s good news, Abigail and I had ended up having a late-night heart-to-heart talk about Chris and the whole situation over the last few months. She’d been remarkably sympathetic and unjudgmental. Treating me more like a good friend who needed support, rather than an errant and weak parent who’d put at risk the family she loved and relied on. 
 
    The others had gone to bed, Abigail and I had ended up opening another bottle of wine, retiring to the decking and talking into the early hours. I started off just sharing the more mechanical and factual side of what had happened with Chris, picking up from where things had ended with Daryl as Abigail was already aware of this. The only bit I was too embarrassed to share being my debauched night with Chris and Rocco. Even my ever-loving and broad-minded daughter didn’t need to know that part of the past. 
 
    And although I’d started off mainly describing events and the headlines, sitting out on the decking it hadn’t taken my loving daughter long to get beneath this. To the heart of the matter – how I was feeling, how her Dad was feeling and how things were between us. And you might say that a mother shouldn’t share such things with a daughter, breaking the parental bond to protect their kids, but I’d ended up spilling my feelings pretty much without exception. Glad to have someone who loved me so much and who’s expression and words told me she wasn’t criticizing or judging. Just trying to help me and let me know she was there for me. 
 
    In the two weeks that had passed since I’d returned home from my last date with Chris, I’d been pretty open with Dave. But sometimes I needed to hold back a little, to protect his feelings and not expose him to the full glare of some of my confusion, mixed feelings and guilt. 
 
    The things I shared with Abigail, I’d already shared with Dave. But maybe in a more monochrome, two-dimensional way. With Abigail, I was able to give full expression to the depth of my feelings. 
 
    I’d told Abigail about each and every part of how I was feeling. My relief and contentment that her father and I seemed to be putting things back together. Reassembling and gluing the slightly chipped vase we’d made of our marriage. How we were dealing with things step-by-step, generally heading in the right direction, happy with this but sometimes still slightly disbelieving that we were on the road to recovery. 
 
    But I’d also told her of my slightly darker and more confused moments. The quiet moments at the office when I’d look into the empty chair in Chris’s office and find myself almost physically pining for his presence. Wishing as if some genie from a kids' movie would appear and magic him back into my life. Back into my life, back into my heart and back into my bed. Momentarily angry that life wouldn’t allow me to have the two men I so wanted, daydreaming about parallel universes where I could have my cake and eat it. Wondering what life would have been like in my magical parallel universe, if I had gone to California with Chris. 
 
    I’d shared with my wonderful daughter about the guilt and confusion I felt at this pining for love lost. Confusion at how much I still yearned for Chris and our love, while at the same time so happy that Dave and I were still together and stepping forward better each day. Guilty at having these feelings for another man, another man who’d almost cost me my marriage. 
 
    All through this Abigail listened, held my hand and acted much more like a loving best friend than a disappointed child. As we’d shared these intense moments, I was so glad and grateful for her love and understanding. We even laughed a bit when I tried to make light of the schoolgirl flutter I felt in my heart on the few occasions when work had forced Chris and me to talk on the phone. And how afterward I’d fight the urge to find a made-up pretext to call him back. Abigail teasing me and christening me ‘the teenage stalker mum.’ 
 
    All of these memories from a week ago had come flooding back as I heard the ring tone I’d set up for Abigail, and now hearing her soft voice asking me how I was, instantly swept away the lonely feelings I’d been experiencing. 
 
    “Mum, are you there? I asked you how you were doing?” 
 
    I’d been so lost in my thoughts I’d forgotten to answer her question. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. I was a million miles away. Thinking back to last weekend and the chat we had when everyone had gone to bed.” 
 
    Silence on the other end, Abigail was trying to figure out what to say, momentarily lost for words for once. “Well, yes. That was quite some conversation, wasn’t it? Not the kind of thing a daughter forgets in a hurry. But I was just glad if it helped you a little, mum. Anyway, how are you, mum?” 
 
    “Fine, I guess. Just missing your Dad, I guess. Wondering if I’m the only one in the sub-division all by myself tonight?” 
 
    “I know you’re an English major, mum, but don’t be such a drama queen,” she gently admonished me, her tone teasing as well as delivering a soft rebuke. “Dad will be home soon enough, and surely there are loads of friends you could go and spend the evening with?” 
 
    She had a point. Or two points, to be precise. There were plenty of friends I could call on to provide a bit of company and warmth. 
 
    “What about Charlotte and Callan?” she unwittingly asked. “They’re always glad to see you.” 
 
    It was my turn to be lost for words, trying to work out how to tell my daughter about the latest sad news about the state of Charlotte and Callan’s marriage. When they’d coached their soccer teams, all three of our kids had become close to them and in turn, they loved spending time with and spoiling our kids. Like John and Sarah, Abigail had been so happy when they reconciled, and now I needed to find the right words to tell her that a couple she almost considered as surrogate parents were calling time on their marriage. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    It was forty or fifty minutes later that I finally finished talking to Abigail about what was happening with Callan and Charlotte. She was sad and upset, but she was mature enough to know these things happen. Heaven knows she’d seen enough of her own friends’ parents involved in similar splits. 
 
    As we discussed it, she became more accepting of it, but I have to admit it did sting when she made a couple of comments about how her father and I hadn’t been quite so far away from being in the same boat as Callan and Charlotte. I didn’t like to hear her say this, but I could hardly argue the point. 
 
    The only upside of this difficult conversation was it took my mind off how lonely and down I was feeling. Cheering up and consoling my daughter taking first place over and above any remaining self-pity I felt. 
 
    I’d just put down the phone and poured myself a well-earned glass of wine when the doorbell rang. Whereas an hour ago I’d have been glad to hear the bell, now I felt slightly frustrated. After the long, difficult conversation with Abigail, I’d been looking forward to some peace and quiet before maybe popping over to a friend’s house. But my car was parked outside declaring to all the world that I was ‘in residence’ so with a slightly resigned feeling I trudged to the front door. 
 
    Opening the door I saw the slightly guilty look of my ex-boyfriend smiling back at me in a slightly lop-sided and bashful way. His crooked grin offering an unspoken apology for arriving unannounced and disturbing my holiday. 
 
    “Sorry, hun,” he declared, using the pet name he’d often used for me. However I was feeling, I could never stay angry at him for long. 
 
    “To what do I owe the pleasure?” my simple question, mirroring his smile and signaling I was okay at his sudden appearance on my doorstep. 
 
    Never short of confidence, even when life had thrown him several curveballs, his smile upped a few amps and he turned up the knob on his charm meter. “Knowing Dave was away, I thought I’d pop over and cheer up my favorite girl,” he announced, pulling a bottle of white wine from behind his back. 
 
    “You’ll never change will you,” I parried back. “My once and former crush, a man who could sell sand to the Arabs. Snow to the Eskimos. Or lies to a Politician.” 
 
    He knew he was in, pushing the bottle into my hands. “Come on, hun. It’s not like you to be slow when there’s a bottle of Chardonnay to be enjoyed. Where’s the girl I knew all those years ago?” 
 
    The way he said ‘knew’ carried more than a hint of the type of meaning not appropriate in a conversation between two exes when a lady’s husband is absent. But I let it pass, gave him a welcome hug and let him follow me into the kitchen. Fully aware his gaze was almost certainly on my ass and legs, two parts of my charms he’d always loved, even all those years ago when we’d dated. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As we opened the bottle and settled down it felt good to have Callan there. Even before he really opened his mouth in any meaningful way, I knew he’d come here to unburden himself some more about him and Charlotte, now that they’d decided to finally call it quits on their marriage. 
 
    I’d long since gotten over the pain and hurt from all those years ago when he’d dumped me to take up with Charlotte. I was happy that I’d found a wonderful friend and lover in Dave and that we’d built a great life together. So I was fine to sit there and just be the friend that Callan needed right then and there. 
 
    As I sat there listening to him and his various long monologues about him and Charlotte, just occasionally interrupting with a question or a comment, I couldn’t help but think how handsome he looked. The first time he’d looked at me back in college, I’d thought him the most handsome boy I’d ever met and I’d been overjoyed when he’d picked me over other girls I thought far prettier than me. 
 
    It was something I’d not thought about in many years, but as I only half-listened to him going on and on about him and Charlotte, I smiled to myself reflecting that the way Dave and I had changed things these last months meant I was looking at Callan in a way I’d not looked at him since I was a shy and innocent eighteen-year-old. I tried to stop myself smiling at the silliness of all this in case Callan asked me why I was smiling, just about pulling it off. 
 
    I guess the other reason, aside from the changes in our marriage, for the different way I was looking at him, was the way I was still missing Chris. Most of the time I was more than happy with how things had turned out and that I’d one-hundred-percent made the right decision, but there was still more than a little of the ‘Chris poison’ in my blood, even if it was gradually getting better and better each day. 
 
    I’d often thought that there were many similarities between Chris and Callan, both of them overly confident ex-jocks who’d spent a lifetime knowing most women were happy to be charmed and flattered by their advances. And with Chris on the other side of the country, having my handsome ex sat there with me drinking white wine wasn’t a bad placebo to get me through the evening. 
 
    After a while, I wasn’t the only one who seemed to have got the poison out of their system. Callan seemed to have vented whatever he needed to say about Charlotte and his mood lightened as he slowly became nostalgic and almost wistful as he started talking about the two years we’d dated before Charlotte had come along. 
 
    Aside from his looks, athletic build, and charm, Callan had always been an entertaining and gifted story-teller and raconteur. And he soon had me laughing as we shared all kinds of memories of our two years together at college. Memories of crazy parties, romantic walks, and dinners. Memories of tender moments shared and nights of passion as we discovered and explored each other’s bodies, two young adults still in our teens but excited by the life ahead of us. A life we thought we’d share together until events proved otherwise. 
 
    We were happy to meander down memory lane, each prompting the other to remember things either forgotten or just on the edge of memory. A lovely and cathartic way to spend the evening for both of us, each with our different needs. 
 
    Once or twice I thought I caught a look in Callan’s eye that I’d not seen since before that horrible, painful night when he’d dumped me for Charlotte, shattering my heart into a thousand and one-pieces, causing a pain that took so long to recover from. Maybe I was imagining it. Either way, he said nothing about it and we were happy to just relive old memories. Remembering past events, friends, and feelings. 
 
    I honestly don’t know how long these self-indulgent pleasures would have lasted if the phone hadn’t rung again. This time it was the landline, and I wondered who it might be as Dave, the kids and most of my friends defaulted to calling me on my cell phone. Not many people rang the landline, and as it was now past six it seemed unlikely to be some nuisance commercial call. 
 
    “Hello,” I answered noncommittally, still wondering who it was on the other end. 
 
    “Hi, girlfriend,” came back Riley’s chirpy tone. “Your loving husband told Byron that you were all on your lonesome tonight and all but insisted that we invite you over for some food and a few drinks. Now I happen to think you’re the kind of old school girl who promised to ‘love, honor and obey’, so why don’t you throw something on and get yourself over here before Byron eats all the food, in line with your Lord and Master’s wishes and commands.” 
 
    Hell, this girl could talk for the USA. Byron’s ears must have been glad of the rest now that they were just ‘good friends’ or ‘friends with benefits’ or whatever phrase people use. The first time I’d met her, I’d thought she was a quiet sort, but this was a view I was rapidly re-evaluating. 
 
    For a few moments I tried to put up a fight and say I’d prefer to stay home, but Riley was proving to be as stubborn as she was talkative, and in the end, I gave in and headed next door. I asked Callan if he wanted to come as he seemed at a bit of loose end, but he made his excuses and said he’d head home. Evidently he didn’t want to share me with his buddy Byron and Riley. 
 
    As I watched Callan’s headlights disappear around the corner, I walked to the end of the drive and then headed up our neighbor’s drive, thinking how my quiet evening was turning into an unexpectedly busy time. Courtesy of Callan and Riley. 
 
    Riley’s hug and overly effusive welcome suggested she’d spent much of the holiday drinking. A fact which with a giggle and a hiccup she confirmed, adding that she and Byron had also ‘rekindled old memories’ two or three times as well. She was quite brazen and shameless about this, which shocked me for a moment before I thought about some of the things I’d done these last few months. I was hardly the one to feign shocked innocence. 
 
    Byron seemed to be in charge of the cooking as Riley poured me a large glass of wine, glad to see that she was drinking white so I’d not be mixing my drinks. I’d already had the best part of a bottle as Callan and I had wiled away the evening reminiscing. 
 
    As Riley filled my glass and Byron stood quietly with his back to us cooking, I innocently asked Riley if Byron’s two house-mates Freddy and Josh were in. This just brought a fit of giggles from the giddy and semi-drunk Riley. “Why you asking, girl? While the cat’s away, the mice will play? Is that it? Does the naughty little white wife want a portion of black sausage? Want to try what Aunty Riley’s been savoring all day?” 
 
    I couldn’t be angry. She was grinning like a naughty schoolgirl and her words didn’t offend me, more they reminded me of some of the conversations I’d had back in High School with my girlfriends. As we day-dreamed and joked about the various boys we liked. 
 
    I just gave her my best motherly look. “Riley, you’re incorrigible. Just how much have you had to drink?” 
 
    “Not enough. Not enough, sister,” came the all too predictable reply. 
 
    The alcohol obviously had the effect of making Riley frisky, because having embarrassed me she then moved on to Byron, rubbing herself up against him provocatively as he tried to concentrate on the cooking. For whatever reason, Riley was getting little return from her efforts, and she made the face of a sulky child as she gave up on her femme-fatale act with Byron and returned her attention to me. Sitting back down opposite me at the kitchen table and then refilling my glass even though it barely needed topping up. 
 
    There was a mischievous glint in her eye as she looked into her glass, playing with the stem and swirling the yellow liquid. Slowly looking up and looking me directly in the eye with a playful curl of the lip, I had a nervous feeling about where she was about to take this conversation. 
 
    “You know, Jill, I think the reason that big slab of beef over there isn’t interested in little old me is that he’s secretly carrying a torch for someone else. Someone older. Someone who lives a little closer to him than I can manage. Someone who’s suddenly back on the market.” 
 
    She left her words just hanging there between us, enjoying their effect on me and keeping me hypnotized with a stare that would have done the python in the Jungle Book proud. 
 
    She just carried on looking at me, no word said. Until she was ready to tighten the hawser just a little more. “What do you say, girlfriend? Do you think there’s any hope for the big lump? Or do you think he’s carrying a torch that’s never going to get lit? A flame that’s never going to enjoy the pleasure of lighting your wick?” 
 
    Again that look. That challenge. Enjoying the game, knowing I was nervous at what she’d say next and enjoying every second of my nervousness. 
 
    And then, just when I thought I’d explode with the tension of it all, she burst out laughing with a huge guffaw and leaned over the table, giving me a huge hug. 
 
    “You’re priceless, Jill. You’re such fun to wind up. I’m just kidding with you, hun. I know that you and Dave are on a break, trying to get some sanity back into your lives over the last few months.” 
 
    And just like that, I felt just like a balloon. One minute ready to burst, the next minute with the air rushing out of me and causing a huge deflated and hollow feeling. But a feeling I was happy to embrace, better than the tension of the game Riley had been playing with me. The mouse dangled by the sharp-clawed cat, relieved beyond measure as the cat gently lays me down and tells me ‘only kidding.’ 
 
    I laughed and Riley and I laughed together, before she snuck over to my side of the table, pressing her petite body tight next to mine as she whispered in my ear as we both looked at Byron’s back as he finished off our dinner. 
 
    “But, you know, Jill. As and when you and Dave are ready to get back in the pool, you could do a lot worse than old lover boy over there,” her whisper was low enough that I suspected Byron couldn’t hear us. 
 
    “I guarantee you’d have no complaints. My old squeeze would have you shouting from the rooftops, hanging from the chandeliers and enjoying your first real taste of black meat. And I suspect your loving husband would be just as happy as you would be. Byron puts on quite a show you know.” 
 
    As her words trailed off, I found myself turning towards her and looking her in the eye. Suddenly there was a different look in her face. Before she’d been teasing and winding me up. Now there was a seriousness, one friend talking to another, almost trying to do two good friends a favor. “Just think about it, when you and Dave are ready. Byron’s a great guy and I’d love to see the two of you get it together. He’s not like that Chris guy, remember he walked away from that couple in LA rather than be the cause of problems between them. That’s the kind of guy he is.” 
 
    She squeezed my hand, sensing that she shouldn’t say any more. That she’d said her piece and planted a seed that might or might not grow. 
 
    Sober Riley was a very tactile person, but semi-drunk she was something else. Her piece said, she suddenly put her arms around my waist and scrunched her face next to mine, making a really exaggerated sniffing the air gesture. “Come on lover boy, your two best girls are dying of hunger over here. When’s the food going to be ready?” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    We were soon eating a wonderful meal. Byron was some chef and I made a mental note to invite myself over more often to sample his cooking. He’d obviously heard the first part of Riley’s teasing comments about me and him, but he made no sign that any of her words had gone in, taking the conversation back to much more normal topics such as school, family and work. 
 
    But this normalcy lasted only until about ten minutes after we’d finished eating and were ensconced in the lounge enjoying fresh coffee and talking about John and Becky’s upcoming wedding and baby. Our quiet tranquility was suddenly burst as the front door opened and Byron’s two housemates came crashing into the lounge. Obviously in a similar state and mood to the one Riley had been in before the meal. 
 
    Both of them had big cheesy grins on their faces the moment they spotted me sitting in the lounge on the larger of the two sofas. Riley and Byron were sat snuggled up on the two-seater and I was alone in the middle of the four-seater. 
 
    “Jill,” the dread-locked Freddy declared with a surprised squeal that would have done a horny teenage boy proud. “Fancy seeing you here? If Josh and me had known, we’d have come home hours ago.” 
 
    With that, he plonked himself down next to me, with his buddy Josh wasting no time before he took the spare space on the other side of me. 
 
    They were obviously half-cut but their mood seemed harmless enough, so I relaxed and played along. “Well, you two seemed to have had a nice evening. Where have you been?” 
 
    “We’ve been dancing,” a very smiley Josh declared, his bald black head showing a shiny sweatiness that supported his claim. And before I’d had a chance to react or speak he’d got up and given an exaggerated pirouette of a twirl that would have put a ballerina to shame. Or at least it might have done if he wasn’t so drunk that he nearly knocked all the coffee cups flying. 
 
    Undeterred and grinning like a fool, he headed to the corner and turned the music system on, before carefully retracing his footsteps until he was standing in front of me. 
 
    “Madam, would you do me the honor,” he declared in a voice that wouldn’t have been out of place in Gone with the Wind. His hand remained outstretched in front of me, and when I didn’t respond he bent down and gently lifted my hand so that the rest of my body needed to follow. 
 
    Josh’s face was still a picture of old-world seriousness, but the other three were laughing and hooting and I gave in to the mood and burst into a smile as I put my arms around Josh’s shoulders and let my drunk admirer lead me in a slow waltz as best he could. Considering his blood alcohol level, he didn’t do too bad a job, at least until the song ended and his partner in crime executed a gentleman’s excuse me. 
 
    After all of Riley’s earlier flirty talking, I’d been a bit fearful that things might get out of hand. But for the next hour or so I enjoyed a perfectly lovely time as these two harmless and handsome young black teachers led me around the small dance floor that was their lounge. Slowly the coffee and the conversation seemed to help them sober up as they took it in turns to dance with me. And it was nothing too extreme, but although I tried to pretend it wasn’t happening I was getting that familiar tingling between my legs as I danced and danced with these two very passable young men. They’d certainly been drinking, and by now I must have been nearing two bottles of wine myself over the last several hours. 
 
    Luckily they were okay with slow dances, irrespective of the music, which was just as well as neither of them seemed keen on letting me take a breather, as they passed me between them at the end of each song. 
 
    In the end, it was the buzzing of my phone which came to my rescue, signaling an incoming message from Dave. Looking at my phone, I suddenly realized how late it was. I’d had such a nice day first with Callan and then with my other friends that I had no idea it was already eleven p.m., the time that Dave had told me he’d most likely call. 
 
    “Facetime?” was his one-word message, and I suddenly found myself feeling guilty even though I’d done nothing to feel guilty about. Looking and feeling flustered and flushed, I rapidly made my apologies, picked up and put on my shoes and headed next door. Feeling rather like Cinderella escaping the ball to be at home in time to avoid trouble. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    “Hi, honey,” I smiled at my distant husband. Hoping I didn’t look too guilty and flustered. Aware that I still felt a little out of breath from the dancing and my hurried exit back home. 
 
    “Hi, darling,” came Dave’s reply. Something in his face telling me he was feeling maybe even more guilty than I was. 
 
    Before I could think about this, my wine-infused brain had sensory overload. I saw two shadows through the semi-opaque glass of our front door just as I tried to concentrate on what Dave was telling me. “You’ll never guess who I saw in the hotel tonight?” my husband’s strained voice told me, just as I heard the doorbell going for the second time that night. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
     28th May 2018 
 
    (Dave picks up the story) 
 
    I guess we all have those seminal moments when a word offered really sticks in your mind. Never to be forgotten, often to be acted on. Well, one such piece of advice I received way back in my mid-twenties when I was going through a bit of a funk was ‘if your mind keeps going back to something, the only way you’re ever going to be able to get closure and move on is to confront that thing or that person.’ That however hard and painful this might seem, you really have no alternative. 
 
    These last few weeks, since Jill had returned from her last night with Chris, that’s exactly the position I found myself in. Sure, Jill and I talked about things and things were definitely moving in a positive direction, but more often than I care to admit, my mind kept going back to that terrible night. That terrible night when I thought I’d lost Jill to Chris. When I thought she was leaving me to make a new life together with him in California. 
 
    Sure, Jill was back with me. Professing her love for me, how sorry and ashamed she was that even just for a moment she’d said yes to Chris’s request that she leave me for him. The fact that she was in Florida with me rather in California with Chris was the strongest reassurance I could get. But still, my mind kept going back to that terrible Friday night – Friday, May 4, 2018. 
 
    And while I had the opportunity whenever I needed to pick things up and talk them through with Jill, the itch that just wouldn’t be scratched was Chris’s whole part in this. The way that someone who I’d taken to be a friend had abused my friendship and the relationship I’d allowed him with Jill. Taking his last evening with Jill as an opportunity to do all the things that he’d told both Jill and me he’d never do. When he’d used every ounce of Jill’s love for him and her physical attraction to him to persuade her to leave me and set up home with him. 
 
    Maybe I’m a naïve fool, but I’d known Chris for more than five years and we’d become good friends. And since that fateful night where five years of quietly smoldering attraction had flared into a raging fire, he’d reassured me over and over again that he’d never want to be that guy who split up a couple. Yet that’s exactly what he’d strained every sinew of his soul to do on that terrible Friday night. And I knew that I’d get no closure until I’d had it out with him. 
 
    With this burning need that in no way dimmed as the days passed and Jill and I slowly rebuilt our relationship, my upcoming trip to California seemed the perfect opportunity to scratch this deep-seated itch. I knew the hotel that Chris and his company normally used, so it was no big deal to book myself into the same hotel. 
 
    I took this decision and made the booking over the weekend when our kids were back with Jill and me to celebrate John and Becky’s happy news. I thought about telling Jill about my plan because I hated keeping anything secret from her, but in the end, decided I’d only tell her after I’d met with Chris. This way convincing myself that I wasn’t really keeping it a secret from her, that it was just a question of timing. 
 
    I even thought about letting Chris now in advance, but instead took pleasure in knowing that surprise would make him feel off-balance and give me more control. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    So six-thirty p.m. on that holiday Monday found me waiting in the reception area of the hotel, pretty sure that I’d see Chris before too long. We’d made good time on the long flight from Miami, touching down only five and a half hours after we’d left Florida. The ride to the hotel didn’t take long even in LA traffic so I had time to shower and freshen up before heading downstairs for my planned ambush. 
 
    When I checked in I’d asked them to connect me to Mr. Chris Garner’s room, knowing full well he was unlikely to be back so early. But at least this confirmed to me that I’d guessed right, that Chris was indeed staying in the hotel the company normally used. 
 
    From all the things Jill had told me over the last five years, when away on business and left to his own devices Chris was a creature of habit. That he normally worked late and liked to eat at around seven. And sure enough, as if on cue, I saw Chris’s familiar features emerging from the revolving door just a little before seven. 
 
    He looked tired, and immediately turned right and headed for the hotel’s in-house restaurant, too tired to venture further afield. I’d given it some thought on the plane and decided I’d get maximum pleasure from confronting him unannounced. My plan being to give him a few minutes to get settled in and order, maximizing the chance he’d not quit the restaurant, and then I’d announce myself. 
 
    Those ten minutes seemed to last forever as I forced myself to wait. I felt a real cocktail of emotions as those ten minutes dragged and dragged. Never one who’s liked confrontation, my whole body was flooded with adrenaline and part of me felt almost physically sick with nerves. But another part of me felt elated that I was finally going to be able to confront Chris about what he’d said and what he’d done. 
 
    Finally, the ten minutes were up and I gathered myself, took a deep breath and headed into the restaurant. I was pleased to see that Chris was facing away from me, meaning I could approach him without him seeing me. Maximizing the shock he’d feel when he heard my voice and saw my face. 
 
    It almost felt like one of those slow-motion movie scenes as I walked the few yards from the entrance to the table where Chris was sitting. As I walked across step-by-step, I had the satisfaction of knowing exactly what I was going to do and say. I’d thought about it long enough on the nearly six-hour flight over here, giving me plenty of time to think through my options and come to a decision. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    “Hello, Chris. Fancy seeing you here,” my hand placed firmly on his shoulder in a gesture that would have done a long-service cop proud. 
 
    His head jolted to the right at a speed that I thought might cause him whiplash, a thought that made me smile. 
 
    “Dave, what the hell are you doing here?” he stammered, for once his suave mask of confidence slipping to reveal his confusion and nervousness. 
 
    So far so good. Feeling in control I grinned my best Bond-villain smile at him. “Well, I was over here on business and I thought it was about time you and I had a talk. You know … after the other night … after what happened …” 
 
    He was still on the back foot, floundering and trying to work it out. “Sure… why not…? Pull up a seat buddy…” 
 
    As I sat down, all manner of thoughts came into my head. I’d thought through what I wanted to say so many times during the flight and in the days and weeks leading up to this moment. But as I looked at Chris’s worried and confused face, I suddenly realized that I had no real idea how the rest of this evening and conversation would develop. All of my rehearsed and well-practiced conversations had been one-directional affairs. This would be a two-way street, driven not just by what I wanted and said but also by what my wife’s ex-lover and ex-boyfriend did. 
 
    We just looked at each other for ages, before it was Chris who spoke first. 
 
    “You know, Dave, I’m sorry things got to where they got to. I really am. But I’ll not lie to you, I’d do it all again if it came to that. I never wanted to hurt you, but you have to understand I love Jill and she loves me. What’s the saying? All’s fair in love and war. When the three of us agreed to play the game we played, deep down I think we all knew there was a fair chance things would end up where they did.” 
 
    He paused for a moment, letting his words sink in, just staring into my eyes. 
 
    “And, you know, you may not want to admit it, but I know some part of you got off on the whole danger and risk of the set-up between me and Jill. The way we feel about each other. The way we love each other. You may not want to remember it, but if you cast your mind back I remember you saying as much quite a few times. How in a strange way, her love for me gave you a weird kick…” 
 
    I’d not seen the conversation going like this. I’d thought he’d be more apologetic, more guilt-ridden. He wasn’t being confrontational, but I’d not expected him to stand his ground so strongly, pointing out my part in what had happened and his own lack of regret. 
 
    He must have seen something in my face, maybe my hesitation and weakening confidence because he gestured towards the empty chair on the other side of the table. “Why don’t you join me, Dave? Why don’t you say all the things you’ve been itching to say to me these last few weeks.” 
 
    I paused, considering his offer. 
 
    He gestured again. “Dave, I’m not proud of what I did and who I am. I really want to clear the air between us. I think we’ll both feel better if we do that. Dave, we’ve been friends for many years and I don’t want there to be bad blood.” 
 
    With a sigh of deep resignation and very mixed feelings, I slowly pulled out the chair and sat down. Staring at Chris I felt my anger building again. “Jill and I took you into our home. Let you into our marriage. You promised us both you’d never try and split us. And then you pulled that shit. Telling Jill she’d be much happier with you than she ever could be with me.” 
 
    I felt better for saying all this, looking into Chris’s steady blue eyes as he soaked my anger. 
 
    His next reaction totally threw me. A measure of the man, used to a life of entitlement and other people fitting in around his needs. He responded to and met my angry denunciation with a grin. A playful, confusing, charismatic grin. Taunting and disarming in equal measure as only one in a thousand can. 
 
    “Dave, I’m not going to sit here and defend myself. I never talked you down to Jill. I just told her the stone-cold truth. She’s had a wonderful life with you. You’ve made her happy and the two of you have built a life and a family together. I never downplayed that, and I told her that could continue. But I also told her with me she could have something different. The kind of excitement and buzz that she’d known all those years ago with Callan. I just told her the truth – that she had a choice. Between two very different things. Between two very different men.” 
 
    “And she chose me,” I spat out. I might as well have added ‘you bastard,’ because although I didn’t say it, he knew it was implied. The unsaid words at the end of my pain. 
 
    “Yes. Yes, she did,” he said raising his glass in a toast towards my empty hand. “And Dave, part of me is glad about that, and part of me is heartbroken.” 
 
    All of a sudden he looked down into his glass. I sensed he was doing some deep soul-searching. Something that shouldn’t be disturbed. Suddenly he looked up, the look in his face far less confident and assured. 
 
    “Look at me, Dave. Star athlete, strong academics. Loving parents, great job. But I envy you more than you’ll ever know. You have a wonderful marriage to a wonderful woman, who loves you with all of her heart.” 
 
    There was a sad, sullen look on his face as he continued. “What have I got? A broken, failed marriage. Because I couldn’t keep it zipped. Stupid and blind to the wonderful woman I had at home. Chasing any half attractive piece of tail. You’ve got the wonderful Jill waiting at home for you when you’re done. What have I got? An empty hotel room, emails and stress that keeps on coming.” 
 
    All of my earlier anger and temper had seeped away, disarmed by the empty and nearly broken man I saw in front of me. 
 
    “Dave, she chose you,” he said in a sad, strangled voice. Forcing himself to remember the night he’d shot every quiver in his bow. Played every card, but still fallen short, rejected by Jill in favor of the type of guy he’d spent his life besting. 
 
    “You know, Dave. I was reading the bible the other day. Just like my parents taught me. Do you remember the temptation of Jesus? Well, it was like that. I took Jill up to the mountain top. Showed her all the things she could have with me. A second act, a new and exciting life and relationship to add to the wonderful twenty years she’d had with you. And you know what, she turned me down. Turned me down for more of the same. For twenty more years with you, Dave.” 
 
    By now he was totally crestfallen. Again looking down into his glass. Reliving the hell of trying his best and being rejected. Being rejected in favor of someone he considered his inferior. 
 
    He looked up again, glass raised again, but this time with weary and defeated resignation. Only the faintest of life flickering around the corners of his mouth. “And you know, Dave, the only thing that keeps me going is that these last few weeks I’ve done a whole host of thinking. A lot of soul-searching. Decided I’m going to fix things. Either get back with Kat. See if she’ll have me back. Or if not, find someone like Jill. Have what you and Jill have.” 
 
    Our eyes were locked together. And for the first time in my life, I felt equal or even superior to Chris and all the other Chris’s I’d come across in my life. The living embodiment that the good guy can win. That it’s not always the moody, dangerous bad-guy who gets the girl in the final reel. It was a great feeling. 
 
    Suddenly I felt like I had nothing left that I needed to say to Chris. To fire at him or to unburden myself. A deep and profound truth finally settled into my consciousness at that point, despite years of insecurity and knowing how I’d lucked out in marrying Jill. 
 
    She’d chosen me. All those years ago, she’d chosen me. And now, confronted with everything that Chris could throw at her, after a few moments of weakness and hesitation, she’d reversed course and run home to the man she loved. To cling to the life and the family she loved today and tomorrow. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Chris and I talked for another thirty minutes or so. My anger spent, I was more like a big brother or a father confessor figure. The roles were totally the opposite of what I’d expected, as he described the journey he’d been through these last few weeks. The self-examination he’d forced himself into. The nervous dialogue he’d started with his ex-wife Kat, who’d put up with his philandering ways for so many years but who by the sound of it still loved him. 
 
    In the end, the evening ended in a way I’d never have predicted. With a fraternal bear-hug between us when we’d shared a last drink and I headed to my room to ring Jill. 
 
    As the elevator rose floor by floor, the little boy within me looked forward to the victory I’d report to Jill. How I’d won out over and triumphed over Chris, the kind of guy who’d dogged my path my entire life. 
 
    The elevator finally reached my floor and I headed down the long corridor to my room, gathering myself and steading myself to try and not appear too arrogant or victorious. Never a good look. 
 
    Settling myself onto my hotel bed for what I hoped would be a long call and feeling a lot better than I’d expected at the start of the evening, I texted Jill. ‘Facetime?’ Enjoying the welcoming feel of the bed after a long day and a surprising victory. 
 
    I was surprised it took Jill a few minutes to answer, although I suddenly remembered I’d suggested to Byron and Riley they might want to invite her around and so maybe that was the delay. But after a few minutes, I saw Jill’s smiling face. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” the love of my life smiled back. Looking a little flushed after what must have been a pleasant evening with our neighbors. 
 
    “Hi, darling,” I responded, unable to contain my excitement a moment longer. “You’ll never guess who I saw in the hotel tonight?” 
 
    But before Jill could take my eagerly offered bait, I saw her look up as the sound of our doorbell carried over the airwaves. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. Hang on a moment while I see who that is and get rid of them.” 
 
    I felt like holding my breath as I waited for Jill to return to hear my victorious story. She’d left her phone lying flat, pointing up at the ceiling. But I could hear the sound of muffled voices from the door. The voices indicating some mild disagreement. Continuing for some time before the picture juddered as Jill picked up the phone and finally appeared front and center. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. But the guys insisted on saying hi and on saying thanks,” my wife told me with a slightly vexed and impatient look. Before swiveling the camera left so that I could see two grinning black faces. 
 
    “Hey, Dave. Sorry to cut into your conversation with Jill, but me and Josh just wanted to say thank you for letting Jill brighten up our evening. You’re a lucky guy, Dave. You’re married to a one in a million lady and we just wanted to say thanks.” 
 
    To say I was confused would be the understatement of the year. What the hell were Byron’s housemates talking about? I wasn’t that surprised that they’d spent time with Jill. After all, they shared a house with Byron and I’d suggested he invite Jill over so I’d not feel too guilty at leaving Jill alone on a holiday evening. But why were they making such a big deal of saying thanks for Jill brightening up their evening? What exactly had she done to brighten up their evening? 
 
    I forgot that, just as I could see their excited but slightly drunk faces, they could also see my face. My look of confusion no doubt clear and prompting Freddy to laugh and start to explain. 
 
    "Sorry, Dave, man. It’s been a long evening and me and ‘Boy Wonder’ here have had quite a bit too drink. I should have explained. Your beautiful wife Jill did us the honor of letting us dance with her when we finally dragged ourselves away from the bar and came home. And I have to say, Dave, she’s some catch. Your wife. Far too good for an old white guy like you.” 
 
    His last comment was said with a huge smile on his face, similar to the one on Josh’s face who was by his side still grinning like a fool. Realizing just how tight the two guys were I couldn’t get angry with them. 
 
    “No offense meant,” Josh finally chipped in. 
 
    “None taken.” 
 
    “Cool. Hey, Dave. Would it be okay if me and Freddy had a final, end of night dance with your sweet and beautiful wife?” Josh added now that he’d finally found his voice. 
 
    I couldn’t see Jill’s face – the screen full of two half-cut but happy black faces. “Well, that’s up to Jill,” was the only reply I could give. I didn’t see any harm but couldn’t see what she wanted. 
 
    “Thanks, man,” came their almost synchronized response. 
 
    The camera started juddering as someone turned it to point away from Josh and Freddy towards Jill. 
 
    Jill was blushing, not surprising as the guys had put her well and truly on the spot. The weight on her shoulders. 
 
    “Sorry, honey,” she sort of apologized to me. “I guess one more dance to get shot of them before we talk is a small price to pay.” 
 
    The words were barely out of her mouth and her eyes were still looking into mine when the camera juddered for a third time. This time walking across the room before being placed by someone in a fixed position which allowed me to see Freddy dragging Jill to her feet as his buddy managed to get our music system working in record time. 
 
    Despite the inebriation of whoever had placed the camera, it seemed to have been placed with some skill as I could see Jill and Freddy as they danced slowly, twirling on the spot in the type of dance that was most practical in the confines of our lounge. 
 
    There was nothing untoward as the young black teacher guided my wife, his hands in a respectable position on her hips as her pale arms encircled his dark neck. They just continued like this in a slow and gentle rhythm until the song came to its natural end. 
 
    Freddy leaned in to give Jill the most platonic of kisses, and as the music for the next song started up he was gently nudged aside by his housemate Josh. It was as if I was watching a freeze-frame repeat, only this time Freddy’s long black dreadlocks had been replaced by Josh’s bald black head. His body slightly taller and wider, not that Jill hardly seemed to notice as she smiled her way through another slow dance just as she had done with Freddy. 
 
    When the music to that second song finished, I thought I might finally get the attention of my wife back. Might finally be able to tell her the story of my victorious evening. But events three thousand miles away in our family home between Jill and our neighbors seemed to be moving on from a solitary goodnight dance. 
 
    With the end of the second dance, it was Freddy’s turn to nudge Josh aside and re-take up his place as my wife’s dance partner. As they slowly turned on the spot, Jill made the effort to look over at the camera and shrugged her shoulders at me, sending a message, ‘sorry honey, but what can I do?’ She held my gaze through the lens until her rotated body position made it impossible, and I was treated again to the sight of my wife’s back, her arms around another man’s neck as she danced with a man other than her husband. 
 
    When she next was facing me she smiled, albeit a bit nervous, and things continued like this as Freddy and Josh must have each stolen four or fives dances with Jill. Things had settled into a pattern. My original worry that having only just rebuilt any semblance of a normal marriage, things were now spinning out of control was much reduced. It seemed to me just a bit of harmless fun and I’d actually started to get a bit bored. Impatient for the guys to go home so that I could share my news with Jill. 
 
    But just as I was seeing this all as harmless fun and was starting to relax, Freddy did what he’d probably been itching to do for most of the evening. A few seconds after he’d replaced Josh as Jill’s partner, instead of dancing face-to-face he turned her around so that Jill was facing away from him. Her back rubbing against his chest as his black hands encircled her waist and lay flat on her tummy. 
 
    Just a small change, but this new position looked altogether more sexual than the way he’d been dancing with Jill before. I felt my pulse pick-up as a not so subtle sixth sense kicked in, warning me what had been seemingly platonic was soon about to change. They danced like this for quite some moments, still turning slowly on the spot and enjoying the accompanying music. And then Freddy looked into the camera again. 
 
    “Hey, Dave, if you see anything you don’t like, just let us know, okay? But a little bird tells me you quite like watching your pretty wife having a good time. Even if that sometimes involves more than one guy… just like here and now, with me and Josh-boy with your sweet wife.” 
 
    Even before he’d finished speaking, both of Freddy’s large black hands had disappeared under the loose-fitting top Jill had chosen to wear, causing an instant change in Jill’s expression. A look of quiet and almost sleepy contentment immediately perking up into a smile of pleasure and excited anticipation. Eyes previously shut like a purring cat suddenly wide open, pupils dilated in surprise at the feel of flesh on flesh. The feel of Freddy’s large hands on the sensitive skin of her stomach. 
 
    His hands claiming new territory, as they danced Freddy looked at my face shown on the little five-inch screen, trying to decipher my reaction and listen for any protest. Not an easy task given the distance and the small screen, but maybe he wasn’t looking too hard. Even if my face had been cinema-large I’m not sure what emotions he’d have seen, because truly I was feeling a terrible mix of shock and confusion. 
 
    Just a few minutes ago, I’d been ready to crow like a proud cockerel to my beloved about my conversation with Chris. How he’d acknowledged my victory and was jealous of me. Ready to celebrate another big step back towards a strong and conventional marriage. 
 
    And here I was just minutes later, like a junkie being shown a high-filled syringe, not looking away or throwing it to the ground, but rather contemplating nostalgic memories of past highs, stupid enough to forget the price I’d nearly paid. 
 
    I felt my throat tense and contract, almost like an allergic reaction as Freddy looked at the camera and his hands started from the bottom and slowly and teasingly began unbuttoning the buttons up the front of Jill’s blouse. I realized things were now developing at a rapid rate of knots and that if I wanted to stop them I’d have to do something soon. 
 
    I was like the proverbial rabbit caught in the headlights. My pulse racing with nausea and fear I was feeling, reminding me like an echoed aftershock of that terrible night back in early May. That familiar and deceitful little voice telling me, ‘no, it’ll be fine, totally different than the situation with Chris. Not love, just sex, just like you and Jill always planned.’ Deep down I knew the voice was lying, but nonetheless the hungry part of me listened because I wanted to listen. 
 
    My brain was focused on trying to work out what the hell I was feeling and what I wanted to happen, just as my eyes were concentrating on watching each individual button pop out of its cloth eye, each pop allowing a little more of Jill’s flesh to be seen. Until finally Freddy undid the last button, pulled the two sides of the top wide apart and revealed Jill’s beautiful breasts encased in a lacy bra that was both feminine and sexy. 
 
    While her dance partner had been slowly undoing her blouse, Jill had just stared straight ahead, excitement and shock etched on her face. But now something changed and she looked at my five-inch face on the phone screen. 
 
    “Honey, are you okay with this? We never talked about this, so I need to know if you’re okay with this, or if you need me to get Freddy to stop.” 
 
    My throat tightened yet again, and even if I’d have known what to say, I’m not sure I’d have been able to squeeze any sound out through my strangulated larynx. I tried, forcing some weird breathy sound out, but it wasn’t even comprehensible to me, let alone to Jill. And I guess my face wasn’t much help – a mask of shock that could be interpreted in many different ways. 
 
    “Dave, honey, say something,” Jill implored me, Freddy’s hands now at the final border as they worked on the clasp at the back of my wife’s bra, her blouse now lying discarded on the floor. 
 
    But however much I tried, my voice just wouldn’t work. Paralyzed in a way I’d never experienced before, despite everything we’d been through these last few months. And so with chest gulping down huge spasms of air, I sat unable to speak and watched as Jill’s bra was removed and the blackness of Freddy’s hands went to work on my wife’s ripe and full breasts. First cupping them, feeling their weight and fullness. Then moving to savor and excite her nipples, rolling and squeezing them and winning moans and sighs of approval from the woman he was pleasuring. 
 
    Jill was still looking away from Freddy, her naked back now pressed firmly back against his broad but still clothed chest. Her eyes clothed as she rubbed herself against him, enjoying his experienced touch on her breasts, panting and moaning to encourage and signal him on. And it was Jill who took the initiative, turning around to face Freddy so she could kiss him properly. Her arms no longer passively at her side, now locked possessively around Freddy’s neck, trapping his dreadlocks under her pale skin. 
 
    Their mouths were locked together in a lovers’ duel, tongues fighting and sparring for dominance, each pushing the other on higher and higher in excitement. Jill’s hands running through the hair on Freddy’s scalp, playing with his long dreadlocks, a new experience for my wife. 
 
    Seeing the rings on her fingers glinting at me as she caressed and toyed with his long dreads, I felt a feeling of self-pity. Was this what my marriage had become and would forever remain. After less than a month of respite, back on the rollercoaster, heaven, and hell alternating as I watched Jill with yet another man. Was this what Jill and I were now destined for? 
 
    Having tasted the poisoned apple, destined for a non-stop conveyor of watching Jill with different men. One week Daryl. Then double or quits, Rocco and Chris. Now, after experimenting with Jill’s romantic attachment to Chris, back to watching Jill pulling the two-guy-trick. But hey, this time black not white, just for a bit of variety of fun. 
 
    Even as I silently said these words to myself, I felt myself shiver from the shoulders down with a perfectly balanced mix of fear, dread, and excitement laced with anticipation. 
 
    As the soon to be lovers kissed with a frightening hunger and intensity, I sensed that Jill had given me my last chance to influence or stop things. Just as I’d seen her all those times before, she’d gone past the point of no return. She was now lost within the new world that she and our dread-locked neighbor were creating. Unaware and uncaring about the man watching on the phone, with eyes and a mind only for the man who was now kissing her and playing with her body. 
 
    I felt sorry for myself as I realized this hard truth, but I didn’t have it in my heart to blame Jill for it. It was just nature. Self-evident, evolutionary truths, a woman focused on the man who was about to bed her and possibly seed her offspring. And as Chis had pointed out, I experienced a strange bittersweet and addictive pleasure whenever I saw Jill in this situation, with another guy. Even if less than a month ago playing the very same game had nearly caused the end of my marriage and made me feel positively suicidal. 
 
    But this was different, wasn’t it? At least that’s what the sly and sadistic little voice in my head told me. And with this little voice whispering in my ear, I watched the final parts of Freddy’s seduction of my wife. As his hands went under her skirt and cupped and held her shapely ass. This pleasure complete, now working her skirt down, pulling her panties with them. 
 
    From the way she eagerly stepped out of these discarded garments pooled around her feet, Jill was showing no signs of hesitation or doubt, and I wondered how much of her month-long abstinence had built-up an unstoppable hunger and desire. Jill now naked, they carried on kissing for a few moments as Freddy’s hands explored her tits, ass, and groin. I’d seen Jill with other guys many times now, but seeing the contrast in their skin tone adding an indescribable something to the mix of excitement and fear I was feeling. 
 
    Breaking their kiss and then looking deep into my wife’s eyes, Freddy picked Jill up in his arms before a moment later placing her gently lengthways on the nearest sofa, stopping for one gentle little kiss before pulling clear from Jill’s arms to quickly strip. 
 
    As his shirt, pants, and boxers disappeared in quick order, I found myself feeling that familiar pang of envy and jealousy. Nearly twenty years younger than me and with the benefits of a job in sport, every part of his African-American body put mine to shame. I might have a salary several times bigger than his, but this young black guy beat me hands down in the stakes to win approving looks from the female of the species. 
 
    The mixed look of admiration, lust, and anticipation on my wife’s face proved this – the look of a female looking on at a male well-equipped to breed and protect her. His arms were toned and muscular, his chest well-defined and broad, and his legs showed the benefits of many hours in the gym and signified a lover wasn’t going to tire anytime soon as he made love to his new partner. 
 
    And of course, the crowning glory was where my jealous eye-line first went - his throbbing and very erect cock. Standing proud and nearly upright, shiny and black and both thicker and longer than my own slightly under-sized offering. He wasn’t quite as big as Daryl or Chris, but in truth, he looked to me to be only marginally smaller than the other men Jill had been with before. And after a month without Chris’s large appendage and with only my humble offering for company, I was pretty sure Jill was hardly likely to complain. Happy and contented to again be filled by a male member larger than the one she was married to. 
 
    Jill’s eyes never left Freddy’s muscular and shiny black body as he stripped off, the lustful and obsessed way she drank in his maleness, causing a lump in my throat and sweat to form on my brow. Until a few hours ago, Freddy had been nothing in our lives. But now as I looked on helplessly as Jill lusted after this new man, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was the next rabbit hole our marriage was about to disappear into. If this young dreadlocked teacher was going to be the next person to try and tear Jill away from me. 
 
    As Freddy leaned over her and then positioned himself between her legs, Jill just smiled and stared at her new man. Lost in the little two-person world they’d created, oblivious to me and the world outside. No longer a mother, wife or loyal employee. Just a woman totally focused on her most basic physical needs and biological mission. 
 
    Their lips touched and reunited them again. This time, less hungry and urgent, more gentle and teasing. As they kissed, Freddy lowered his hips and positioned the fat head of his cock at the entrance to Jill’s body. I held my breath as I realized this evening was about to enter territory I’d never expected. How my little victory with Chris wasn’t the main event – the main event was that after a month of peace and quiet my wife was about to take a new lover. 
 
    Somehow similar to what we’d done before. But in many ways totally different, as we’d not planned and agreed this together. I’d in no way been the keen and energetic enabler that I’d been first with Daryl and then with Chris. This was different – this was all down to Jill, the new Jill, and I’d had no say and she’d only sought the most fleeting and smallest of consents from me. 
 
    As he grasped himself in his hand and rubbed his plumb-like glans up and down Jill’s love lips, I was struck by two strange thoughts. How pink the head of his circumcised cock looked, in stark contrast to the dark brown of the shaft of his cock and the rest of his body. And more deeply I found myself looking at the shape of Jill’s love lips. Realizing how they looked different to how they’d looked just a few months ago. How her many sessions of love-making each with Chris and his big cock had changed her previously snug and closed pussy into a permanently open ‘O’ shape. 
 
    Her vulva no longer shy and hidden behind the protection of her vaginal lips. Now open and available, no longer hidden but instead framed by the irregular and crooked lines of her pussy lips. Strangely reminding me of the look often seen in porn-stars after years in the job. The tight little pussies they’d started out with, resized and changed by the demands of the directors and their well-endowed male costars. 
 
    My faraway thoughts were broken by the long, happy moan I heard from the phone as Jill took the first few inches of his big black cock. My imagination was on steroids as I listened and watched. Every new moan I heard from Jill, every little sight I saw telling me a thousand different things in my fevered imagination. Telling me I’d been a fool to ever imagine we could be done with this new part of our lives. 
 
    Telling me I’d been a fool for thinking Jill, however much she loved me, could ever be contented with just me now that we’d opened Pandora’s box. Telling me I was watching the process of Jill opening her heart and her life to a new man, and that in truth neither she nor I had any idea where this ride was headed. 
 
    We might have spent the last month re-connecting as a couple. Celebrating the new phase our life was to enter as John and Becky added to our family. Cuddling together as we applied sticking plaster to our cracked marriage. But despite our best efforts and despite the absence of Chris, this new life appeared to be a black hole with an unstoppable power to suck us back in. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
     Monday 28th May 2018 
 
    Freddy’s black ass slipped lower and lower as he drove inch after inch of his fat cock further into Jill’s willing body. Each extra inch winning new and satisfied moans and whimpers of pleasure from my wife, as once again she enjoyed the feeling of being filled by a male much thicker and longer than her own husband. 
 
    Her arms were wrapped around Freddy’s thick and muscular black neck. Her pale skin forming a white band around his blackness, their lips locked together like a couple who’d known and loved each other for years. Their mouths each hungrily fighting for position and dominance, no subtlety or gentleness anywhere in sight. 
 
    As I looked on, more than anything in the world I wanted Jill to turn even for just a moment and acknowledge my presence. To look toward the camera as she remembered and thought of me. But she was too far down this new rabbit hole for this. Too far gone in her new and exciting world of pleasure that her new lover had transported her to. 
 
    This lack of connection both soured and excited me. That familiar high and low of the game we’d learned to play together this last half-year. Only this part was one I played only by myself. The bittersweet pain of exclusion and isolation as Jill frolicked and enjoyed her chosen male partner, the together part only happening later when she finally remembered me and came home. If she came home. 
 
    The fact that Jill gave no physical sign that she was thinking of anyone but the man between her legs caused extra cramps and pain in my gut. Just as inexplicably, it also caused my adrenaline glands to tingle as they kicked out an extra dose of the excitement high into my bloodstream. I wasn’t sure I’d ever really understand why I got off on this strange game – but after these last few months I no longer bothered denying to myself the power of both sides of the coin. Both the exhilarating excitement and the inevitable price to be paid; that toxic cocktail of doubt, pain, and fear. 
 
    As Freddy’s muscular black ass and hips settled into a steady and powerful rhythm I gave up hope that Jill would remember me anytime soon. Looking at her pleasure-infused face and listening to the soundtrack of moans and groans she was making, I knew she was only thinking of one man and that it was likely to stay that way for some time. She’d one-hundred-percent given herself over to the man who was sliding his long thick cock in and out of her womanly channel. Stimulating the walls of her pussy, rich with thousands of nerve endings, as he stretched her wide and touched the deep parts of her vagina I was unable to reach. 
 
    Even on that tiny phone screen, the look on her face and the sound of her cries and ragged breathing left an indelible mark on my memory. So different from when we’d made love these last few weeks, a woman responding to the most primal of urges. Giving herself over to the pleasure of being well fucked by a big cock. Well fucked by a young black man who she only knew in passing at the start of the evening. 
 
    Looking at the look on my wife’s face and the sounds she was making I felt a deep realization that the last few weeks had just been a temporary aberration. That neither she nor I were able to resist the excitement of the new life we’d discovered these last months. Jill had only made the most cursory of attempts to seek my blessing before allowing herself to be seduced by our young black neighbor. 
 
    A guy twenty years younger than me who only lived a matter of yards away from us. A horny and unattached young guy who would be readily available to Jill whenever I was away on business. Or even just working late in the office. A young guy who’d most likely have to fight off the competition from his two housemates when they realized what he was getting and what they’d inevitably want a piece of. 
 
    These deep and confusing thoughts about the future were pushed to the back of my mind as Freddy started to work up a real head of steam. His slow, deep strokes starting to get faster and faster as each time I heard the slap of his groin hitting Jill’s hips, a sharp intake of breath and a squeal of delight greeting each time Freddy’s big cock reached the extremities of my wife’s pussy. His black hands firmly holding her hips and holding her in place, in case she tried to escape from the pounding he was starting to give her. 
 
    But there was not the slightest sign that Jill wanted to escape from the vigorous and pleasurable seeing to that Freddy was giving her. Instead, she spread her legs as wide as she could, offering herself to him as if the last four weeks had magnified her hunger for another man a thousand times over. Her eyes were closed and her lips were slightly parted to better try and control her breathing, seemingly concentrating and trying to savor every feeling and emotion she was feeling. 
 
    Her breasts were jumping and bumping with every deep and sudden thrust she received from that big black cock, except for the times they were held and milked by Freddy’s big hands, as if he were actually trying to draw milk from the breasts that had nursed our children decades ago. 
 
    Freddy contented himself with the purely physical enjoyment and exploration of Jill for several long minutes. Satisfied with nothing more than the sight of my wife beneath him, the feel of her pussy wrapped tight around his cock and the soft ripeness of her full breasts in his squeezing hands. 
 
    But then I saw something change in him as he leaned in and kissed Jill, stroking her face and whispering something to her I couldn’t hear. Jill’s eyes opening in response, showing a look of confusion and submissiveness. 
 
    Before my confusion developed any further, I saw Freddy pull back and away and the forgotten and neglected figure of Josh take his place between Jill’s still spread and welcoming thighs. Jill didn’t make the slightest effort to close her legs or deny Freddy’s housemate access to the most intimate part of her body. Before I had a chance to think any more, I was taking in the fact that if anything Josh’s cock was a little larger than Freddy’s. 
 
    Before I lost the chance to estimate its size as it was sunk inch after black inch into Jill’s body. My wife’s only reaction being to pull Josh’s head down so they could share a passionate kiss, while her legs responded by wrapping themselves tightly around the back of her new man. 
 
    It was as if there was a seamless change. One minute Freddy’s big cock plumbing the depths of Jill’s body. Barely ten seconds later, Josh’s cock inserted deep and providing the same service to my moaning and happy wife. Two different cocks, same action, same result, same pleasure. Jill seemed oblivious to whose cock it was, as long as she had one or other black cock stretching her and bumping against the entrance to her womb she was a satisfied woman. Her earlier holiday blues seemingly long forgotten. What do they say? Happy wife, happy life. At least a happy life for that wife. 
 
    Watching Jill and Josh kissing and making love, part of my mind went back to that night back in November when Jill had eagerly allowed Rocco and Chris to share her body for most of the evening. The parallels and similarities were obvious and I couldn’t help but wonder if this was what Jill now needed to keep her satisfied. That one man alone, whether me or even Chris, was no longer enough to satisfy her. That what had started as a one-off with Rocco and Chris was to become the new normal within our marriage. 
 
    The other part of my mind concentrated on the here and now. Taking an almost clinical interest in the differences and similarities between Freddy and Josh, and the reaction he was causing in my wife. About the same age and both spending most of the day active in the gym as sports coaches, they both had well-developed muscular bodies. But the bald Josh was a slight shade lighter and just a little taller and wider than Freddy. 
 
    Jill didn’t seem to care about the differences. She was happy just to kiss the new man who’d taken possession of her body, moaning and sighing with similar pleasure. Not surprising as Josh’s muscular ass was weaving a similar magic as Freddy’s had, spearing his thick manhood into the parts of Jill’s pussy that gave her maximum pleasure. And like women since the dawn of time, Jill was letting her mate know just how good he felt, encouraging him so she’d receive her dual rewards of more pleasure and his virile DNA shot deep into her womb. 
 
    Just for a moment, I pulled back, turning away from the phone screen and looking at the mirror on the wall in my hotel room. Contemplating my own face, trying to decipher the expression that stared back at me. A face that was a contorted mix of lust, worry, and fear of the unknown. A face that I knew would soon turn back to the narcotic that was occupying that little five-inch screen. The narcotic that had turned me and Jill back into pleasure-seeking junkies barely four weeks after we’d convinced ourselves that we were happily reformed addicts. 
 
    I took a few seconds longer to look into my own face, wondering who and what the man looking at me truly was. Finally, I gave up and gave in to the need to turn my eyes back to the scene playing out on that tiny screen. My ears tuning in once again to Jill’s moans of pleasure and encouragement. Her response to the virile man between her thighs, driving his manhood in and out of her with confident and practiced ease. 
 
    Even as I watched his shiny cock pistoning in and out, a new thought entered my mind. About how different this was to what I’d seen all those times before. There was no feeling or emotion here. This was raw and physical. Almost animalistic. Two young black athletes sharing a beautiful older white woman as they might share a takeaway or a six-pack of beer. Cocky and confident in their ability to please her, taking turns as they played a game and satisfied their own lusts in a way they knew was guaranteed to make their new friend eager for a repeat performance. 
 
    As if by some magical telepathic thread, the mood and behavior of Jill’s new partner started changing. His hips and ass still working their magic, he gave Jill one last deep and soulful kiss before pulling back, causing Jill’s eyes to open wide in confused surprise. Even through the small screen, I was able to see a mischievous and wicked grin appear on his face. 
 
    “You lovin’ this, Jill? Your first taste of black meat?” He asked of my naked and well-fucked wife. 
 
    “Mmmm,” came Jill’s simple but clear response, her hand going behind Josh’s neck to try and pull him back into their kiss. 
 
    “Better than all those little white cocks?” he grinned, his ass now slowed to tease Jill and encourage the answer he wanted. 
 
    No answer from Jill – silence showing her loyalty to me, or more likely her memories of Chris and Daryl. 
 
    A single soft kiss on her lips, his hips still at the top of his stroke, fully out and denying Jill what she wanted. “Come on, girl. Give it up. Tell me and Freddy the truth, or we might just go home and take our big black cocks with us. Leaving you cold, frustrated and lonely. Tell us what you prefer – a little white cock or our big black cocks?” 
 
    There was a strange moment where silence descended on the room and Jill and Josh’s eyes were just locked together, in some type of battle of wills. Josh determined to make Jill submit and Jill trying her best not to give in. This wasn’t about the words being said and heard, it was a more basic battle with Josh wanting Jill to give in and give an outward submission to her new lovers. A submission that I’d hear and that the three of them would also know and remember. 
 
    Jill and Josh just looked at each other, his cock still only an inch or so in her pussy, his hips wiggling to entice her, his smile teasing her with the game he was playing. Jill was still silent and Josh just grinned, gently kissing her nose and lifting his hips a tiny bit backward so Jill was now empty. 
 
    Jill’s expression changed, the look of proud resistance weakening as still looking at Josh she slightly lowered her gaze. “Okay, yes, I agree. I love your big black cocks.” 
 
    The first crack was there. Josh smiled and pressed in for the kill, not satisfied with Jill’s half-answer. 
 
    “Good girl. And you love them more than all those little white cocks?” 
 
    Guilty at what she was about to say Jill lowered her voice. “Yes, more than little white cocks.” 
 
    Josh was on a roll, determined to leave no shred of self-respect or hiding place for Jill. “And did Chris have a little white cock?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What about Daryl?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What about your old boyfriend, Callan?” 
 
    A short delay before she again answered in the negative. 
 
    Josh’s grin got wider. “Well, that only leaves the man you love then, your loving husband Dave. Does he have a small white cock?” 
 
    The look of resistance reappeared on Jill’s face. Josh’s response to give her the fix she needed, driving his big black cock back all the way into her body, kissing her and squeezing a tit for good measure. They shared several delicate butterfly kisses as he gave her two or three slow and languid lengths of his thick cock. All together causing Jill’s look of resistance to soften as she gave herself to him all over again. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jill. It’s okay to say it. We know Dave likes it when you’re a bit naughty… when you tell him he’s not got what it takes… that other guys do, and that they can do you better…” 
 
    Josh leaned down and kissed Jill’s nose again, whispering something in her ear before turning and looking directly at the camera. 
 
    “Hey, Dave. You didn’t think we’d forgotten you, did you? People love to talk, and don’t feel embarrassed, we know what rocks your boat. Like thousands of other white husbands all over the country, you love to know your sweet little wifey is getting something she can’t get at home. Something bigger and better. And you like it even more when she teases you and tells you all about it. And well, if that bigger and better toy is something bigger, and better and blacker, well that’s even better. Right?” 
 
    He turned back to Jill and leaned close to her once again, kissing her lips this time before again whispering in her ear. 
 
    I’d thought that Jill was about to speak. To give it up as Josh had requested and tell her what she preferred more. But instead, I saw Josh lift his weight from between her legs and help her to her feet. 
 
    As she started walking gingerly towards the camera, I could see she was wobbly on her feet from the hard fucking first Freddy and then Josh had given her. Her skin was flushed red in several places and she had a look on her face that mixed contentment and embarrassment. 
 
    As she walked towards me her full and shapely breasts swung in time with her stride, her long brown hair framing her beautiful face and reminding me of what a lucky man I was to be married to someone like Jill. 
 
    Josh and Freddy joined her, one either side of her as she stood just a few feet from the camera. 
 
    Jill looked straight at the camera, a strange and conflicted look on her face as she reached out to wrap her fingers around the two very swollen and very large penises which flanked her on either side. 
 
    I don’t know what Josh had whispered into her ear, but there was a strange calmness and authority in her voice as she stared at me with a serious look on her face. 
 
    “Dave, honey. This is your call. Josh, Freddy and me all know what you and I have been through the last few weeks and months. They’re good guys and yes, they want more than anything else right now to fuck me from here to kingdom come. But they’re not going to do anything, we’re not going to do anything unless we have your approval, Dave, honey.” 
 
    Jill’s serious look cracked slightly as a smile of anticipation and desire appeared, her hands struggling to encircle the girth of the two cocks she was holding, but nonetheless taking care to stroke them to keep them fully hard. 
 
    “What do you think, honey? Do you want to watch while these two young hunks fuck me all night? Do you want to watch while they stretch me out and take me hard and deep with those big black cocks of theirs? Would it excite you to hear me call out their names and tell them how good they are? How I love their big black cocks? Better than little white cocks?” 
 
    I knew what was coming next. After months of this game, Jill and I both knew what was coming next. We both wanted to hear it and not hear it – knowing that Jill’s next words and my response to it would seal the route for the rest of the night and possibly for the next few weeks and months. 
 
    The look of lust had been joined by a teasing, semi-taunting on the normally beautiful features of my wife. Her hands still stroking the two black stallions so they were ready for when I gave my answer. “What do you think, Dave, honey? Do you want to see me take two black guys much bigger than you? Younger and fitter. To feel them stretch me and reach places you can’t?” 
 
    Jill had said her piece. Her expression told me she was done. That she’d say nothing else until she heard something from me. Her only action the continued stroking of the two male members that she planned to spend the night with. If her absent and loving confirmed what we both knew in our hearts, and gave her permission to continue the game that was transforming our lives. 
 
    Through the marvels of technology and the twelve-megapixel camera in Jill’s phone both of us were able to see each other’s faces with pin-sharp resolution. Jill seeing the glassy-eyed look in my face and my Adam’s apple bobbing up and down as I swallowed, moistened my mouth and tried to get my mouth to make sound. 
 
    I was trying to speak before I even knew what I was going to say. Happy for the moment to just make a barely comprehensible barking noise, progress from earlier when my throat had been totally useless. 
 
    “Jill,” I managed to bark out, just about understandable despite the trouble I was having. “Jill, honey, I’m as confused as hell. Just like you are, I guess. I feel on cloud nine, watching you. But I’m afraid. Afraid after what happened with Chris.” 
 
    I paused and Jill and I shared a moment. Our eyes locked together, two souls locked together considering and trying to decide on life-changing events. 
 
    “Honey, I trust you. And I can see how much you want this. Last time, despite everything, you came back to me. And last time you made me a promise. Make me the same promise and I’ll let you do whatever you want with Josh and Freddy. Give me the promise I need and you can fuck their big black cocks every minute of every day until I come home.” 
 
    Jill’s look melted my heart. It was a look of pure honesty and pure love. Two souls understanding each other perfectly. Jill recognizing both my fear and my trust in her. Trusting that if she made me a promise, she’d keep it, just as she’d done before. However close to the edge and close to disaster we’d skirted. Before she remembered us and came home. 
 
    “Of course, baby. You know it’s only you I love like that. Of course, I’ll always come home. I promise you that whatever happens I’ll never leave you.” 
 
    No more words were needed. The deal was sealed. I had Jill’s promise, and she had my permission to do what we wanted with these two black hunks. 
 
    Seeing her standing there, full breasts softly rising and falling with her breathing as she stroked the two throbbing male members on either side of her, I couldn’t help but think how far our lives had changed since that barbeque last summer when I’d watched Callan, Craig and Byron behaving like three rutting stags as they vied for her attention. Since we’d spoken to our swinger friends Liam and Jess and slowly tried a toe in a lifestyle which had then spun out of control. Here we were, a mature married couple with three grown kids and a grandchild on the way, and behind closed doors, we were living a debauched lifestyle that would have shocked many of our family and friends. 
 
    What do they say, 'never judge a book by its cover?' No-one looking at Jill dressed in her work suit or shopping at the mall would guess that she was the kind of woman who allowed herself to be bedded, fucked and ravished by two black guys more than a decade younger than her. Happily giving herself over to be pleasured by their big cocks, screaming out her pleasure and telling her voyeur husband how much better they were than him. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The deal sealed, Jill gave herself over totally to the new experience she was about to have with Josh and Freddy. Turning first to Josh to kiss him, then to Freddy as a sign that now she had my permission they were the center of her world and would remain so except for the odd occasion when she’d remember me and look towards the camera and tell me how wonderful her two new lovers were. How much bigger and better they were. How virile, how amazing they felt inside her. How the color of their skin and the size of their muscles excited her. 
 
    But these were just small parts of the evening. For the most part, Jill was totally focused on our two black neighbors as they led her upstairs to our bedroom and had their way with her. 
 
    The battery of Jill’s iPhone lasted better than I expected and so for the next three hours I was treated to the spectacle of Jill’s sexual experiences entering a new plane. She’d been with two men twice before, but this seemed different. The color thing was part of it. There was an undeniable extra frisson of excitement and eroticism watching my beautiful white wife with two black men. Interracial sex is a taboo that runs deep in most societies and in the subconscious, and the mixed-race thing just added further fuel to the burning inferno of Jill being with others, and others in the plural. 
 
    And Josh and Freddy weren’t slow to play the race card. There was plenty of ‘trash talking’. Telling Jill what a little white slut she was. How their big black cocks would stretch her out. How she’d never want any little white cocks again, that she’d be hooked on black after they’d finished with her. 
 
    And Jill played her part fully, responding to their wordplay. Telling them and me how much better they were. How much bigger and how they could have her anytime they wanted. 
 
    Josh and Freddy might have been semi-drunk at the start of the evening, but the pleasures offered by Jill’s lovely body soon sobered them up and over the next few hours they managed to fuck Jill multiple times. And compared to Jill’s only experience like this before, I got the sense that Josh and Freddy had worked this double-act on many a girl before. 
 
    Some of the time, one of them was content to just watch or recover, but for much of the time, they worked as a two-person to ring orgasm after orgasm from my besotted wife. Whatever position they’d placed Jill in, one of them would fuck Jill while the other would take up position by her head and fuck her face in time with the fucking their friend was giving her pussy. 
 
    More than once as I watched them work her in this way, I wondered if they’d push things and try and take her ass and pussy at the same time. But they never pushed things that far, happy just to alternate between her mouth and pussy during the times they chose to share her. 
 
    If this makes it sound like Jill was a passive party to this, just letting them use her body and do as they wished with her, then I’m giving the wrong impression. Jill was a very willing and a very happy and active participant in the sex marathon that took place that night in our bedroom. 
 
    Having asked and received my approval, it was like some kind of mental handbrake had been released and she was now able to more freely enjoy the attentions of her two black lovers and all the things they wanted to do to her body. I lost track of how many times she came as they fucked her in virtually every position the human mind can dream up, and a few which I’d never seen and which seemed to defy physics. 
 
    Whichever position they placed her in, Jill was keen and eager. She enjoyed them all, seemingly with no favorites. For my part, two particular scenes made a particular impression and stayed with me for many days afterward. The first time when Freddy placed Jill side-on to the camera, kneeling on the bed facing away from the headboard. He placed her so her head was just at the end of the bed, in the perfect position for his buddy Josh to slip his big cock into Jill’s warm and welcoming mouth. As Josh gently but firmly placed his hands on either side of Jill’s head and filled her mouth with his cock, Freddy inserted himself deep in my wife and soon fucked her from behind as if there was no tomorrow. 
 
    The scene was hugely erotic for me. A unique mix of different elements. The savage and machine-like thrusting of Freddy’s long thick cock and how I saw and heard my wife’s excited response to each and every thrust. Sometimes her response limited to a moan or a sigh or a facial expression telling me how great it felt. But at least twice her reaction was out of control as her tits looked extra sexy as they swung to and fro through the intensity of her orgasm. All the time Josh still firmly holding her face and using her mouth like a second pussy. 
 
    For me, the only other scene that approached this in terms of eroticism was when Freddy decided to show Jill just how strong he was. That despite being a little smaller than Josh, he had the muscle and stamina to pick Jill’s five-foot-six frame up in the air, position her just a little above his throbbing cock and then let her slide down until she was fully impaled on his big cock. 
 
    With this being only the start of the experience for both Jill and me, as for the best part of ten minutes, he bounced my beautiful wife up and down his meat. Letting gravity do the job better than before, lifting her up before letting gravity force his cock fast and deep as far into her body as she was able to accommodate him. Repeating this time after time, both him and me loving the ecstatic reaction he was getting from Jill. 
 
    Her big breasts were bouncing up and down with a beauty and eroticism I found bewitching. Barely able to take my eyes off her and her heaving bosoms as she enjoyed two more climaxes before Freddy finally tired, placing Jill gently on the bed so that his friend could take over. 
 
    Josh and Freddy were both very well-endowed, fit and strong lovers. But even they had semi-human weakness and the three of them had to take a couple of breathers. And each time they rested up either Jill or one of the guys would take the lead in talking to me through our continuing FaceTime call. 
 
    The first time they stopped, it was Jill who smiled. “Dave, honey. Are you having a good time? Maybe not as good a time as me,” she teased. “But I hope you’re enjoying watching.” 
 
    I’m pretty sure the distance from Jill to the screen was too far for her to see the expression on my face, but I just about managed to splutter in the affirmative. Jill just grinned and blew me a kiss. 
 
    During their next breather, it was Josh who did the honors. “Hey, Dave, man. I have to say your wife’s got a sweet pussy. Me and Freddy are real glad that dope Chris checked out so we could get a taste of Jill’s sweet little body. She’s a real princess and we’ll be happy to keep her supplied with big black cock as long as she needs feeding. And man, don’t take this the wrong way, but from what I can see she’s got quite the taste for it. I’m betting she’ll be open for business anytime me and Freddy are feeling a bit horny. You know what they say, once you go black.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I nearly lost track of how many times Josh and Freddy each fucked Jill and how often they came in her and how often she climaxed with them. Pacing themselves with their occasional rest periods, in the end, it wasn’t their cocks that failed, it was the battery in Jill’s iPhone. Because about three hours after their love marathon started the picture died. 
 
    I had a pretty good idea of what had happened, and when I called Jill’s phone and got no answer at all, I knew exactly what had happened. I toyed with ringing our landline and asking them to plug in the power, but looking at the clock I saw it was already midnight for me, meaning it was three in the morning for Jill and the guys back in Miami. 
 
    I reckoned they’d surely not go on much longer and suddenly the thought of my tomorrow reared its ugly head. A day that would start at eight a.m. sharp with a meeting with a very angry client who was refusing to pay for a project and was threatening to take us to court and sue us for what they deemed inaccurate and sub-standard work. The events of the last few hours had allowed me to push these thoughts right out of my head, but knowing the meeting was now only eight hours away I couldn’t push the thoughts away any longer. 
 
    A big part of me desperately wanted to speak to Jill before I slept. But another equally strong part of me got a strange buzz out of leaving her alone with her two new lovers. Denying myself the comfort and reassurance of hearing her voice and hearing her tell me she loved me. I could have rung the landline to hear that voice, but in the end, I added the final layer to the night’s games by heading to bed without the safety blanket of a goodnight call with the woman I loved. 
 
    The woman who was at that moment in bed with our two well-endowed black neighbors, enjoying the heightened pleasure that they could give her over and above her fifty-one-year-old slightly shop-soiled husband. Does that make me sound overly sorry for myself? Maybe, maybe not. But I’ve always prided myself on a sense of realism and self-awareness. 
 
    I had the true comfort and reality of knowing how much Jill loved me. But I was also honest enough to realize that while I was away on the other side of the country, Josh and Freddy were showing my wife a far better time in bed than I could. And this was the thought that gave me that dizzying and frightening mix of fear and pleasure. 
 
    As I tossed and turned that night before finally falling asleep, a small part of my brain worried about the big client meeting tomorrow. But a bigger part of my brain was focused on the ups and downs I suspected this new part of Jill and my marriage would lead to. At least one good thing – what had seemed a huge problem with the client now occupied my brain much less. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
     Tuesday morning 29th May 2018 
 
    I’d headed to bed at around midnight, but it was fully two-thirty on the Tuesday morning before I finally managed to fall asleep. Thankfully, my client meeting was in their office right next door to the hotel, so I was able to get out of bed as late as six and still shower, breakfast and prepare for the meeting. 
 
    Of course, from when I awoke at six until I walked into the client meeting at eight, much of my mind was back in Florida, wondering what had happened after the FaceTime call died and what Jill was doing right now. 
 
    When I’d woken at six, I’d desperately wanted to call Jill, but given the three hour time difference, I knew she’d already be at work. Hardly able to talk openly in the way I wanted. And my eight, when my meeting started, was her eleven so I had no chance to talk to her during her lunch break. 
 
    The only good thing during that long and difficult Tuesday was that all the shit the client was hitting me with was the perfect distraction from thinking about what had happened back home. And what might very well happen again later that day when Jill got home from work. 
 
    My meeting with the client didn’t wrap up until six-thirty LA time because there was so much to discuss and so much humble pie to eat. And even when we left the client's office, I had to go to dinner with the three members of our local team who’d been with me all day. The three guys who’d screwed up and caused the problem that had now landed on my head. 
 
    So it was eight-thirty before I had a chance to be alone back in the hotel, able to call Jill. My only comfort and contact with Jill being the two text messages she’d sent me – one during her lunch break and one when she got home. Each message was similar – telling me thanks for last night, that she loved me more than ever and that she knew I was busy and that she’d wait for me to ring her when I was free. 
 
    Finally, alone, I realized it was now just before midnight back in Miami and hoped that Jill would still be awake when I rang her. After everything I’d seen the night before and the emotional highs and lows I’d experienced, I felt incredibly nervous as I lay on the hotel bed listening to the ring tone. 
 
    After getting on for a month of normality back in our marriage and relationship, I felt the adrenaline start to pump again as I waited for Jill to answer. Waited to hear her voice, experience that skip of the heart it always gave me, even as my brain listened for every nuance of meaning, a recent habit developed as our marriage had grown complicated these last few months. 
 
    Three, four, five times the phone rang. No answer. It was only finally on the sixth ring that Jill answered the call. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” trying to hide the nervousness in my voice. 
 
    On the other end, there was no matching greeting or reply from Jill. Instead, just a dark image from the FaceTime camera. As the camera position was tilted to a different angle, light appeared within the darkness and I heard the sound of laughter. Laughter from several voices as finally I made sense of the picture, the dark blue the sky and the pinpricks of light the lit bulbs around the pool. Not our pool, but the pool next door where our three teacher neighbors lived. 
 
    The camera stopped moving and I was treated to the image of a receding black backside, clad in trunks. Evidently, the cameraman was content that he’d found a good position to rest the phone and was now intent on rejoining the laughing voices by the pool. 
 
    Slowly, I was able to get my bearings and realize what was happening. The individual voices and the less than clear picture allowing me to piece the jigsaw together. Two higher-pitched laughs, Jill and Riley. Two and then three darker images with deeper laughs and voices, Byron and his two buddies. 
 
    As the laughter died down, it was Jill’s voice I heard first. “I could have sworn I heard a phone.” 
 
    “Nah, it must have been the TV. Dave’s still probably tied up trying to clear up that shitstorm those idiots in LA caused.” 
 
    “I guess so,” I heard Jill reply to Freddy’s explanation, his words suggesting that Jill had explained to the boys the reason for my absence in California. 
 
    “Never mind. Dave’s loss is our gain,” Freddy’s voice joked, all five voices laughing in response. 
 
    Her laughter finally stopped, Jill felt the need to rebalance. “You’re terrible, Freddy. You shouldn’t say things like that.” 
 
    “What do you mean,” his mock hurt voice replied. “He should be thanking us. With his poor, lonely wife all alone while he galivants around LA, that you have some salt-of-the-earth, nice guy teachers to take care of your needs.” Looking directly at Jill he finished off. “If you ask me, it’s a damn sight safer than letting her play with some corporate big-shot VP or teamster style Union head honcho.” 
 
    When the renewed laughter had finally died down, Jill repeated her earlier opinion. “You’re terrible, Freddy. You really are,” the lightness in her voice saying she didn’t mean this one jot. 
 
    “Yes, but I’m your terrible, Jill. Just like I was ‘your terrible’ last night, and I don’t seem to remember you objecting any last night. Nor this morning, for that matter.” 
 
    Another peel of laughter must have told Jill she wasn’t going to win this battle of wits, and instead, I made out the silhouetted shape as she threw her arms in the air, surrendering in the unequal verbal battle with Freddy. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As the conversation headed in a different direction, I took in the picture that the marvels of technology were showing me on that little phone screen. 
 
    Despite them no longer being an item, Riley and Byron were sitting next to each other on an outdoor sofa next to the pool, whereas Freddy and Josh were a few feet away, sitting either side of Jill. As my eyes adjusted to the darkness of the image, one of the first things I noticed was that Jill was wearing the tiny gold bikini, the one I’d encouraged her to wear when she’d gone to our neighbors’ BBQ just three days before. I couldn’t help but wonder whose choice it had been tonight, whether it was her choice or one of the guys had encouraged her to wear it. 
 
    I couldn’t pick up everything they were saying, but eventually, the conversation got around to relationships and I heard Jill ask Riley the leading question, “So, how are the things between you and Byron?” 
 
    By now the earlier small distance between Riley and Byron had disappeared and the two of them were snuggled up, for all the world looking like a loving couple rather than a pair of recently split exs. Riley turned to look up at her giant ex-boyfriend, “What do you say, big guy? Do you want to answer that, or shall I?” 
 
    “Ladies, first,” he grinned. “Besides, this way I get to hear what you really think before I offer my humble opinions.” 
 
    Riley pulled a face and gave him a playful dig in the ribs, before turning back to look at Jill. “It’s good, actually. It’s removed a lot of tension between us. Now we just get to be good friends, fuck when we want, and without all the complications that were causing us such problems.” 
 
    Riley paused for a moment before turning her head and craning her neck to look up at Byron, giving the clearest possible signal that it was his turn now. 
 
    Byron tried to keep a serious, straight face but after a few seconds gave up the unequal battle, breaking out into a broad grin. “Riley’s said it all. What’s not to like. Sure, at first I felt a bit let down and disappointed. But now I love it. We actually feel closer to each other. Less pressured about the weight of expectations. About where things might go. And it’s strange to say, but without all of that, all of that wondering where things are headed, we can be truer and more selfless friends to each other.” 
 
    Byron had spoken so much from the heart and so eloquently that I almost felt I was there with them, next to them on the pool decking, rather than on the other coast watching through my little phone screen. 
 
    “That’s quite profound,” Jill answered. What with the dark, only half adequate lighting and small screen, I couldn’t really see her expression, but her tone told me Byron’s voice had made quite an impression. 
 
    There was a thoughtful, pensive quality to her voice. “I wonder what might have happened if we’d been able to keep things like that. Great friends, and also fuck buddies.” 
 
    “You? Do you mean you and Dave, or you and Chris?” Byron asked. 
 
    “Me and Chris,” she answered, her voice trailing off as if she was thinking of places and times in the past, before she turned back to address Byron again. “But we never managed to keep things just like that. Things started off like that, but things got complicated real quick.” 
 
    The conversation had all of a sudden become serious and I held my breath as I waited to see where it would head. Part of me feeling excluded and betrayed that such a personal conversation might happen without me. Part of me enjoying that old friend, the voyeur’s thrill of listening and observing something I wasn’t meant to know. 
 
    I’d thought it might be Riley who picked up the baton, after all its normally women who seem more interested in these kinds of conversations. But she remained quiet and it was Byron who seemed more focused on Jill’s feelings and state of mind. 
 
    “If you don’t mind me asking, Jill, how are you and Dave? It must have been hard for you and him. And how are you? I know you and Chris became really close. You must really miss him?” 
 
    There was an awkward silence and I wondered if Byron had pushed too far. If he’d offended Jill by prying too far into painful and personal areas. But as I heard Jill clear her throat I sensed she’d not taken offense. 
 
    “No, it’s okay, Byron. I don’t mind you asking. After all, Dave and I have been pretty open about everything. It’s not like it’s a state secret,” the outline of a smile just about visible on the dark image on my small screen. “I’m actually glad you care enough to ask.” 
 
    “I won’t pretend that Dave and I have had some tough times these last few weeks. But we’ve done a lot of talking. A lot of crying. And a lot of thinking. And things are generally on the up, moving in the right direction. We’ll get through this. Our love for each other, and for our kids and family is strong enough to see us through.” 
 
    Again silence, I guess everyone wondering what to say next. Not wanting to say the wrong thing. To pry too much, or belittle or disagree with anything Jill has said. In the end, it wasn’t one of the guys, it was Riley who injected the typically masculine element of humor, breaking the tension with a bawdy and irreverent comment. 
 
    “Glad to hear it, honey. But what about the sex? A horny, hungry old size queen like you must be missing Chris’ delicious and chunky pork sword? After all, you’re not a grandma yet? You’ve got a few months left yet before you have to retire the bikini, swap it for a shawl and take up knitting booties for your grandchildren …” 
 
    From the silence that ensued, evidently, I wasn’t the only one holding my breath to see how Jill would react. I couldn’t see much of their faces, but I guessed the guys were as nervous as I was. 
 
    “Riley, what on earth are you saying?” Jill’s taut voice replied before she dropped the mask and revealed her true feelings. “Well, honey, if you’d have asked me a couple of days ago, you might have got a different answer. But after my loving husband was kind enough to unlock the shackles, let me back off the leash to enjoy Freddy and Josh’s loving attentions … let’s just say my little pussy is a lot happier than she was a few days ago …” 
 
    The tension duly relieved, the guys lost their shyness and jumped in after the braver Riley, competing to see who could be the crudest and most coarse. 
 
    “Well, I’m glad she enjoyed her first taste of black cock … but I do hope she knows how addictive a diet it can be … you need to tell your little pussy she might lose all appetite for little white mice … only hungry for catching and stuffing herself full with big black rats in the future … from what I’ve seen, you have to warn her that’s a very real possibility,” Freddy shot out, smiling like a grinning fool. 
 
    Before Jill or anyone else had a chance to add fuel to the fire, Josh added his thoughts. “But look on the bright side … she’ll be a very happy and full-bellied cat … with more cream than she knows what to do with … purring and meowing like never before … and who knows, before long she won’t be pining for her absent previous owner … she’ll just wake up dreaming and hungry for next big, fat, juicy black rat …” 
 
    I could see plenty of empty beer bottles, and from the way, Jill responded I guessed she wasn’t altogether sober. “Mmm … that sounds positively heavenly … plenty to keep an old maid happy into her dotage … keep her warm on those cold winter evenings … but tell me, would the pussy only be allowed to be petted by her black owners? Or would she still be allowed to curl herself around the legs of her white owner … to let him stroke her …” 
 
    True to form, it was Riley who had the last word. “Oh, Jill, honey. If my experience is anything to go by, your happy little pussy won’t want to be petted and stroked by her old white owner before too long … after all, as any self-respecting cat will tell you, why have tuna or sardines when you can have salmon or prawns?” 
 
    The ribald laughter echoed through the still night air, Riley happy with herself snuggled closer to her ex-boyfriend. The only one who’d not made fun of Jill’s newly discovered predilection for black cock. The only one who’d been mainly concerned with Jill’s feelings and well-being. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The conversation soon petered out. It was a Tuesday night, closing on one in the morning and all of them had to work the next day. I heard Freddy make some comment about needing to visit the toilet, and as he passed on the way into the house by a deft touch, before I realized what he was doing, he’d killed the call. 
 
    My hotel room suddenly had an overwhelming feeling of quiet. One minute part of a gang of six, laughing and joking. Transported back from a week I was dreading in LA to share time with my wife and her new friends. A moment later, staring at the antiseptic and cold walls of an anonymous hotel room, thousands of miles away from the woman I loved. Aching to feel her arms around me, to feel the warmth of her smile and the emotion of her touch and connection. 
 
    For some time, I just felt numbed into inactivity, not knowing what to do. Feeling empty and unsure of what to do. 
 
    I was just coming around when my phone lit-up. ‘Jill cell.’ My heart leaped and my shaking fingers answered. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” the love of my life smiled at me. No hint of hesitation or anything less than twenty-four carat love shining forth from every muscle and pore. Her face was close to the camera. Just what I needed. 
 
    “Hi, darling,” my tight and strangulated larynx managed to emit. “I missed you.” I wanted to tell her this, not caring if it made me seem maybe a little weak and needy. It was the truth. 
 
    My unilateral admission of love managed to make Jill look even more loving and angelic. “I miss you too, baby. I wish you were back with me now.” 
 
    “Me too, honey. Tomorrow, at least, I should know how long I’ve got to stay to clear up the mess. We’re working through the day and meeting with the client at the back end of the day. I should have a better idea of when I’ll be home then.” 
 
    “Well then, work hard, my beloved, so you’re back home warming my bed as soon as possible.” 
 
    Just what a distant and lonely husband needed to hear. “I’ll try my best, my love. What better incentive could I have?” 
 
    Just then something in the conversation or my mind made me remember that I’d not yet told Jill about my meeting with and victory over Chris. I’d been on the point of telling her yesterday night just when the doorbell rang and then Freddy and Josh took over and dominated the rest of Jill and my evening. 
 
    “Jill …” was all I could get out before realizing my wife and I were speaking at exactly the same moment. My ‘Jill’ passing her ‘Dave honey’ somewhere over Texas I think. 
 
    “After you, baby. What did you want to say?” I demurred. 
 
    “It’s a bit embarrassing really,” she said, her face backing up her statement. “But I promised I’d ask you.” Then the inevitable delay as Jill sought the right words and screwed up her courage, with the matching inevitable blender knives mixing all the adrenaline in my churning gut. 
 
    “I’ll understand if you say ‘no’, but they made me promise to ask you if it was okay.” 
 
    I already had a good idea of who ‘they’ were, but with the blender knives now doing their worst on full speed, I waited to hear the words I both dreaded and wanted to hear. 
 
    “They wanted to know … after last night … well, was it a one-off, or … you know, you’d be okay if it happened again?” 
 
    “Happens again? Like when?” my staccato brain spat out, not thinking, just reacting. 
 
    “I don’t know, love. We didn’t discuss that. Just ‘again’. Whenever.” 
 
    “Whenever,” I parroted back, both excited and frightened by what I was hearing. With where this conversation was headed. 
 
    Something changed in Jill’s face at that point. Before, as she’d initially asked, she’d looked nervous and frightened. Trying to sound neutral, neither keen nor negative. But although she tried to hide it, a spark of excitement and keenness appeared on her beautiful face. As she moved from nervous neutrality to gently advocating and encouraging. 
 
    “Honey, it’s your call. I’ll go along with whatever you want. But I just want you to know it’s only sex. Not like before, when things got out of hand.” 
 
    “Only sex?” Hell, I really was sounding like a parrot now. 
 
    “Yes, only sex,” Jill repeated, more than a hint of hurt in her voice, taking my words as doubt mixed with rebuke. 
 
    I took a deep breath and Jill and I just looked at each other through the medium of Apple’s finest. Our eyes locked together, each with our different thoughts. 
 
    Jill tried again. “Sorry if I caught you off-guard, honey. If I shocked you. It’s just, well, after last night, it’s kind of an obvious question.” 
 
    Our eyes locked back together in the silence I searched Jill’s face as I looked into my own soul and feelings, softening and feeling less angry as I realized what she was saying was true. After last night, it was an obvious question. An obvious question, just not one I’d necessarily wanted to face up to tonight. At one in the morning, after a shitty and long day at work, and with an equally shitty and long day ahead of me. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. You’re right, you did catch me off guard. Sorry if I snapped a little. I can see what you’re saying. The guys are wondering where things left them after last night.” I didn’t say it out loud, but I also knew it left Jill wondering where it left her after last night. 
 
    Another long silence as I looked deep into the eyes of my woman. Seeing nothing but love coming back. 
 
    “Honey, it’s totally your decision. I only want to go along with what you’re comfortable with. But I want you to know it wouldn’t be like before. Just sex. Like we originally planned it with Daryl. I think that’s why you were okay with last night.” 
 
    “And it would, you know, fill a hole,” were Jill’s final words of gentle advocacy, her serious face evidence she was totally unaware of her unintended double-entendre. The English major would need to be reminded of this failure at a later point. 
 
    More seconds of wordless eye contact, another deep sigh from California and I finally gave Jill an answer. The answer I knew she wanted to hear, and the answer that set my own pulse racing with thoughts of what might be. “Okay, honey. You have my blessing. But let’s take it one step at a time. You have my permission to ‘see’ Freddy and Josh until I come home from LA. Is that wanted you wanted to hear?” I couldn’t resist adding as the gentlest of digs. 
 
    Jill’s barely effective mask of not being invested in the question and my answer slipped and disappeared with remarkable speed. “That’s why I love you so, honey. You’re such a mind-reader. Positively telepathic,” she beamed. 
 
    The die-cast, Jill’s joke dispelled any remaining tension between us. 
 
    “And, honey, don’t think me prurient, but might I enquire when you, Dopey and Sneezy plan on exercising your new-found freedom?” 
 
    Jill grinned, evidently amused by my newly minted nicknames for her neighborly admirers. Her grin soon mixing with a blush. “Would you be shocked if I told you the boys got me to promise to ring them after we’d spoken …” 
 
    That was a half-answer, part evasive and not Jill’s normal style. 
 
    “Jill, for heaven’s sake, it’s one in the morning. You’re going to get fired if you’re not careful. Are you really that hungry for cock that you’re not going to sleep, you’re going cock hunting?” 
 
    Jill giggled, evidently quite proud and amused by my comment. No hint of shame as she smiled and answered my question. “You only live once, and as the good book puts it, live every day as if it’s your last. And, after all, like Riley so delicately pointed out, I might be a grandma before the year’s out. I’m not sure the boys will still look at me in the same way and still want me when they know they’re fucking a grandmother.” 
 
    With hindsight maybe I shouldn’t have been quite so shocked by Jill’s evident enthusiasm to pick up where she and the boys had finished off last night. After all, from what I’d seen before the phone battery died, she’d certainly been enjoying their attentions. And after her passionate and sex-filled affair with Chris, she’d been cold-turkey for several weeks. 
 
    But nonetheless, it made me realize just how much things had changed over the last few months. And that any thought we’d had about turning the clock back and slamming the lid shut on the Pandora’s box that our marriage had become was a pipe-dream. Just wishful thinking most likely. 
 
    Feeling a strange mix of weary tiredness and excitement, I offered my last thought on the matter. “Okay then, the sooner you call them, then I guess the sooner this thing’s over and we can all get some sleep,” my brain noting another downward spiral in the crazy new world of our re-shaped marriage. Almost like brushing your teeth or gargling with mouthwash, a pre-sleeping fuck with two black strangers being Jill’s new bedtime ritual. Her husband simultaneously wanting to and not wanting to watch this new development in our evolving marriage. 
 
    Jill giggled again, a mature forty-five-year-old soon to be grandmother seemingly transported back to her teenage behavior of excited crushes and staying up into the early hours for the sake of some new heartthrob. “I’m shy, anyway I can’t call them with you on the line. I’ll tell you what, I’ll leave the line open but ring them from the landline,” she said, almost to herself. “You do want me to leave the line open, right?” 
 
    That was the moment when I stopped pretending a weary resignation, Jill’s question forcing me to be honest with both of us. That I actively did want to watch what was about to transpire again. Almost as keen and involved as Jill. 
 
    “Dave, honey. Don’t put this all on me. You do want to watch, right?” her gentle but firm voice telling me I needed to answer. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Sure?” mild annoyance now registering in her tone. “Sure? Are you really that bored? David Andrew Foster, we’re in this thing together. If you’re really are that disinterested I’ll call the guys and tell them ‘thanks, but no thanks. The whole thing’s off’.” 
 
    It was late. I’d had a terrible day and had another terrible day ahead of me. My patience snapped. Deep down I knew what Jill was driving at, but I didn’t care. I’d reached my limit and didn’t feel like meeting her half-way. 
 
    Looking back later I didn’t understand how we ended up in an argument. After all, the night before I’d given Jill permission to enjoy a multi-hour sex romp with her two black lovers. Before they’d started they asked my permission and told me to let them know if I wasn’t comfortable with how things developed. And even after they’d both done Jill once, they’d all asked again if I was still okay, before they dived back into their three-way orgy. Hell, I’d even listened to their trash talk and Jill’s slightly milder version as they teased me about how much better black guys with big black cocks were, and how much more Jill preferred it. 
 
    I’d gone along with all of this on Monday night, and sensing this was just sex, I’d enjoyed it. But something tripped in me and something in Jill’s annoyed reaction pushed me over the edge. Looking back, it must have been a mix of tiredness, work stress and most likely deep and unresolved issues from everything that had happened with Chris. 
 
    Either way, I snapped. 
 
    “Jill, whatever. Do what you want, honey. It’s late and I’ve had a god-awful day and have the same to look forward to tomorrow. Honey, do what you want. I’m going to sleep, and I’ll call you tomorrow. Go and get your cock fix from Dopey and Sneezy, do whatever the hell you want with the phone. I’ll call you tomorrow, if you’ve got the time, that is.” 
 
    And with that, I pressed ‘end’ and closed the call. Instantly feeling a mix of satisfaction and regret. As I stewed in my mixed emotions, I knew from past experience there was a fifty-fifty chance that Jill would call. It depended on how her mood took her. She could be just as stubborn and temperamental when the mood took her. Equally as determined as me to make a point, knowing that any call would undermine the point she was trying to make and her sense of self-worth. 
 
    As the seconds built into minutes, I knew in my heart that Jill wasn’t going to call back tonight. But what I didn’t know was whether she’d be like me – stewing alone in her sea of feelings – or would go in the other direction. Calling the boys over for a late-night fuckfest, to both take her mind off of things and at the same time make a point. 
 
    Five minutes gave way to ten and I was now certain that I’d heard the last from Jill for tonight. She wasn’t going to ring me, and I certainly wasn’t going to ring her. Pouring myself a couple of shots from the hotel minibar, I tuned into watching some old show on my laptop’s Netflix channel and tried my best to avoid thinking of anything but the TV show. 
 
    Two more shots and one beer later and I managed to doze off, the last strange thought going through my head was even now I’d still not managed to find a chance to tell Jill about my conversation with Chris. To crow about my victory and tell her how he’d said how much he envied me. With everything that had happened, a strange thought to go through your head as you finally drift off to sleep. 
 
    With this odd thought my last of the night, I drifted off, waking only about an hour later by the insistent buzz of my iPhone. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
     Tuesday 29th May 2018 
 
    Always that disconcerting feeling. Waking up in a strange room. Your first few seconds spent disoriented and confused, trying to work out where you are. Memory and then location seeping back into your brain as the sleepy synapses do their jobs, linking neural pathways like rusty points on a foggy railroad as thoughts surface and link. ‘LA … Nighttime … Shitty day gone … Shitty day ahead … Jill. Jill!’ 
 
    As I looked at the insistent and flashing little screen, the microcurrent racing through the screen’s LCD crystals declared ‘Jill Cell’. Right next to the screen clock telling me it was ten to midnight, still just Tuesday although my confused brain wasn’t sure. 
 
    Against all my expectations, she’d rung back. Smiling to myself and my brain warming to maybe half-power, I reached to the side table and accepted the call. 
 
    But where I’d expected to see the same close-up of the face I loved, Instead I saw the same dark scene I’d seen earlier. 
 
    Actually, not quite the same, but similar. Not the darkened decking of our neighbor’s pool, but the better lit but still dark nighttime scene poolside in my own home. 
 
    As my brain settled into a state where I could understand and take in what I was seeing and hearing, it was the sound of laughter that struck me first. The laughter of several voices cackling at something I’d not heard. Followed soon after as I picked out and made sense of the silhouettes and shapes arranged around our poolside table. The slight figure of Riley sitting on the lap of a tall, dark figure that must have been Byron judging from his size. 
 
    The bald shiny head of someone sat behind three wine or spirits bottles, the shiny head and pitch of voice giving him away as Josh. And just to the left of the bottles, the long dreadlocks of Freddy with another white body sat on his lap. In some ways a mirror image of the other black and white couple sat opposite, only Freddy was a good half foot shorter than Byron. And the woman on his lap wasn’t the single Riley, it was the very married Jill. 
 
    As the last vestiges of sleep left my foggy brain, I sat bolt upright looking at and listening to the scene playing out before me. It was half-past eleven and I’d been expecting a call of loving matrimonial reconciliation, and instead, I was looking and listening to something quite different. Reconciliation after our stupid spat about me being too pig-headed and proud to admit that I wanted to watch Jill indulging her late-night appetite for her two new black lovers. 
 
    Jill sat on Freddy’s lap, his arms wrapped around her body like a black band, came as a hell of a shock to my sleepy brain, even after everything we’d been through these last few months. I’d certainly expected maybe some temper and anger after the words Jill and I had had. But this was normally followed by some inward reflection, some thoughts of ‘wrong on both sides’ followed by mutual contrition and making-up. 
 
    But the picture from our poolside told me in the clearest terms Jill had gone off into a totally different direction. Something that became clearer by the moment. 
 
    “So, let’s get this straight, your loving hubby gave you permission to play till your heart's content, but then you two fell out because he wouldn’t own up to wanting to watch?” Riley’s disbelieving voice asked. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s about the size of it. It might sound stupid, but sometimes I get so tired of him not owning up. Putting it all on me. Forgetting it was him who wanted to start this whole thing,” Jill told them all, the tiredness and frustration clear in her voice. “It was him who suggested we start the swinging. Him who virtually pushed me into Chris’s arms and bed. And him who sent me over the other night in that tiny golden three-piece handkerchief masquerading as a bikini. And sometimes I just get a bit tired of him pretending I’m the one who wants this more than him.” 
 
    “Honey, I get that. But Jill, don’t take this the wrong way, the way I see it, you and Dave are as bad as each other. He may struggle to admit how much he loves watching you. But, sister, admit it. You’ve become a bit of a cock-hound these last few months. Come on, Jill. Fess it up. There’s no shame in whispering to me how much you love a nice big cock pummeling your insides. Believe me, Jill, I’m the last person who’s going to judge you for that,” a smiling Riley teased Jill. All of them burst out in laughter as the guys whooped and hollered. 
 
    “I guess,” came Jill’s almost shy and girlish admission, finally. 
 
    “Come on, girl. Give it up. Ever since Dave had you on this diet of meaty big cocks, you’ve been like a kid in a candy shop.” 
 
    Even though it was dark, I could see well enough to see Jill’s guilty smile. “Okay, I admit it. It’s just after so many years together, it’s difficult for a respectable married woman like me to admit these things sometimes.” 
 
    “There’s no shame in it, Jill, honey,” Riley grinned back and reassured her. “But tell me, honey, as one girl to another, how do they all measure up. The men in your life. And don’t spare any details, I want to know it all. All the gory details. And Jill, honey, I’ll know if you’re lying. So remember, the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth…” 
 
    More laughter echoed through the still night air. “You’re terrible,” came Jill’s stock defense, before she started spilling her guts and answering Riley’s question. A lightness in her voice suggesting the booze they’d already drunk was helping her share with a total openness she was enjoying. 
 
    “Tell us your top Ten,” Riley grinned, sensing the drink and Jill’s mood would tempt my wife to share what she wanted to know. 
 
    “That’s not fair. They’re all different.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll like it easier for you. But remember, no lying. I’ll know,” Riley smiled. “So, best single fuck.” 
 
    Jill didn’t hesitate. “Daryl. After so long, that first new cock felt sooo good.” 
 
    Everyone hooted with laughter, my duly encouraged wife adding, “And what a cock it was,” making the universal hand gesture for length. 
 
    Riley shushed everyone, before giving Jill a serious look. “First love, first real crush.” 
 
    “That’s easy,” my flushed wife replied. “Callan, back in college.” 
 
    “And,” Riley asked, her hands making the same gesture for length Jill had just made. 
 
    “Plenty, big enough, thank you,” Jill answered with a playful tone. 
 
    “And where exactly does that leave your handsome ex-boss? Doesn’t he even make the playoffs?” Jill’s new bestie teased. 
 
    “That’s different,” Jill shot back. “Chris is certainly top three. You just didn’t ask the right question yet. He’s in that special place reserved for guys you love who also manage to rock your world come bedtime.” 
 
    “Amen to that,” Riley echoed with sisterly solidarity, pausing briefly. “But where does that leave your current boy toys?” she asked, looking first at Josh and then at the man whose lap Jill was sat on. 
 
    “Ask me in a month’s time, honey. I’m still road-testing these two. Running them in, so to speak,” Jill grinned. 
 
    “There you go boys,” Riley teased them. “You’ve got a month to win the fair maid’s heart. What do you think? Are you two up to the task?” 
 
    Another round of laughter greeted Riley’s challenge, Freddy’s arms wrapping tighter around Jill, as one hand cupped a boob through the long white tee-shirt dress Jill was wearing. 
 
    As the laughter died down, Riley spoke again. “Where does that leave your loving hubby? Where does he figure in Jill’s Top Ten?” 
 
    Moaning a little from Freddy’s gentle cupping of her boob, Jill smiled and answered her inquisitor’s question. “Easy. Dave’s the love of my life. We might have our ups and downs, like last night. And like a couple of weeks ago with Chris. But Dave and me are forever…” 
 
    “And luckily for you, the two of you are the perfect match. You love big cocks, black and white and any other shade you happen to find. And your loving husband love’s watching you being a naughty little wifey with any guy who’s half-way hung. The perfect match. His ying to your yang.” 
 
    Everyone, including Jill, enjoyed that joke. Jill just smiling in reply, not bothering to deny what everyone knew to be true. 
 
    All through the jokes and the conversation Freddy’s face had betrayed his growing horniness. The hand that had been squeezing Jill’s boob through the white linen of her top had snuck underneath and was from the outline was now squeezing cupping directly on the same flesh. Now the joking and conversation had temporarily stopped, it was clear to see the effect his actions were having on Jill. Still, on his lap, she turned to look at him, biting her lip from the pleasure his fingers were gifting her nipple. 
 
    She closed her eyes, just savoring the feeling as all of us watched the show. Duly encouraged he grasped the hem of the top and drew it up and over Jill’s head. Leaving her naked except for the small black panties that covered her modesty. Clear of impediments, Freddy’s dark hands were now able to cup and work on Jill’s beautiful tits. Two very erect nipples bearing witness to how aroused my wife had suddenly become. All of the recent laughter and frivolity was forgotten as her chest rose and fell with deep and impassioned breathing. 
 
    Riley’s voice had a totally different tone and quality to it when she next spoke. No longer jokey and sisterly best friend. More sexual kingpin as she gave instructions. “Freddy, why don’t you and Josh take Jill upstairs and give her what she so desperately wants. I’ll get Byron to ring school in the morning and claim the two of you went down with food poisoning.” 
 
    Freddy didn’t reply, just smiling and winking at Riley as he stood up, carrying with Jill as her arms wrapped themselves even more tightly around his neck as if she was frightened he might drop her. Jill sitting snug in his strong black arms like some virginal offering, the two of them kissed hungrily. The kiss seemed to go on and on, only breaking when Jill needed to break for air. Her happy face glowing with pleasure and anticipation. 
 
    As I watched their kiss resume while Freddy carried her into the house, I was a man conflicted. Part upset and angry that Jill hadn’t marked our argument with any signs of remorse. Part excited at what was about to happen. 
 
    I was struggling with these conflicted emotions when suddenly I heard my name. “Well then, Dave. What do you think? Can you tell little old me what you couldn’t admit to your wife earlier? That you want me to arrange it so you can watch Jill get it good and proper from Freddy and Josh,” I heard Riley’s sweet but not so innocent voice ask. A split second later seeing the dark of the night sky replaced by a close-up of her smiling and teasing face. 
 
    “Well, Dave, honey. What do you think?” she beamed. “Sleep or a rather personalized late-night peep show? It’s your call, honey.” 
 
    Damn this woman. It had been bad enough when Jill and I had argued over exactly the same question. Admitting to a virtual stranger how bad I had it, how badly I wanted to watch Jill and her new lovers together would be ten times as hard. 
 
    But it was a mark of how badly I wanted it that as Riley refused to be the first one to speak and the silence stretched out, my resistance slowly started to crumble. My dry and tight throat just about up to the job, after one final little nudge from Riley. 
 
    “Okay, if you’d rather sleep, that’s fine. I’ll just press this little red button here and let you get your beauty sleep. I’m sure Jill will still be there in the morning. After the boys have finished with her. Although, of course, she might be a bit too tired to talk to you by tomorrow morning. Or too tired for pretty much anything else. Hell, as they’re skipping school tomorrow, by the time they’ve finished with Jill, she might be struggling to walk. Happy, to be sure, but in need of bed rest for a few days.” 
 
    Riley pulled the screen back from her face and I saw her hand slowly moving towards the screen, as if ready to make good on her threat to end the call. 
 
    “Okay, okay. You win,” I finally called out, any shreds of self-respect disappearing in that moment of surrender. “Yes. Yes, I want to watch. I’m not proud to admit it, Riley. But yes, I do want to watch.” 
 
    She just smiled back at me, not needing to say anything. Her victory clear and decisive. 
 
    “Happy now. Happy now that you and Jill have got your victory. My admission of guilt.” 
 
    “Oh no,” she teased. “This admission is just for me, darling. Tomorrow you’ll have to go through the same confession with your beloved better half.” 
 
    Riley’s face softened and she seemed to see enough defeat in my face that she took pity on me. “Okay, Dave. I’ve had my fun. Know you can have your fun. I’ll take the phone upstairs and place it so you can watch Jill having her fun.” 
 
    With that she winked, got up and started walking towards the house, camera bumping up and down as she walked. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I got the distinct idea she was walking as slowly as she could as the camera moved at a slow, sauntering pace. First, over the remaining steps of the decking, the image dark with the occasional pinprick of light, and then into the subdued nighttime lighting of our lounge with its familiar furniture and family photos hanging high on the walls. 
 
    And then the slow, bumpy images as Riley managed to stretch out her step-by-step ascent up our stairs, at first Riley’s breathing the only noises on the soundtrack. 
 
    But with each extra step up the stairs, the sounds from our marital bedroom became a little more clear and loud. Until by the time Riley reached the top of the stairs and the hallway outside our bedroom the sounds of Jill’s moans and sighs were clear and loud. I felt my own cock twitch with anticipation, a little ashamed but not surprised at my own reaction. 
 
    “Goodnight, honey,” Riley whispered in a quiet voice as the camera stopped moving and I no longer heard her breathing. Judging from the angle and picture I was seeing, Riley hadn’t even entered the bedroom, she’d just propped the phone on top of the old-style drawers we had next to the door and the light switch. The perfect position to look down the bedroom towards the bed, where the tiny lens and sound mike found their targets. 
 
    The tangle of bodies that was my wife and her next-door lovers hadn’t wasted any time. The three of them were naked on the bed, Jill the meat in the dark sandwich between them as six hands explored three bodies. Jill and Freddy were lost in a passionate kiss, one pale hand curled through his long dreadlocks while the other worked the length of his fat cock, the stones in her rings twinkling as her fingers only just managed to encircle his girth. 
 
    Even if Freddy seemed to have most of Jill’s attention, Josh wasn’t idle. One hand was cupping a breast and gently twisting and rubbing a very extended and swollen nipple, while the other was exploring between Jill’s legs, both teasing her little bud and sometimes exploring with fingers teasing and stretching insider her. 
 
    Jill showed no signs of tiredness despite the late hour and the booze she’d drunk. The moans, the way her mouth hungrily fought with Freddy and the way her hips wriggled from Josh’s stimulation all told me my wife was one very happy lady. Her husband might have been several thousand miles away, but she had two young guys to see to her needs. Two young guys who evidently planned on calling in sick so they could spend the next day or so seeing to my wife’s womanly needs. 
 
    My cock was iron-hard as I watched the scene in front of me, and suddenly I was aware that the pangs of fear I’d grown so used to during the later part of Jill’s affair with Chris were totally absent. This felt totally different. More like the time I’d seen her with Daryl, or the first night she’d shared with Rocco and Chris together. This was total sexual, three people exploring their erotic boundaries and satisfying their carnal needs. Without all of the emotional fears and baggage that had caused all the problems towards the end of Jill’s time with Chris. 
 
    The weird thing was that while this made it easier to watch, it also took some of the raw edge of excitement away. But on balance, after everything we’d been through, I was happier with this mix. 
 
    All of these deep thoughts had to wait for another time as a sudden fluster in the knot of black and white bodies on the bed drew my attention back there. Jill had moved herself a little higher, her head now resting on the pillow and her legs spread wide in a way that told me exactly what she wanted to happen next. The only question in her mind probably being ‘who first’. 
 
    It had been Freddy who she’d been kissing, running her hands through his long dreadlocks in an excited and intimate gesture. But it was the bald and slightly larger Josh whose black body was the one taking its place above Jill. Between her legs. From my remote viewing position, Jill’s head was still turned to my left, her right, passionately swapping tongues with the young black teacher. 
 
    She only turned to face the second man sharing her bed as he sank the first few inches of his fat cock into her body. Even though she’d been well fucked by both of them only the night before, she responded as if she’d not been with a man in months or years. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” she spat out between gritted teeth, looking intently down between her splayed thighs as Josh slipped further and further into her tight pussy. “Fuck, that feels good.” 
 
    “Glad the lady likes it,” he grinned back. “Me and Freddy got all tonight and all tomorrow to see to your needs, baby.” 
 
    “Umm, sounds like heaven to me,” Jill smiled right back, earning a quick retort from the black teacher now balls deep in my wife. “And the best bit, hubby gave you a hall pass to fuck and suck all you like until he gets home. Naughty little wifey. Lucky young niggers,” he chortled to himself. 
 
    Both Jill and Josh found better things to do with their mouths as they locked together in a kiss just as intense and heated as the one she’d shared with Freddy seconds earlier. I could hear Jill’s loud moans of pleasure and fulfillment through their crushed lips, such were the feelings Josh’s fat cock was causing as it’s glistening shaft pistoned in and out of my wife. 
 
    The long, smooth strokes had an athletic, almost mechanical quality to them. It was as if his hips and muscular black ass were running on some invisible rail. Pumping in and out like some cylinder on some hot and oily machine. Reminding me of countless old machines I’d seen during my engineering degree. Only this wasn’t some industrial process, it was my very human wife who was the very happy recipient of the glistening and well-oiled black shaft that was powering in and out of the sleeve that was her pussy. 
 
    In the meantime, Freddy had got down from the bed and was sitting butt naked in my bedside armchair, with a contented look on his face. With a languid hand motion, he stroked his own manhood and looked on with an almost fatherly, approving smile at the scene on the bed. As his best friend got it on with the sexy married woman from next door. Knowing full well that when his friend was finished, he’d take his turn between her legs. Carrying on where his friend had left off, enjoying the tight warmth of her body until he too shot his virile seed deep into Jill’s womb. 
 
    Even though I’d watched a near-identical scene just one night ago, the sights and sounds that Jill and Josh were making together drew me across the mountains and dessert into that bedroom in Miami. I guess it was the newness of it, mixed up with the deep-rooted taboo of interracial sex. Something that so much of our culture and social upbringing teaches us is wrong. Something totally new for both Jill and me, the heightened eroticism of a powerfully muscled and dark-skinned man taking Jill from me. Fucking her with deep and virile strokes, stretching her out and every stroke pushing the fat tip of his cock deep into Jill’s body. Each stroke touching to the very entrance of her womb, teasing and taunting us each time with the social taboo of a mixed-race baby. 
 
    From all the trash-talking that had happened the previous night, about big black cocks and about black superiority over white and Jill’s extra enjoyment, I knew that the whole race thing was a huge turn-on for the three people back in my home. Planning to fuck away the rest of the night, as well most of Wednesday. 
 
    But tonight the talking had a different quality. Mainly because it seemed pretty clear that, unlike the night before, none of them knew I was watching. Riley had slipped the phone into the room without any of them seemingly noticing. And it seemed entirely in keeping with her mischievous personality that she enjoyed the secret little game she was playing. 
 
    As Joss made love to my wife, I found the physical spectacle incredibly erotic. His tall, muscular and shiny black body ramrod straight as he sexed Jill in the missionary position. The tight and fat-free buns of his PE instructor’s ass bobbing up and down, each downward thrust causing the muscles in Jill’s face to tighten a little, each time a happy moan of pleasure emitted from her smiling and slightly open mouth. The fat shaft of his cock dark and shiny, in contrast with the paleness of Jill’s body, fat enough to stretch her love lips wide in a distended ‘O’ shape that told me how full she was with his cock. Told me how much pleasure she was getting from the way the nerves in the wall of her vagina reacted to being stretched wide. 
 
    The way they continued to kiss spoke volumes of the passion and desire they felt for each other. The mature but still sexy mother of three, her body still taut and desirable even in her mid-forties. Even to a handsome and athletic guy more than ten years younger, being in bed with a woman like Jill was still something to savor and enjoy. Something evident in the way Josh looked at my wife, and the way his hands explored every inch of her hair, face and body. 
 
    The two of them went on like this for some time, Jill enjoying a couple of orgasms but Josh showed no signs of wanting to finish. The night before, he’d been second with Jill. Only entering her and sexing her after Freddy had enjoyed her and finished inside her. Maybe tonight he was getting an extra buzz and pleasure from enjoying Jill before his friend. 
 
    But as Jill approached her third intense climax, I saw a change in Josh’s body. Still, ramrod straight between Jill’s splayed thighs, but his movements now faster and his breathing sounding a little more ragged. His mouth pushed tighter onto Jill’s lips, kissing Jill in that most primitive way males do as they are about to gift their DNA to a potential mother. Kissing her tight and hard, as if sealing her mouth off in the same way he wanted to seal her pussy off. Plugging both off to ensure no leakage or enemy, that his seed and DNA could do what nature intended. 
 
    They both cried out as their two bodies spasmed and shook at the same moment. Jill’s nails racking his back, just as her calves pulled tighter still around his body. Pulling him in a way that really wasn’t needed, as he was using every sinew in his powerful body to push as deep as physics allowed. No doubt the tip of that fat cock of his touching Jill’s very cervix as it shot his seed deep into Jill’s waiting womb. Thankfully the wonders of modern contraception meaning that there were no little white Jill eggs waiting there to say hi to Josh’s little fellas. 
 
    Josh kept that taut and deep pose, as Jill continued to spasm and suck in huge gulps of air. Her third orgasm appropriately much bigger and more intense than the last two. Clinging to her new lover’s dark and exotic body as she came back down from the heavens where he’d transported her. The intimate way she held his neck and stroked his bald scalp a physical thank you for the pleasure he’d just given. 
 
    A strange moment passed between them as their eyes opened and they looked straight at each other. There was some kind of connection, but more than that I couldn’t describe. Neither of them wanted to speak, it was like words would have spoiled things and been inadequate compared to the deeper connection they were sharing. This look lasted several seconds before Josh leaned down and kissed Jill softly, whispering something to her I couldn’t hear. 
 
    As Josh eased his naked and shiny body up and off Jill, I was struck by how strange I still found the mixed-race thing. Over the last months, I’d grown used to seeing Jill with a few different men, but all three of them had been white. It shows how deep-rooted for us humans the idea of ‘us and them’, ‘insiders and outsiders’ runs in our coding and programming. I’d seen Jill having sex now more times than I could possibly count, but still, the fact that the man climbing off her was black and not white like Jill and me made a marked impression. 
 
    And as Josh climbed off, we all knew what was about to happen next. Not even for a moment did Jill’s legs show any sign of closing. Her pussy was already splayed open and showing some of the white cream Josh had just deposited inside her, and her legs stayed open to accept the next man. Josh’s equally black and muscular best friend Freddy. A little shorter, a little less heavy, but blessed with a long mop of dreadlocks and a cock which was nearly as big as his friend’s. 
 
    Jill smiled up at Freddy as he climbed aboard, the kiss between them not as deep and passionate as that with Josh. But then again, there was plenty of time for that. 
 
    At first, the sex between Freddy and Jill was similar to that between Jill and Josh. Just straight, good old-fashioned fucking. The classic missionary position allowing them to kiss and touch as Freddy enjoyed the snug warmth of my wife’s pussy and she, in turn, luxuriated in the satisfaction of a second big cock filling her up. 
 
    But as Jill’s breathing and facial expression showed she was starting to build to another cum, Freddy changed things up a little. The night before it had mainly been Josh playing all the mind games and doing all the trash-talking, but on their second night together Freddy seemed intent on showing he got off on this also. 
 
    Because all of a sudden, he started mixing things and switching them up. On one of his downward thrusts, instead of pulling back as before he stayed fully embedded and held Jill tight to him as he rolled over so she was now on top of him. Using his heavily muscled strength he then stood up, carrying Jill’s weight with him, all the time with Jill still firmly impaled on him. 
 
    Whereas as the night before he’d shown off by bouncing Jill around and making her sob and squeal as he fucked her standing up as he walked around, tonight he had something different in mind. With Jill’s arms clinging on tightly around his neck lest he drop her, still balls deep he walked over to Jill’s dressing table and placed her ass on the table. Her body was side on to the mirror, just a small pillow placed under her ass by Freddy. 
 
    Jill had a surprised look on her face as Freddy just grinned at her. 
 
    “Look at you, Mrs. Foster. Home alone, all by your lonesome. Except your not home alone, are you. While the cat’s away, the mouse will play. Right? And while your loving, hard-working husband is on the other side of the country earning money for his family, you’re here living the life fantastic. Stark naked with two black guys who are going to fuck you rotten. Who are going to fuck you from here to kingdom come? Sticking you with our big black cocks. Making you squeal and shout. Fucking you until you’re too tired to cum anymore. Too tired to walk, your little pussy too sore for any more big black cock.” 
 
    He was still smiling at Jill as he continued. “Turn, Jill. Look at yourself in the mirror. Look at how sexy that hot body of yours looks with a black man between your legs and a big black cock deep in your belly. Your belly that already full of one load of black cum and which is going to be overflowing with nigger jizz before the night’s over.” 
 
    Jill hadn’t turned her head, but Freddy’s serious and slightly angry tone startled her and changed her mind. “I said look!” 
 
    She was looking now. “Tell me what you see, Jill? Do you see a mother of three who’s just discovering how much she likes black cock? Who knew she liked big cocks, but who’s just discovering she likes big black cocks even more than she likes white ones?” 
 
    I could tell that Freddy’s words were beginning to have an effect on Jill as she was staring at the reflection of her and Freddy together, and she started to shake ever so slightly. 
 
    “Tell me, Jill. Do you love our black cocks?” 
 
    When Jill hesitated, Freddy turned her face back to look at him. “Tell me!” 
 
    Her voice quivering, during only her second time with anyone not white, Jill told Freddy exactly what he wanted to hear. 
 
    “Yes. Yes, I love them.” 
 
    “Better than white cocks?” he asked, his expression looking serious and even a little menacing. 
 
    “Yes, better than white cocks,” she replied, no longer hesitating and now answering obediently. 
 
    “Good girl, Jill. Good girl. And so we can fuck you whenever we like? Fill you with our black baby juice whenever we like?” 
 
    Listening to Freddy’s statement of what the future held, I could see Jill’s shaking become more pronounced. 
 
    “Jill, can we fuck you whenever we want?” his look again serious with a hint of menace. 
 
    “Yes,” my forty-five-year-old wife answered in a quiet and shaky voice. 
 
    “Good girl,” he grinned. “Because, you know, Josh and me are young, fit and horny. Not like your husband, Dave. He’s so busy with work he might not get round to fucking you more than one or two times a week. But me and Freddy, well we might need you three or four times a day. Who knows, we might need to pop over for a quickie before work. And then when you come back from your posh office in that nice suit of yours, we might need to pop over for a pre-dinner fuck. And then maybe, later on, me and Josh might need to pop over and borrow you for the rest of the evening and maybe even the whole night. Hell, who knows? We’re young guys, with young guys’ needs. I’m sure Dave won’t mind. After all, he loves watching, so he’ll only be too happy.” 
 
    As she’d listened to every word that Freddy had taunted her with, her body was shaking more than before. The glassy and deer-like look in her eyes had become more obvious. But not for one moment did she disagree or argue back, the effect of his words clear to me. 
 
    Having said his piece and laid out how he and Josh saw Jill’s future, his tone changed to a more friendly note. “Would you like that, Jill. As much black cock as you can handle? Fill that hole in your life left by a departed boyfriend and a too-busy husband? Would that be good?” 
 
    “Yes,” was all my startled wife could say, in a dry and barely audible voice. 
 
    Having completed his brainwashing of Jill as to the future they planned for her, Freddy switched tack. Talking less, fucking more, as if to reward Jill for giving the right answers. As if giving her the first dose of the drug she’d receive more and more doses of as they had their way with her. 
 
    For me sitting, cock in hand, alone in my hotel room it was a surreal experience. Sitting and watching while Freddy played his mind games with Jill. As I looked on, listened and watched, it was impossible to judge how much of this was just comic-book shit-talking. All just a bit of fun and games from a guy with a serious and responsible day-job. And how much had deeper intentions, planting the seeds in Jill’s mind for what they wanted to do to and with her over the next weeks and months. 
 
    At one level it really seemed harmless comic book stuff. At another level, the last few months had taught me that the line between fun and fantasy and real life is a dangerous line. A line which it’s easy to go over, these last months teaching me a fantasy game may start as harmless and fun, but that it often develops a life of its own. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
     Tuesday 29th / Wednesday 30th May 2018, just after midnight 
 
    Having finished his mind games with Jill, leaving me nervous and unsure of their real significance, Freddy was ably assisted by Josh as the two of them started on making good on their promise to fuck Jill from here to kingdom come. To fuck her until she begged for mercy, her body exhausted from the sex and orgasms, her pussy sore and demanding rest before accepting any more black cock. 
 
    It was nearing four a.m. when Freddy had stopped all the talking. All the mind games sowed his last seed in Jill’s mind about how they saw her future as their new sex toy. Happy now to stop talking, as he and Josh showed true teamwork as they sexed Jill as she’d rarely ever experienced before. 
 
    Aside from the previous night, she’d only ever been with two men on two separate occasions. The first time with Rocco and Chris, and then the second time with the same two during the Union road trip. 
 
    But these two were younger and fitter than Chris and Rocco. Both in their early thirties and incredibly fit from their day-jobs teaching Phys. Ed. and coaching in High School, they were also sexually very imaginative. 
 
    Jill was still sat perched side-saddle on the edge of her own dressing table, Freddy’s big cock deep in her pussy. The nervous look on Jill’s face, even as she enjoyed the sensations of his big cock sawing in and out, told me that like me she was wondering how much of Freddy’s trash talking about what he planned for her was BS and how much was for real. 
 
    Freddy was done talking, content to smile knowingly at my wife, re-doubling his tight grip on her hips as he started building up speed. The deep strokes of his cock still smooth and well-timed, but each new thrust seeming to be a little faster and more forceful, going a tiny bit deeper into my willing wife’s body. 
 
    The vigorous fucking Jill was now receiving seemed to wipe the nervous look off her face, as she stared into Freddy’s dark face, biting her lip and sucking in air as best she could. Freddy was standing at the end of the dressing table, the height seemingly perfect to give him access to Jill’s pussy. As he held Jill’s hips, his hips moved back and forth with a regular and ever faster beat. 
 
    Jill was sitting up on the table, alternating between looking at Freddy and looking down between her legs, as if she couldn’t believe the sight she saw there. A big, fat black man’s cock pistoning in and out of her married white pussy. Each thrust of Freddy’s metronome hips made Jill’s lovely big tits jump up and off her chest, moved towards her head by the force of Freddy’s hips hitting her ass. 
 
    His hands now holding Jill’s shoulders and pushing her back towards him, he’d also now got Jill’s legs up and over his shoulders, creating an incredibly sexy picture for the camera. The contrast in their skin colors was stark, a perfect picture of taboo sexuality. My sexy mature wife getting a thorough railing from the dark stranger. Moaning and sighing, loving every moment of it as Freddy drove her wild with his love-making. 
 
    Having been the first to enjoy Jill, Josh had been satisfied to just sit in the armchair and watch. But as the sight of Freddy’s black body fucking Jill’s lovely body rekindled his own desire, he got up and walked over to the dressing table, turning Jill’s head to the side and giving her a deep kiss. 
 
    Freddy was giving her such a thorough work out that I’m honestly not sure how much she was aware of the kiss. But instinctively she opened her lips and let Freddy’s friend thrust his tongue deep into her mouth, no doubt the way Josh’s hand slowly caressed her exposed throat before it settled in her hair. 
 
    As Josh continued to kiss my wife and play with her hair, he reached down and pulled out the little stool hidden under the middle of the table. How many times had I watched Jill sit on that little stool as she finished off her lipstick or hooked the back of a bra and adjusted herself within the cups? But now the stool was to be used for a totally different purpose as Josh positioned it and then stood on it. 
 
    A moment of testing that it would bear his weight, he then returned his attentions to my lovely wife. Stroking himself a couple of times for maximum hardness, his other hand went back into Jill’s long brown hair and gently pulled her head forward, at the same time as he pushed his hips towards her. 
 
    Both of them knew what he wanted, and Jill’s mouth opened wide as Josh pushed as much of his fat cock into Jill’s mouth as she could accommodate in this position. The lips which he’d been kissing only seconds earlier were now stretched taut around a fat black cock. Josh pushed until we all heard Jill’s gag reflex kick-in, a sound that was clear to me even through the less than perfect sound system of the little phone. This sound warned him to pull back and smile affectionately at Jill as he started a steady and careful in and out motion. 
 
    Of course, by now I was playing with myself as I watched our two black neighbors having their way with Jill. It was an incredibly intense and erotic sight. Unlike with Chris, there were no feelings or emotions in this set-up. It was pure, unadulterated sex. Two horny black guys in their thirties wanting to fuck their big cocks in and out of an available and very willing female. The most natural thing on earth. 
 
    Things only lasted in this position for a short while because although Freddy was happy with his access to Jill’s body, Josh soon became frustrated that he could only get two or three inches of his cock into Jill’s mouth. 
 
    “This ain’t no good, F-man. She’s hardly even getting me wet, man,” he told his buddy with an exasperated tone, pulling out and addressing Jill. “Come on, honey. Daddy needs more of your mouth than this.” 
 
    As I later found out, over their many years of friendship Josh and Freddy had double-teamed many a girl, going all the way back to their college years where the three of them had become friends. Seemingly from all these times before, Freddy knew what Josh had in mind and so without anything else needing to be said he also pulled out and gently stepped back and lowered Jill’s legs to the horizontal and then helped her gingerly regain a standing position. 
 
    When she looked steady enough on her feet, Freddy kissed her gently and with a comforting smile lead her by the hand to our king-sized bed. Jill crawled onto the bed in the normal way, head at the top where she could make herself available again. But before she got too far Freddy stopped her and taking hold of a leg and a shoulder quickly repositioned her the opposite way round. 
 
    Jill’s feet were now up next to the headboard, her ass in the middle of a pillow and her head was resting on the duvet at the foot of the bed. As Freddy climbed onto the bed and moved between Jill’s thighs, Josh moved to the end of the bed and reached underneath Jill’s shoulders to pull her towards him. Until her head and shoulders were no longer resting on the duvet, they were hanging down over the edge of the bed, her head now upside down in a position where the world now looked upside down to her. 
 
    As he rubbed his glans up and down Jill’s love lips she moaned, but his attention seemed more focused on his buddy as it was Josh, not Jill he addressed. “You always did like the Melbourne two-step, didn’t you? Ever since our senior year and that pretty little Australian girl showed you it.” 
 
    Josh didn’t reply, he just grinned, held Jill’s face between his large dark hands and pushed his fat cockhead against her lips just as he’d done a few minutes ago. Only this time, with Jill’s head hanging upside down over the edge of the bed, instead of only being able to get two or three inches of his thick cock into Jill’s mouth, he was able to get more than half of his cock into my wife’s mouth before he had to stop. 
 
    I say ‘her mouth’, but of course much of his cock was no longer in her mouth, the beauty of this position for Josh was that he could get his cock all the way into Jill’s throat. 
 
    Both of the guys were smart and experienced enough to give Jill some time to adjust to the cock so deep in her mouth and throat. Josh just held still as Jill’s breathing settled down from stressed and panicky to a more regular and normal pattern, as she learned to breathe around the large appendage part blocking her normal airways. For his part Freddy just played with her sensitive nipples and continued to rub himself up and down, teasing Jill’s clit to make sure she stayed on the boil. 
 
    When he judged Jill’s breathing had settled down enough, Josh started slowly pulling his big cock out a couple of inches, before slowly easing it back into Jill’s throat. He repeated this simple throat training maneuver over and over, each time pulling back a little more, each time a little faster than the last, all the time making sure that Jill’s breathing and reaction were okay. 
 
    After a couple of minutes of these faster and deeper strokes, he came to a stop. “You okay with this, Jill, honey?” he asked. 
 
    Her head upside down and impaled on a large black cock in her mouth and throat, the best she could do was make the slightest of nodding gestures. And a semi-discernible ‘gggnn, gggnn’ sound, maybe a ‘yes’ or maybe a ‘no’. But either way, hardly any different from the sound she made every time Josh’s fat cock made its inward stroke into her throat. 
 
    Josh told Jill he was going to continue, and the tiniest of nods suggested the sound had been a garbled ‘yes’. The sound starting up again as Josh’s ass and hips started working their magic, along with his cock doing a fair impression of a black steam piston as he smoothly started fucking Jill’s throat once again. 
 
    This was also the signal for Freddy to cease the teasing up and down Jill’s love lips and to drive his long thick cock all the way back into Jill’s pussy. The sound Jill made in response left no room for misunderstanding. It was the same sound a mare makes when the stallion is brought out to service the mare. The same sound the mare makes when the stallion slips deep inside and starts giving her what she wants. 
 
    Looking at the bedside clock in my L.A. hotel room I did the math. If it was one-thirty a.m. for me, it was four-thirty a.m. for the three sex addicts back in Miami. Lucky for them Riley was calling Josh and Freddy in sick, and given this freedom, I wondered how long into the night the sex games would go on for before they finally had to give in to the need for sleep. 
 
    I wasn’t to find out the answer to that question that night, because when my own clock showed two a.m. I gave up and went to bed, knowing I had to get up in four hours and marshal my team for a long day of working to put things right on the fucked-up project. 
 
    By that time I’d watched another hour of the sex marathon between Jill and the two new men in her life, she’d received two fresh loads of their jizz deep into her body. I’d been treated to watching both of the guys fucking her face, Jill getting more proficient in deep-throating their big cocks the more they let her practice, although she needed to rest a few times to stop her being too dizzy from all the blood rushing to her upside-down head. 
 
    But the kinkiest thing that made the deepest impression on me was when during one of the ‘swap-over’ moments as the guys switched places, Jill interrupted their plans to get what she had in mind. Whispering into Freddy’s ear something that she must have been too embarrassed to say out loud. 
 
    Even though I couldn’t hear what she said, the way Freddie was grinning immediately had me inquisitive. I didn’t have long to wait before I found out the request that Jill had whispered to him, as he lay down the length of the bed with his tussled dreadlocks by the headboard. 
 
    As he grasped the root of his engorged and very shiny cock and held it straight up, Jill squatted above him and facing away from him proceeded to slowly lower her already stretched pussy down onto his thick meat. Once she’d reached the bottom and taken all of him, she slowly moved her legs out so that her top half lay flat on Freddy’s muscular chest. 
 
    Freddy’s hands instantly came up to cup Jill’s beautiful tits, and as he thumbed her nipples Josh seemed to instinctively know what was needed of him. Moving on his knees, he shuffled his way up the bed and placed his swollen manhood right next to that of his friend. One fat cock already deep in Jill and stretching her open, a second cock poised and ready to join its friend. Jill had done this double-vaginal penetration once before with Chris and Rocco, but seeing the way she was so keen to repeat it again so early in her new relationship with these guys left me feeling shocked. 
 
    For the first time this evening I was feeling nervous and worried. It was totally clear to me that there was nowhere near the same emotional attachment I’d seen with Chris. This wasn’t something I had to worry about. 
 
    Instead, my intuition and sixth sense were telling me that there was something else here I needed to worry about. A sexual chemistry and deep-rooted lust, a side of Jill that these two young black guys were able to unlock. I thought back to comments Jill had made about making up for lost time and missed opportunities at college. About how she’d never really loved the riotous, experimental life that some of her friends had. And I wondered whether what had happened the last two evenings was Jill starting to spread her wings sexually, and whether this was something I needed to embrace, enjoy or be afraid of. Wondering how much of the loving wife and mother might be left if things carried on accelerating at this pace. 
 
    My soul-searching was brought to a screeching halt by the mixed moan and expletives from Jill. “Oh fuck, you’re splitting me in two boys. You’re stretching me too much, I’m not sure I can cope with both of you at the same time.” 
 
    Josh had now worked about half of his big cock into Jill, his fat shaft slowly sliding inch-by-inch into her snug pussy, stretching her so much as Freddy’s big cock was already balls deep in Jill. I could only wonder at how Jill was feeling, at how the walls of her pussy must have been feeling as they were stretched behind what the female anatomy is designed for. One woman, one man – not two men is the basic truth, but the guys were determined to teach Jill how it felt to be speared on two fat black cocks. Freddy just staying still, happy to play with Jill’s full and shapely tits as Josh continued to push further and further in. Until finally his hips were snug next to Jill’s and they’d fully stuffed Jill with two over-sized cocks. 
 
    Jill’s face was screwed up, her lips open as she sucked in air and allowed herself time to adjust to accommodating two male members in her pussy at one time. The moment seemed to last forever as the boys held still, letting Jill’s breathing slowly return to normal, the tension etched in the crow’s feet on her face slowly fading. Her eyes finally opening, signifying she was back on planet earth. 
 
    “Shit, boys. I’d forgotten what it feels like. It feels like I’m totally full of cock. The walls of my pussy are on fire, every nerve ending alive and sending millions of messages to my brain. It feels great,” she told them with a faint smile. “But please be careful, will you. Both of you are so big, I don’t want to end up in hospital with a torn pussy. Can you imagine how embarrassing that would be? Having to explain to the nurse how it happened.” 
 
    “Sure, honey,” was the only reply as they were interested in actions than words. Having only just got all the way in, Josh reversed out slowly before pushing back into Jill’s body once again. Jill screwing her eyes shut for a moment as she bit her lip in response to her renewed stretching, something she repeated each time that Josh pushed himself back in, giving Jill the full benefit of a second big cock in her pussy. 
 
    Freddy just lay there static, cupping Jill’s boobs and pulling and tweaking at her nipples, smiling as he won extra sounds of pleasure from my wife. By now a very happy woman, getting the shared attention of two handsome and virile guys ten plus years’ her junior. 
 
    Looking at the smooth way Josh and Freddy worked my wife in this way, I knew they had done this plenty of times before. This thought causing me to wonder about the future as well as the past, about how many times they might repeat this with Jill in the coming days and months. 
 
    Freddy’s big cock was soon glistening again from the sheen of Jill’s pussy juices. His ass was moving back and forward with a smooth motion, each stroke driving what looked like eight or nine inches of thick black meat into Jill’s pussy. Each time meeting up with his buddies equally big cock, already lodged snug and deep in my wife’s most intimate place. 
 
    By now Jill was making a hell of a noise, wailing and moaning, making noises I’d not even heard through the many months of her affair with Chris. Her chest was blotchy and flushed, something I’d not seen in all our years of making love. 
 
    Her words came between gasps, barely intelligible, only a few words understandable. “Oh fuck, you’re killing me guys… so full… so full… never felt like this before… so stretched… love it so much …” 
 
    Jill was building up and up under this intense double penetration of her pussy, the movement of her limbs and body more jerky and exciting with each passing minute, until finally, she cried out as if someone has shot her, her limbs jerking and spasming as she clung to Freddy for dear life. She was shrieking and sobbing and moving like I’d never seen before, her body looking like someone had just shot an electric charge through her, as for the first time ever I saw her pussy squirt from the intensity of her cum. 
 
    Even traveling three thousand miles onto my small screen, the sights and sounds had left me in shock. I’d never seen Jill cum like this before. Not with Daryl, nor Chris and not even with Chris and Rocco on the two nights they’d double-teamed Jill. 
 
    I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the pin-sharp image of Jill as the spasms and sobs slowly reduced, nor from the dark stain on the duvet from where she’d squirted. Not only had she never cum like this before, to the best of my knowledge she’d never squirted her love juices like this before. 
 
    As Jill still slowly calmed down, I saw Freddy and Josh exchange a glance and a moment later Freddy’s dreadlocks were shaking again as his ass started working his big cock in and out of Jill all over again, but thankfully at a much slower pace than before. 
 
    Josh’s hands recommenced their squeezing of Jill’s big boobs, and with Freddy still doing most of the work his under-employed found other ways to engage my wife, as he started up his mind games again. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that, Jill? Was it the best ever?” the bald black teacher grinned and asked. 
 
    Jill smiled a weak but contented smile. “That was amazing. I’ve never cum like that before. Never. That’s the best sex I’ve ever had. Thanks, guys,” Her voice was soft and almost dreamlike as she told her two lovers what effect they’d had on her, that they’d fucked her better than anyone else ever had. Made her cum in a way she’d never experienced. 
 
    His ass still gently working Jill, Freddy lowered his head a little and gave Jill a surprisingly tender and gentle kiss. “There’s plenty more where that came from, Jill, honey.” 
 
    Jill stroked the side of his face and gave him a look as soft and tender as his kiss had been, her hand playing with his dreadlocks as she stroked his face. 
 
    “Umm … that sounds just what a girl wants to hear,” she smiled at the upper of her two lovers, unable to see Josh who was still underneath her, cock snug in her pussy, hands caressing and enjoying her boobs. 
 
    “Does that mean that Josh and me can fuck your sweet white pussy whenever we want to?” 
 
    Jill giggled. “I would think that can be arranged.” 
 
    “Even if Dave’s home?” 
 
    “You don’t have to worry about Dave. He loves watching me get fucked,” she reassured them, conveniently forgetting our recent attempts to move our marriage back on to a more conventional footing. 
 
    “Shame he’s not here now,” Freddy teased Jill. “I’m sure he’d love to watch what we’ve got planned for his sweet wife.” 
 
    Another giggle from Jill. “Why, what have you got planned for me?” 
 
    I didn’t have the energy to watch much more of the sex games that were being transmitted live from my marital bedroom back in Miami. After watching Jill climax and squirt like she’d never managed before, I watched maybe another thirty minutes or so as the guys continued to double-team her. And then I really did have to sleep, aware that I needed to be up in four hours for a very hard, stressful day trying to fix the cluster-fuck the project had degenerated into. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Thursday 31st May 2018 
 
    I awoke feeling groggy and tired, my first thought being I wished I could pull the crisp hotel linen up over my head and spend the total day incommunicado under the bedsheets. In a warm, safe world without all the shit going on at work and may be able to ignore for twenty-four hours the new danger that might be growing back home. 
 
    I couldn’t deny I’d enjoyed watching Jill and her two new lovers last night. And for the most part, I’d watched free from the angst and worry that had become so common during her affair with Chris. But seeing the new heights the guys had taken her to, and the new sounds and responses that had assailed my brain, I’d have been a fool not to wonder if I’d not just swapped one type of danger for another, different type of danger. 
 
    The rational part of my brain asked whether this danger was only less worrying than the Chris danger because it was a virus just at the start of its gestation period. Whereas my recent memories of the situation with Chris that had nearly cost me my marriage were memories of a fully formed danger. 
 
    Looking at the clock, I realized I really didn’t have time for this type of introspection. It was six a.m. and I had a busy day ahead. As I threw myself into my customary fast and efficient shower routine, I was dressed and ready for breakfast at six-thirty on the dot, just in time for the opening of the hotel’s restaurant for breakfast. 
 
    I’ve always found a leisurely breakfast the best way of bridging the gap from the world of relaxing and refreshing sleep to the stressful world of work and every man and his dog wanting a piece of my time and my flesh until the day is done. Looking at my watch, I thought ‘hang it’. If I snatch a rushed ten-minute breakfast I can still meet the team at seven but also maybe have a quick call with Jill. 
 
    Feeling like a teenager about to ask out his first crush, I called up Jill’s number and called. Trying to protect my feelings by telling myself she most likely wouldn’t answer, but knowing in my heart how desperate I was to talk to her. 
 
    It was nine-thirty back in Miami, and I’d stopped watching their three-person love games just after five their time. So I was hoping beyond hope that she’d not be so deeply asleep that she’d not register my call. From the very first days we met twenty-plus years ago, she’s always been a light sleeper, especially when the kids were young and would wake up and demand mum or dad. But she’d received such a thorough fucking from Josh and Freddy that it wouldn’t have surprised me if she was sleeping the sleep of the dead, and would sleep right through my call. And that he even assumed the phone was powered up, which was another risk as it had been busy transmitting the video call which might well have drained the battery. 
 
    Once, twice, three times Jill’s phone rang. 
 
    No answer. 
 
    I felt like my heart was breaking. At that moment, I needed more than anything else in the world to reconnect with my wife. To hear Jill’s voice and see her smile. This sound and sight reassuring me of her love for me. That our relationship was still the mainstay and anchor point of her life – of our life together. 
 
    Finally, on the fourth ring, a very tired and woozy voice answered. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” she answered, my heart soaring upwards as a lovely warm feeling spread throughout my body. 
 
    I was so relieved that it was Jill’s voice I was hearing, her bleary-eyed face I was looking at. I’d only been gone a couple of days, but it had felt like an eternity because it seemed every time I’d called to speak to Jill someone else had picked up and then played a teasing game with me as I’d been denied the chance to speak to Jill. Instead, the line just left open so I was a forced observer in the seduction of my own wife. 
 
    I thanked my lucky stars that this time I was speaking to Jill herself. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” I answered before my mouth got ahead of my brain by several light-years. “You look like shit.” 
 
    The only, and I do mean only, good point was that my terribly clumsy words startled and shocked Jill a little further along the path of consciousness and waking up. 
 
    Luckily her mix of sleepiness and shock meant I could apologize before she could react. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. That came out all wrong. You know me and my foot in mouth syndrome,” playing back to her something she often teased me about. “What I meant to say is you look pretty tired and sleepy. What time did you and the boys finish up last night?” 
 
    What was wrong with me? I’d not planned to say this, to admit that I knew what had happened last night? But in my passable impression of a bashful teenager, my words were coming out all wrong. 
 
    If my first sentence had startled Jill and helped her waking up process, my second sentence completed the process like an intravenous shot of double espresso. And I wasn’t done yet, because my numbed brain continued to blurt out more than I’d ever intended, as I carried on talking as a wide-eyed and now very awake Jill was all ears. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. I guess they didn’t tell you. Your new friend Riley felt sorry for me, all alone in my lonely hotel room all the way over here in LA. So when you and the boys were ‘otherwise preoccupied’ she snuck in your phone and propped it up so I could watch the fun and games yesterday.” 
 
    What followed was a surreal conversation that only half reflected my feelings. 
 
    “Oh shit. You must hate me, honey,” a panicky and even more awake looking Jill asked. 
 
    “No, darling. I could never hate you,” I reassured her. “Besides which, you asked me and I gave you my permission to see Josh and Freddy until I come home.” 
 
    Jill still looked worried and disconsolate. “Yes, honey. But I seem to remember you saying something about ‘taking it slow’. I think last night can hardly be called ‘taking it slow’.” 
 
    Foot firmly back in mouth, I continued. “And what about today?” 
 
    “Shit, you heard about that?” my worried wife added. 
 
    “Yes, honey. I heard your good friend Riley offering to alibi you all and ring in telling everyone you’re all terribly unwell. Definitely not well enough to go to work,” I added, tongue in cheek, hoping adding humor would make Jill feel a little better. 
 
    She still looked half distraught and worried. “Are you mad at me, honey? If you are, you have to tell me.” 
 
    I took a deep breath, finally trying to get control of what I was thinking and saying. 
 
    “No, Jill, honey. I’m not mad at you. Mostly I enjoyed watching you and the guys last night. It was hot. And it didn’t frighten me like how things got with Chris in the end,” I reassured her. 
 
    But like wives the world over, Jill could sense my unsaid ‘but’ and the look in her face meant she didn’t have to say anything, I knew I needed to answer her unasked question. 
 
    “Like I said, I really enjoyed watching most of the time, but a small bit of me saw how you reacted, how you reacted stronger than I’ve ever seen you in the past, and a small part of me did start worrying where this might lead …” 
 
    Jill smiled and for the first time looked relaxed. “Oh, Dave darling. You do worry. I promise you there’s nothing there for you to worry about. What you saw last night was just sex. Raw, unadulterated, physical sex. A woman enjoying the excitement of two very capable new lovers, with all the excitement of a new toy and all the eroticism of a white woman exploring the taboo of sex with not one but two black guys.” 
 
    Jill looked into my eyes to gauge my reaction. “Honey, I’ll admit the sex with Josh and Freddy was pretty amazing. But I promise you that you have nothing to worry about.” 
 
    A part of my brain nearly said out loud ‘but you promised me before you’d never leave me for Chris, and look how that nearly ended’ but I was now in control enough to keep that thought to myself. Instead, I pursued a different line. 
 
    “Pretty amazing? Best you’ve ever had, would you say?” I asked, trying to smile and keep a light tone in my voice although a big part of me wanted to make a more serious point. 
 
    Jill giggled. “Did I say that last night? It sounds like something I might have said. Things did get pretty hot and heated last night.” 
 
    And then Jill’s smile weakened as she looked a little concerned. “Honey, you don’t mind, do you. If I said that? If I said any other stuff, you know, in the heat of the moment.” 
 
    I didn’t mean to, but I delayed giving my answer quite some moments. It wasn’t intentional, but I immediately saw the way my delay amped up the look of worry on Jill’s face. And it gave me a small sense of power that I enjoyed, feeling it had just for a moment redressed the balance. 
 
    Jill needed reassurance. “Honey, we used to play those word games with Chris. I thought you enjoyed them, liked hearing me say things like that to tease you. I thought you wouldn’t mind me saying things like that to the guys.” 
 
    The speech bubble in my head corrected Jill. ‘Yes, but with Chris, I was there. With Josh and Freddy, you had no idea I was listening or watching. You said those things to our black neighbors because you meant them.’ But I didn’t say it out loud. 
 
    What I said out loud was a different part of the truth. “I’m okay with it, honey. It’s all just part of the game, right? As long as you come home to me at the end of the day, then I’m okay with it. With you and Josh, and with you and Freddy.” 
 
    Jill smiled. A smile that belied how tired she must have been feeling. 
 
    “I promise. My darling husband, I promise that I’ll always come home to you.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
     Wednesday morning, 30th May 2018 
 
    My conversation with Jill had lasted so long that I didn’t have time for breakfast and had to make do with some brought in pastries and coffee when we got to our offices. But a missed breakfast was a price worth paying to talk to Jill and to hear her words of reassurance. 
 
    Being driven across town I’d tried to concentrate on what the team was telling me, but my mind was fighting an internal war. Mostly reassured by Jill’s words about always coming home, and how she’d kept this same promise to me during her long affair with Chris. But a smaller, nagging part of my brain reminding me that although she had indeed kept her promise, it had been a close-run thing. And that even if it was just for a few minutes, when she’d been at Chris’s that last weekend she had agreed to leave me and move with him to California, before coming to her senses and changing her mind. 
 
    While this internal war stopped me concentrating while we were driving, when we reached the office my brain had the activity of the day to help it block out thoughts of Jill’s promise and what was probably going on right now back in Miami. Especially as the client meeting was timed for three p.m. and we had plenty of work to do before then. 
 
    The more I dug into what the local team had done, the more I felt depressed and angry. They’d made so many elementary mistakes in the analysis and modeling they’d done that it was no wonder the client was so angry with us. I knew this wasn’t going to be a quick fix and I forced the team to build a methodical, logical and well-thought plan to fix what they should have done first time around. 
 
    As they built the plan, I saw what I’d hoped would be a two or three-week timeline extend out and out until it occupied pretty much all of June, July, and August. My only comfort coming from the fact these three clowns in front of me most certainly wouldn’t be getting a bonus in 2018 and that depending on how they did over the next few months some or all of them might be looking for new jobs once we’d fixed the problem. 
 
    The meeting with the client went well and they accepted the plan we shared for fixing the problem, but understandably they stated very clearly that their board wouldn’t make a decision on compensation or litigation until we delivered on the fix. The inference was clear. ‘Perform well over the next few months and my company might just escape with only minor financial and reputational damage. Don’t perform and well, you can imagine …’ 
 
    The meeting broke up just after five, with my opposite number in the client company shaking my hand and telling me that he’d take our plan to his board and would call me back as soon as he could with an answer. I knew that, realistically, this was the best outcome we could have hoped for, so as I watched the elevator doors close behind them I felt a wave of relief wash over me. There was still a slim chance we could escape this monumental balls-up with the shirts still on our backs. 
 
    I told the guys I’d call them tomorrow, making it clear I had no desire to have dinner with them. I think they felt the same, knowing full well how pissed I was at them both as individuals and as a group. They had even less desire to dine with a pissed boss than I had to make small talk with three people who’d behaved so badly and caused me so much trouble. 
 
    There was still one flight back home to Miami, but it left at nine and would only land back in Miami at five in the morning. I was torn between staying the night and heading back tomorrow at a more civilized time and rushing back to reclaim Jill and keep a watchful eye on the new love interest in her life. 
 
    Not surprisingly, my need to be back close to Jill won out over the tiredness that was now overtaking my mind and body, now that the adrenaline rush had worn off. Having made up my mind I decided to ring Jill, a decision which had the benefit of another kick of adrenaline as I wondered what sights or sounds I might be about to witness. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    “Hi honey,” my smiling and bikini-clad wife greeted me, Jill’s revealing royal-blue bikini being the naughtiest thing greeting me on a call that had been triple-X rated the last few times I’d dialed. 
 
    I could see our neighbors’ pool in the background and could hear the sound of frolicking and laughing in the background. 
 
    “How was your day, darling,” my happy-looking wife asked. 
 
    “Not bad, not bad at all,” I smiled back in return. 
 
    There was a moment of awkward silence between us. Despite all that had happened these last months, I guess the conventional part of each of us still ran deep. Both of us feeling a little strange that my call had found Jill frolicking with our three black neighbors in a very skimpy bikini. 
 
    I was the first to break the silence and relax the mood. “Well, if my day wasn’t bad, it looks like someone had an even better day. That they made the most of their unexpected sick leave day.” 
 
    Jill grinned. “Well, I’m sure my loving husband wouldn’t want his poor little wife getting all sad and lonely while he’s away. At least, not while there are three handsome and hunky young black guys just next door, willing to be perfect gentlemen and keep her company.” 
 
    Ahh! Jill had always known just what to say to wind me up. To wind me around her little finger. 
 
    As Jill and I chatted, with her being a little modest and evasive about her day’s activities, for some reason it came into my head that I’d not let on the time of my flight. So that I could surprise her. A wicked corner of my brain realized that if I told her I’d see her tomorrow, she’d naturally assume that I’d take a morning flight and see her at the end of the day when she finished work. Rather than just before six a.m. when my cab would bring me home from the airport. If I told her this, that I’d see her tomorrow, I wasn’t lying, which I never wanted to do with Jill. I was just being ‘economical with the truth’ and allowing her to draw her own conclusions about when on Thursday she’d see me. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill and I couldn’t talk for long as I had to book my flight, pack, checkout and then dash for the airport. Each of these seemed to take forever, and the flight itself seemed to last an eternity. How could a five-hour flight seem to last so long? At least I managed to get some sleep on the plane, which I greatly needed as I’d only had a few hours' sleep last night and the stress of the project recovery and Jill’s games back home had taken their toll. 
 
    Finally, I was clear of the arrivals area and jumping into the cab. Glad that at this time of the day the journey from MIA to our home in Pinecrest would only take twenty minutes. Feeling a bit of a fraud, I asked the cab driver to try and keep the noise down to avoid waking the neighbors, explaining that we had some bad-tempered neighbors. Failing to share my real reason for wanting him to be as quiet as he could at five-thirty in the morning. 
 
    Since Chris had left for California, Jill’s days were less busy and she’d developed the habit of sleeping-in until seven, allowing herself an hour to leave the house so she could reach work by eight-forty-five, which was okay with her reduced workload. 
 
    So, as I slowly turned the lock and silently eased the door inwards in its frame, I knew it was pretty certain I’d still find Jill asleep. But as I eased the door back into the frame with equal care as I’d opened it, it suddenly occurred to me that yes she’d be asleep, but where? There was no guarantee that she’d be upstairs asleep in our home. 
 
    She might just as well be sleeping next door in the bed of one of our neighbors. A latter-day Goldilocks – trying to find the bed with the perfect temperature for her newly hungry married pussy. Or should that have been the perfect cock size? (Although that smacked more of Cinderella, Prince Charming and a slightly different type of size test than in the original.) 
 
    The thought that she might not be there, that she might be next door with one or more of her lovers, both excited and worried me. Just as it had done on those occasions when Jill had started sleeping over with her boyfriend Chris. 
 
    Chris? It suddenly came back to me that I’d still not had the chance to tell Jill about meeting Chris in the hotel in LA and about his admission that I’d won out over him and how envious he felt of me. Funny, at the time it had felt such a big deal. But here I was just two days later and it didn’t seem a big deal anymore. The world seemed to have moved on. Jill seemed to have moved on. And the source of the mixed excitement and threat to our marriage was no longer Chris and his and Jill’s emotional attachment. It was Jill and the way she responded to Josh and Freddy’s dark bodies, big cocks and the amazing way they fucked her. And to be totally fair, not just the way Jill responded to this, but the way I got off on watching Jill’s response. 
 
    Ever since I was young, I’ve always been a highly impatient person, and this morning was no exception. Having shut the door as quietly as I could and placed my travel bags by the door, I tip-toed towards the stairs. Fifty-fifty as to whether finding Jill upstairs or finding her absent would provide me with the biggest buzz. 
 
    The house was still dark and my eyes hadn’t adjusted to the lack of light, so I was staring down at the first step as I slowly headed up. Jill’s always had a habit of leaving stuff on the stairs which bugs the safety-trained engineer in me, and so I was concentrating hard on the bottom of the stairs so as not to trip on something Jill had left and wake the whole house. 
 
    I was concentrating so hard that the first I knew about not being alone was when I jumped a foot in the air. 
 
    “Hey, man. We thought you weren’t back until much later.” 
 
    My eyes were slowly adjusting to the light and as the dark figure slowly descended the stairs. 
 
    The first thing I noticed was dreadlocks swinging in time with his steps. Freddy. Which just left one question. Was his buddy Josh upstairs with Jill as well, or had this been a one-man show? No doubt a toss of the dice or some such to see who would be lucky enough to spend the night with my lovely wife. My money was firmly on a double-act. After all, they’d shown no hesitation in always sharing Jill up until now. Why should tonight have been any different? 
 
    The second thing I noticed as the silhouetted figure continued to descend the stairs was the side-to-side swing of something dangling between his dark legs. As he got closer to me, I realized the obvious. Shit, our neighbor Freddy was wondering around butt naked in my house in the middle of the night, just like he owned the place. 
 
    He walked straight past me as if I wasn’t there, my eyes glued to his shiny and very naked ass as he headed into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey, Dave. You want a coffee or something, man? Or maybe from the look on your face you’d like something a little stronger,” he chuckled. 
 
    There was nothing malicious in his tone. As far as he knew, I’d given Jill permission to sleep with him and his buddy, and he was just seeing the funny side of a husband walking into his home in the early hours to find a butt naked black man having a morning piss and cup of coffee. 
 
    Like a moth to a candle, I followed our naked black neighbor into my own kitchen. He’d turned the light on and now in the bright neon light, I could see just how muscular and well-defined his body was. To his credit and to my relief, Freddy seemed more pre-occupied on getting his first coffee of the day than on commenting on the barely disguised way I was staring at his naked body. Who knows, maybe he’d had previous experience of it with other husbands whose wives he’d slept with. 
 
    Until now I’d only seen Freddy’s body on the small five-inch screen of my phone, where it had looked very virile and masculine, and where his cock had looked plenty impressive. But up close and in the flesh, and under the high-intensity neon glare, everything seemed more exaggerated and bigger. His skin seemed darker and to have an even more pronounced sheen than I’d seen on the phone. His chest seemed broader, his pecs stood out more and his whole frame seemed far bigger than mine. 
 
    And his limp, dangling cock seemed both longer and thicker than when I’d seen it before through the marvels of FaceTime. I felt myself swallow nervously as I realized that even limp his dark cock was both a little thicker and a little longer than my own cock is when it’s hard. Even limp and off-duty’ he must have been nearly seven inches long. 
 
    I was lost for words. What do you say to a naked man making a coffee for himself in your kitchen when you know he’s just popped down before popping back upstairs to sleep with and most probably then have morning sex with your wife? 
 
    Thankfully my dilemma about what to say was solved as Freddy had made his coffee and started heading back upstairs. Winking at me as he passed me. “I know you like to watch, Dave, so I’ll leave the door open a little.” 
 
    Still tongue-tied, I didn’t say anything in response, unable to stop myself watching his muscular backside as it receded from my view and climbed the stairs, its friend his dangling dick visible and then not visible as his legs climbed. 
 
    “And. Dave, as you’ve been such a good sport about all of this, I’ll not tell Jill or Josh that you’re home. That way you can know that you’re watching the real Jill. Raw and uncut, so to speak. The real Jill when her beloved white husband isn’t around,” he chuckled. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Still more than a little shell-shocked at finding a butt-naked black guy in my house, it took me a few moments to gather myself. Part of me wanted to stay downstairs, make a coffee, wait for Jill and retain some semblance of self-respect. But who was I kidding? Freddy had done a great job in baiting the line and barely seconds later I was climbing the stairs, following the path his black ass had climbed just seconds earlier. 
 
    As promised, our bedroom door was just slightly ajar. Padding along as quietly as I could, I brought my eyes to the crack in the door. I saw the scene inside my sharp intake of breath nearly gave the game away. My chest instantly tightened as I took in the sight. 
 
    Jill was lying face down in the middle of the bed, the duvet half-way down her otherwise naked body. As I looked on from the doorway near the foot of the bed, Josh was to her right and Freddy was to her left, kissing her softly. Jill was still only half-awake, but nonetheless she was responding with a low ‘mmm’ to the feel of Freddy’s soft lips on hers. 
 
    Josh was snuggled up in a spooning position behind Jill, slowly rubbing himself on Jill, while one hand played with the breast that Freddy hadn’t already claimed. 
 
    ‘Morning, gorgeous,” Freddy whispered loudly enough so I could hear. 
 
    This brought a smile from Jill. “Mmm, that sounds nice. Morning to you, lover.” 
 
    Feeling a little left out, Josh squeezed the boob he held, causing Jill to giggle as she remembered him, turning to place a hand on his face and kiss him, “And good morning to you too, my other big strong boy.” 
 
    Josh was hungry for Jill and didn’t let her turn back, placing his hand behind her head and continuing the kiss before finally allowing Jill to break for breath. 
 
    “Wow, what a lovely way for a girl to wake up. Two strong Romeos helping me into the day,” she giggled, still looking at Josh. 
 
    He smiled right back. “Well, now you’re awake… remember you said we could have you whenever and wherever we wanted… well, whenever is now, and wherever is right here.” 
 
    Jill broke into a big smile, sighing with a mock resigned tone, “What’s a girl to do? Where do you want me?” 
 
    Josh didn’t need Jill to move, because barely a second after Jill’s question I heard the little squeal of shock mixed with delight that told me that under the duvet he’d inserted himself into Jill. 
 
    Recovering from her surprise, Jill closed her eyes, an almost ethereal look on her face as she gave in to the sensations Josh was causing deep inside her body. “Mmm… you feel so good inside me, Josh. Whatever it is you’re doing, don’t stop it, lover.” 
 
    There slow and languid love-making continued like this for a few minutes, Jill’s face and moans continuing to tell me how much she was enjoying her early morning Josh. But as inevitably, as all three of them woke up a little more, the slow love-making gave way to more energetic and forceful sex. 
 
    For the next half hour or so the boys moved Jill all around our bed as they had their way with her in whichever combination and position took their fancy. First up she was dragged to the position I’d seen the last time, with her head hanging upside down over the edge of the bed. Perfect for her to deep throat Freddy as he squeezed her big boobs while his buddy Josh deep-dicked her from the other end of the bed. 
 
    After a while they grew bored with this position and re-arranged my happily compliant wife so she was standing at the foot of the bed, leaning forward with hands on the bed and her succulent boobs hanging down just begging to be squeezed and caressed. Which is exactly what the boys did as they took it in turns to give Jill a fast and vigorous fucking from behind. The room filled with the sounds of their dark brown thighs slapping hard and repeatedly against Jill’s shapely rear, mixed with the sounds of Jill’s moaning and groaning as they worked her over real good. 
 
    Every few minutes the guys would switch over, Jill sighing her frustration as the old dick vacated her pussy, then moaned her satisfaction as she was once again occupied by one of the two stallions servicing a prize mare. 
 
    This switching allowed them to keep up a ferocious pace, the boys timing their switch to come after each had brought Jill to a shattering orgasm. Needless to say, Jill enjoyed a handful of orgasms before the boys were done with this position, her pleasure coming from the way they were sexing her and from the trash-talking that Freddy soon started up. 
 
    His hips were slamming in and out against Jill’s upturned ass as he teased and taunted her, getting her to repeat all the things I’d heard her say over the phone the other day. Only this time I was up close and personal, which is exactly why Freddy was playing this game. Enjoying the fact that I was outside listening, and Jill was saying all these things totally unaware that her loving husband was just a few feet away, heart thumping and brow sweating as I heard my beloved betray me with every new word. Always answering in the affirmative to the black man fucking her so well. Like one of Pavlov’s Dogs, rewarding her as each new word declared her obedience and submissiveness. 
 
    Yes, they could have her whenever they wanted. Even if her husband was at home. Yes, she loved their big black cocks, and yes, they were better than white cocks. With her final betrayal being what had stuck so firm in my mind the other day, her eager and passionate declaration that yes, the sex they were giving her was the best she’d ever experienced in her life. 
 
    None of this was new to me, but hearing it while my ears were filled with the sounds of Jill’s ecstatic pleasure and while she was only standing feet away from me gave the same words as before far greater impact. It was like comparing a thirty-eight revolver bullet to a fifteen-inch battleship shell. One might pierce your heart and severely wound you. The other literally destroys you and the whole world around you. 
 
    Having played his game with me by winning all these declarations from her, Freddy played his final trick by whispering in his buddy’s ear and then telling Jill to kneel between them. I thought he wanted Jill to make a final act of submission by drinking down their seed. But he had other ideas, telling Jill they were going to cum on her face and boobs. As a sign that they now owned her, and so that she’d be able to feel and taste them on her skin all day at work. Until they reclaimed her again that evening. 
 
    Part of me was horrified and worried by his words. About his statement that they now owned Jill, guaranteed to make me fearful after all that happened with Chris, and about the sordid symbolism of it all. But a bigger part loved the whole thing – unable to think of a more erotic or debauched way of ending their session and sending Jill off into her prim and proper corporate world. 
 
    I pushed the worries to the back of my mind as I watched my smiling wife receive two large and juicy loads of male seed on her face and boobs. Clutching my pounding chest as I saw it spurt in the air and cover parts of her eyes, nose, and cheeks. Starting to slowly run downwards until small parts of their cream dripped from Jill’s chin. Dripping onto my wife’s heaving breasts, joining the jizz the boys had already deposited on the breasts they loved so much. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I finally headed downstairs when the spattering of Jill’s face and body with their Jizz had marked the end of their sex games with Jill. 
 
    Sitting in the kitchen, I was a man in a trance as I waited downstairs for Jill to appear in our kitchen. The mix between the tender kisses and then the sex session in which Jill was happy to be submissive to their needs and words had left a deep impression on me. Bringing back to the front of my skull that head-pounding fear about where all this might end up. Wondering if a marriage that had only just survived the thirty-eight bullet of Jill’s affair with Chris would survive the battleship shell that seemed to now be a very nearby and frequent part of our marriage. 
 
    Looking at the clock I saw it was already seven, Jill’s normal getting up time. Josh and Freddy had used my compliant and very happy wife as their sex toy for a full hour-and-a-half, bringing her to more shattering climaxes than I could remember. 
 
    I heard the shower start and tried to calm myself, thinking she’d be down soon for coffee and her customary light breakfast. I’d just managed to slow my breathing and pulse when I heard a piercing cry ring out over the sound of the shower. Followed by a steady rhythmic bumping of something hitting against one of the walls. 
 
    Rushing upstairs I peeked around the bedroom door, greeted by a still naked Freddy who winked at me. “Sorry, Dave. When I told Josh you already arrived home, he thought he needed one final piece of Jill’s fine pussy, just in case she’s out of bounds later. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    Despite all the things he’d said in the trash-talking, he looked like he genuinely wanted to know that I was okay. That he’d not pushed things too far. His small gesture helped me relax and feel better, and I reached out and placed my hand on his shoulder. “I’m okay,” I told him, trying for my best relaxed and okay face. 
 
    Relaxing, he smiled at me and gestured towards the shower. “Help yourself, Dave,” he said, winking again, “After all, it’s your house and your wife, I’m sure they won’t mind.” 
 
    I was incapable of resisting, my ‘I’m okay’ face having taken a back seat to my nervous ‘can I really handle this’ face as I gently eased the bathroom door open. I was hit by a wall of steam, which slowly cleared and allowed me to see the source of all the wall thumping. The sight that greeted me through the semi-opaque shower glass was the vision of two people joined as one. Josh’s broad and dark back was the main thing I saw, with Jill’s long white legs and arms wrapped around him as he fucked her standing up. Each deep stroke of his big cock pushing Jill back against the wall, making her squeal with delight and cling to him a little tighter. Each time her ass thumped against the wall by the power of his thrust, shaking the walls and audible all over the house. 
 
    I was frozen to the spot, barely four feet from the hypnotizing sight in front of me. Josh not seeing me as he was facing away, Jill not seeing me as her eyes were shut tight in response to the deep fucking she was getting. 
 
    I stood there as if turned to stone, I felt a body push past me as Freddy headed to the shower and pulled the door open. “Hey you two, why don’t you cool it a little, you’ve got company.” 
 
    The lovers jumped as they heard Freddy and his words sank in, although they had very different reactions. With his hands still supporting Jill’s weight and his cock still deep in another man’s property, he turned and gave me a cocky smile. “Hey, Dave. Great to see you. I hope you don’t mind, but we thought you were back later and didn’t want to leave the little lady all lonely and alone.” 
 
    Jill’s reaction couldn’t have been more different, her face a mask of shock, concern, and anxiety. “Honey, you’re back! I thought you were only back this afternoon.” We stared at each other in silence for what seemed an eternity before Jill finally asked, “Honey, are you mad at me? Have I screwed up?” 
 
    Just as Freddy’s concern had reassured me, so Jill’s guilty and concerned face and questioning made me feel better. I was shaking like a leaf but I managed to tell her what I was feeling. “Honey, it’s okay. I must admit, it’s quite some welcome home present. So no, I’m not mad and you’re not in trouble. I gave you permission, so I can hardly blame you for making the most of it." 
 
    Jill’s face slowly showed fewer nerves which made me feel happy, as whatever my feelings I always hated seeing the woman I loved upset or in any kind of distress. The other person who was happy was Josh, who with one long dark finger turned Jill’s face away from me and back to face him so he could kiss her. One small, tentative kiss progressing through to a long, tongue-fighting, breath sucking deep kiss, as he recaptured Jill and got her back focused on him. 
 
    My cock hard but my chest-beating, I gave up the unequal battle. “I’ll see you downstairs, honey,” my parting shot. 
 
    I felt Freddy’s hand on my shoulder. “Hey, Dave. No need to leave. We’re all consenting adults here. Why don’t you stay and watch the show? I’m sure our horny lovers won’t mind.” 
 
    If watching through the crack in the door had been intense enough, watching just feet and inches away was something else as Josh resumed his steamy shower pounding of my overwhelmed and very happy wife. Jill’s squeals and sobs were etched into my neural pathways as the four of us stood there in our too-small bathroom, sobs, and squeals which only seemed louder when Freddy took Josh’s place. 
 
    His strength finally tiring, as he passed my wife to his buddy Freddy as if she weighed nothing, as if she was just the baton in some deviant sexual relay race. Freddy standing bolt upright as he supported Jill’s weight, her arms transferred around his neck as he lowered her down and impaled her on his proud black cock. 
 
    I don’t know if it was the hard material of the ceramic tiles, but the whole bathroom seemed to reverberate with the moans and sobs from my oh so happy wife. As she received another deep and satisfying fuck. 
 
    Finally, the three lovers had to draw things to an end, none of them seeming to want another day’s absence on their work records. Having cum on Jill’s face the last time, this time they wanted to cum deep in her womanly depths. Both roaring like black bulls as Jill clung to them crying out in climax as she accepted jet after jet of their virile seed deep into her body. 
 
    Josh was the second to serve my beautiful mare in this way, and this time I did indeed head downstairs. Leaving Jill to recover, clean herself up and dress. Looking at the clock and knowing the trio’s love-making had occupied so much time that Jill and I wouldn’t have time for anything more than a peck on the cheek and a ‘see you later’ before she had to run for work. 
 
    One-by-one the three of them trooped downstairs, through the kitchen and out. All with a different farewell, Jill’s as time-pressured and brief as I’d guessed it would be. 
 
    The house suddenly seemed incredibly quiet, all the more so as I looked out into the garden and remembered earlier years. The garden filled with the shrieks of laughter of our three beautiful children, Jill and me running around after them, alternately playmates, nurses and general comforters. 
 
    These memories slowly ebbed, replaced by the sights and sounds from earlier this morning. Making me realize how far our lives and marriage had changed in the last few months. Making me realize how much Jill and I needed to talk when she got home from work. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
     Thursday evening, 31st May 2018 
 
    Having taken the trouble to drag my tired body onto a five-hour night flight from LA to Miami, my welcome home present had been a greeting from a butt-naked Freddy who greeted me in my own home, his big dangling dick hanging limp and threatening between his muscular legs. 
 
    The second part of my welcome home present had been watching two long rounds of sexual athletics between my beautiful wife Jill and her two new lovers, Josh and Freddy, the two early-thirties black teachers who lived right next door to us. 
 
    Our house had been filled with Jill’s moans and squeals of passion as the two guys had used their big black cocks to good effect, fucking her to so many orgasms that she was weak and barely able to walk in the end. A physical spectacle accompanied by trash-talking for my benefit, as Jill (unaware of my presence) told them how great they were, that she’d never had better and that they were welcome to have her whenever they wanted. A physical spectacle that ended first time round as they dumped their jizz on my submissive wife’s face and tits. Second time around choosing instead to dump the last of their virile seed deep into Jill’s body. 
 
    I toyed with the idea of going into work but decided against it. Everyone expected me to be on the flight back to Miami today, and as I’d traveled back in my own time, I felt no qualms about taking the day off. In some ways, having work to think about would have been a good thing, but I also wanted time and space to think things through before Jill returned home. 
 
    Not surprisingly, with an empty house and only these remembered sounds and sights to keep me company, those ten hours from when Jill left at eight until she returned at six seemed to drag at a snail’s pace. 
 
    With so much time on my hands, as well as thinking about the future and the talk Jill and I needed, I also had time to think about all of the things that had happened since that infamous BBQ back in July last year. When watching Callan, Byron and Craig vying for Jill’s attention like three rutting male stags set off a train of thoughts and train of events that had led to the events of earlier today. And had led to the conversation that I knew Jill and me had to have when she returned from work. 
 
    I thought about how much our lives and marriage had changed. At the time, what we’d done with Daryl had seemed huge. But now looking back through the lens of the long and passionate affair Jill had enjoyed with Chris, what we’d done with Daryl seemed small and insignificant in comparison. Its significance lay not in what we did with Daryl, but rather in the fact it was the first step on the slippery slope. And in the demons it had unleashed, which had ultimately led to that terrible weekend when I thought I’d lost Jill to Chris. 
 
    I couldn’t help but wonder if I should now consider Chris as another stepping stone to something even bigger and more frightening than what we’d done with Jill’s boss. Whether after what had happened with Chris, Jill was now a totally changed woman. Without any boundaries, happy to let Josh and Freddy and maybe even other black guys dominate her and treat her like a common whore. 
 
    I didn’t want to think this, but I couldn’t shake the evidence I’d seen and heard since I’d left for LA, less than four days ago. During those three nights, I’d witnessed at first hand Jill letting these young black guys do whatever they wanted to do on each and every night. I’d watched as they’d tag-teamed her, bent her over the edge of the bed to deep throat her mouth and fuck her face, and even gone so far as to stuff her pussy full of both of their cocks at the same time. 
 
    The guys had trash-talked Jill, and she’d repeatedly told them exactly what they wanted to hear. That she loved their black cocks, that the two of them gave her the best sex she’d ever known and that the guys could have her whenever they wanted. 
 
    The way Jill was responding to these two young black guys had me confused and worried. Whenever we’d been able to properly talk about it, I’d ended up feeling reassured. Reassured of Jill’s love for me, that it was just sex with the guys and that she’d never leave me for them or anything like what they offered. But still, whenever I saw them together, the fears and worries came back. She seemed so in love with the way they treated her, the pleasure they could give her and the whole taboo aspect of the set-up. I worried about how far they might push her and she might be prepared to go. 
 
    What worried me nearly as much was my own reaction to this. Despite what had happened with Chris, I was back sucking on that crack-pipe of dangerous pleasure. Wantonly pushing the dangers to the back of my mind as I mentally salivated at the prospect of Jill acting so sluttily with these two young black guys. The whole interracial and forbidden nature adding to my kick just like it did for Jill. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    By the time Jill finally walked through our front door just before six in the evening, I was a very confused and tired man. My hours of thinking and contemplation hadn’t given me any clarity or comfort. 
 
    Jill was carrying grocery bags and looked very pleased with herself. “Hi honey,” she called out before she was even properly in the house. Wrapping her arms around me and kissing me with a passion and warmth that felt amazing. 
 
    “I missed you so much, baby,” she beamed at me when she finally ended the kiss. My inner voice whispering ‘you sure as hell didn’t look like you were missing me.’ 
 
    Jill immediately started fussing around the kitchen, telling me she wanted to make me a special dinner. I really wanted to make love to her and then assuage my fears by talking through all the things I knew we needed to discuss. But Jill shooed me from the kitchen, telling me she didn’t want me under her feet while she cooked my special meal. 
 
    I could have insisted, and dragged her off to bed. But my intuition told me to go with the flow. If this is how Jill wanted to start to say thank you to me for the last four days, then best to graciously accept her gift and then take things on from there. 
 
    I also knew Jill well enough to be pretty certain that she was as nervous about the upcoming conversation as I was, and that this was her way of building a bridge of normality and re-connection between us before tackling the trickier subjects that lay ahead. 
 
    We chatted our way through dinner and when the meal was finished I couldn’t stand it any longer. I pulled Jill up from her chair and kissed her with a need and hunger that surprised even me. When we broke for air, Jill brushed her hair back and giggled. “Wow, where did that come from? Maybe I should send you away on business more often.” 
 
    That was just the opener. I dragged Jill upstairs and virtually tore her clothes off. Looking at her naked beauty with fresh eyes. What I’d been denied these last four days as others had ravished my wife suddenly looked like the most beautiful and erotic body on earth. The shape of her full breasts, the curl of her long hair, the soft neck waiting to be kissed. I felt almost sick with desire, harder than I’d felt in many a year as I lay my beautiful best friend and wife back on the bed and entered her. 
 
    I might not have been as long or as thick as the men who’d pleasured her so recently, but that was just mechanics. Just depth and girth. What I had was Jill’s heart, as I saw her endless love shining out from those beautiful hazel eyes. 
 
    I thought for a moment she was going to say something provocative and teasing. Something like, ‘come on, lover boy, reclaim your wife.’ But she stopped herself, like me, knowing that this special moment was about her and me. Dave and Jill. Not about anyone else we might have included in our lives, as toys and playthings for our entertainment. 
 
    As my hips started rocking back and forth, we were happy to be re-connected as a couple. Alternately happy to just gaze into each other’s eyes and then share soft and tender kisses. 
 
    As we rode that ship of love I suddenly felt a burning need to tell Jill something. “You know honey, I never want to lose you. It would break my heart. I’m happy to play our games. I really don’t mind and I enjoy them as much as you. Just as long as I never lose you to some other guy.” 
 
    “Dave, honey. You never will. You’re the one that I love. You’re my man. My soulmate and best friend. The man whose children I carried in my body. The man who helped me raise those children. Our children. Just as you’re going to help me raise our children’s children.” 
 
    Jill’s words were the most wonderful poetry I’d ever heard. My heart soared as I looked into her face, saw the love and heard the words. After these words, neither of us needed to say anything else as we made love. We were happy for our bodies to do the talking. As I gave Jill my all, rejoicing in the soft touch and scent of her body and the way she owned me with her legs wrapped around the small of my back. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Our first bout of love-making over, Jill snuggled up to me with her head nuzzled on my chest. Both of us lost in our thoughts. 
 
    “You know it’s different, right?” she declared, as if I was meant to read her mind. 
 
    “What’s different?” I asked like all husbands everywhere. 
 
    “The sex, silly. The sex is different. With you, with us, it’s making love. Wonderful, soulful love-making. Two people using our bodies to crown and celebrate the deep love between us. A real love that’s given birth to life, nurtured that life. Dried its tears and made it laugh.” 
 
    “With them,” she continued, “it’s totally different. With Freddy and Josh, it’s raw, animalistic, lust-filled sex. It’s a cock in a pussy, bodies banging hard as the male pounds deep and stretches. As the female accepts the male, accepts him physically and gives herself up to the pleasure of skillful mating with a large phallus.” 
 
    “And what about the color thing? Where does that fit in?” I asked, slowly stroking Jill’s long brown hair. 
 
    “Well, that’s just the icing on the cake. The sexy and oh, so erotic taboo. Going against centuries and centuries of indoctrinated prejudice. Of stories told about black bogeymen and black slaves who’d take and breed the white females given half a chance,” she giggled but meaning every word. “Can you imagine, with such deeply told fears, it adds a huge dollop of spice to the raw sex.” 
 
    I knew what Jill was saying was true. It was just like my sexy and wonderful wife to put it so simply but so accurately. Her words giving me ninety-percent reassurance and ten-percent spine-tingling fear and anticipation. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    It was after our second bout of equally wonderful love-making that Jill and I finally had re-connected enough and satisfied our need for each other enough to talk about ‘what next’. 
 
    I’d only given Jill my approval and agreement for her to sleep with Josh and Freddy until I returned. It was like I’d allowed her a trial test-drive period with a new car, or two new cars to be precise. And now we had to decide whether to buy the car or return it to the disappointed salesman. 
 
    Jill’s earlier words about how I was and always would be the only man for her, and her words about the difference between sex and making love had given me a huge boost of confidence and reassurance. Buoyed by this, the kinky pervert in me was fully back in control and I decided I wanted to enjoy the rush of getting Jill to tell me what it was she wanted to do next and to happen next in her new relationship with Freddy and Josh. 
 
    Her head was still nuzzled on my chest so it was easy to lean down and kiss her soft lips. “Jill, honey, before I tell you what I think, I want to hear what you want.” I gave her an especially serious and sincere look to really get my point across. “And, honey, I don’t want you to sugar-coating it, I want to know the total, unvarnished truth. We’ve got two young guys living next door who, by your own admission, have been giving you the best sex you’ve ever had. We’ve agreed with them it’s just about the sex. And you know that I love you more than life itself and that I want you to be happy. And that I’m happy for you to do pretty much anything your comfortable with, so long as I know you’re always coming home to me at the end of the day.” 
 
    I’d said my piece and I just looked lovingly into Jill’s eyes. Sensing the hesitation, as if she wasn’t sure she could really be totally open with me and tell me what she really wanted. 
 
    Another soft, reassuring kiss. “Remember honey, after all, we’ve been through, you can’t shock me. We’re a team, united as one person, always together as long as we always openly share with each other.” 
 
    I could almost see my words sinking in as Jill’s expression slowly softened, a decision made to be totally open with me. 
 
    “I don’t deserve you, honey,” she said, small tears in the corners of her eyes and her voice breaking a little. “You’re the best, most loving, most unselfish husband a woman could ask for.” 
 
    I smiled and just held her hand, knowing not to interrupt as she was just getting started. 
 
    She stroked the side of my face with loving tenderness, about to make herself vulnerable by sharing her true desires. “Dave, honey, it’s only because I love you so much and that you asked me to be totally honest with you that I’m going to tell you what it is I want. This is really hard for me baby, as I’m terrified of hurting you or upsetting you. But you asked for the truth. And I want you to know if you’re uncomfortable with any of this, then I don’t want to do it.” 
 
    I was beginning to wish I’d not asked Jill to be so open and honest. What as it that she was about to tell me that had her so worried about my reaction. She squeezed my hand and from the look in her eyes, I knew the preamble was over. 
 
    “Honey, Josh, and Freddy are good guys. They may look all rough and street on the surface, but underneath that, they’re just regular guys. Remember, they’re both college graduates and respectable educators by day. And they have no desire to crap on their own doorstep. They like you, they think you're cool and they don’t want to do anything that’s going to create trouble.” 
 
    “They told me that now that we’ve become lovers, they’d love to carry on screwing me, even though you’re now back. Wherever and whenever they get the chance,” my sexy wife smiled at the thought, before turning serious with a concerned look. “But only if you’re okay with it. They said they don’t want any bad blood or trouble. So they only want to carry on seeing me if you’re a hundred percent on board with it, honey.” 
 
    Jill was deliberately prevaricating, delaying the moment when she knew she’d have to reveal her own feelings and desires. “Honey, so far you’ve only told me what Josh and Freddy want to do. What about you, sweetheart? Do you want what they want? Do you want to be available to Freddy and Josh whenever they want you?” 
 
    I could tell how difficult for her it was, but Jill summoned all her inner strength and lovingly looked me in the eye. “If I’m honest, then yes, darling. It is what I want. We both knew that once we opened this Pandora’s box, it was going to be difficult to close it again. After Daryl, Chris seemed a natural and great progression that made both of us happy, in our different ways. Chris going off to California solved a big problem, but it also left a big hole in my life. And if you’re honest about it, it also left a big hole in your life. You’ve grown to enjoy these games just as much as I have,” she said with a smiling and gentle honesty. 
 
    Jill was nearly done. “And with Chris gone, fate seems to put Freddy, Josh, and Byron next door. To fill the Chris-shaped hole in my life. So, honey, the ball’s in your court now. However embarrassing it was to tell you, I’ve been totally honest and open with you. Yes, I would like to try this. But only if you want it as well. What do you think?” 
 
    I loved this woman. I loved her heart, her warmth and her sexy and growing zest for exploring all that life had to offer. From what had happened with Chris, I wasn’t stupid enough to think this thing was without risk, and that it would contain rough and smooth. But I also knew that just as Jill wanted to see how things went with Josh and Freddy, deep down I wanted it just as much as she did. 
 
    And maybe the deepest realization was that seeing her eagerness to try this new way of life only spurred me on. The fear and worry were still there, but the knowledge of her excitement supercharged my own need and lust to do this thing. Whatever the risks and hurts that might be there alongside the thrills. 
 
    My mind made up I looked into Jill’s beautiful hazel eyes and spoke in a quiet and shaky voice. “Okay, darling. Let’s take it one day at a time, but I want you to carry on seeing Freddy and Josh.” Jill gave me a big hug, kissed me softly and looked at me with deep love. “We won’t regret it, my love. It won’t end up like it did with Chris. This is different, it’ll be better.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Friday was a great day. Everything seemed to come together perfectly. The bedrock of my life, my marriage, and relationship with Jill was in good order after our heart-to-heart and reconnection the night before. All seemed to be good at work, as I awaited positive news from the client when their board considered the recovery plan we proposed. And I had the kinky pleasures of Jill’s relationship with Josh and Freddy to look forward to as a spicy addition to our wonderful marriage. 
 
    This feeling of ‘all is well in the world’ was made even better by a wonderful dinner, movie and then love-making session with Jill. Having dealt with all the difficult stuff the night before, when we returned from the movie, our love-making was in some ways even better than the night before. In parts tender and loving, in parts passionate and raw. I think both of us were spurred on and excited in our different ways by the entry into our lives of Jill’s two new lovers. Because of the pain Chris had caused, neither of us liked to admit it, but we both missed the spark of excitement that Jill’s affair had injected into our twenty-plus year marriage. 
 
    Having made love twice, which was unusual for this particular fifty-one-year-old man, Jill and I drifted off to sleep in each other's arms. The last two things we discussed being the two very different topics of our son John’s upcoming wedding, now just three weeks away, and the less happy subject of Callan and Charlotte’s impending divorce. 
 
    Saturday was even better than Friday as Jill and I got to spend the whole day together. We made love when we woke up, headed out to a favorite restaurant for breakfast and then spent a good few hours browsing through Jill’s favorite strip mall, Bird and Ludlam. I’m not as keen a shopper as Jill, but even I enjoyed looking through the various vintage items found in some of it’s more interesting shops. 
 
    While Jill was getting all nostalgic about some old records she’d found that she’d loved in her teenage years, I was getting equally emotional looking at some old Batman and Thunderbirds toys. I’d wanted them as a kid, but been unable to afford them. Today I felt like treating myself, matching Jill’s purchase of three old thirty-threes and some eighties fashion items. 
 
    As we headed home we were both thinking what a great day it had been, my phone pinging with a text from Freddy. 
 
    Hey Dave, hope you and Jill have had a great day. Me and the boys are all watching the Marlins game later and doing some steaks. Do you want to come over around six? Prove to you we enjoy your company just as much as that of your better half. 
 
    Like all good wives, Jill was immediately nosey about who it was, and when I told her and relayed the message she went quiet for a minute, finally finding her voice. “What do you think, honey? Do you want to go? I’m sure the boys would love to say hi.” 
 
    “Are you sure it’s me they want to see?” was something I couldn’t resist asking her. 
 
    Jill just grinned, “I don’t know what you mean, honey. I’m a perfectly respectable married woman.” 
 
    “In which case, you won’t mind if we just toss a coin to see whether we pop over there or have a quiet night at home. After all, from what you say, you’re not invested in this in any way. A quiet night at home would be just as nice for you, I’m sure.” 
 
    Three seconds later the coin was ready, balanced on my thumb and forefinger. Like the turkey that dies of natural causes months before Thanksgiving, the little coin never got to fulfill its mission. It was grasped by the red-painted talons of the woman otherwise known as my wife, smiling sweetly and not intending to leave anything to chance. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    It was a typical late spring Miami day, temperatures just dipping down into the low eighties or high seventies. As Jill and I changed to go next door, we could already hear Josh and Freddy already goofing about in the pool, and so naturally Jill and I dressed in swimming gear. As I dried from the shower, my sexy wife coming up behind me and rubbing her big boobs against my back. Raising a questioning arched eyebrow and waving her tiny gold bikini in front of me, her question clear. Did I want her to wear the skimpy little gold number which had helped break the ice with the boys on Monday night? 
 
    I groaned out loud, which just made Jill laugh and wave it around all the more. “What do you think, honey? Could you stand to see your sweet wife putting her wares out there for Josh and Freddy to ogle at all evening? Do you think that would be fair to them and to you?” 
 
    As a rule, I loved this teasing side of Jill. It went hand in glove with the loving, compassionate side of her. Even after twenty-four years together, I was still head-over-heels about this wonderful woman. Such a wonderful mix of different parts, the sexy and fun part very much to the fore after our two wonderful days back together. 
 
    As she waved that tiny piece of material, I must have outwardly groaned at the dilemma. “What’s wrong, old man. Can’t make up your mind? Put your wife out there, on show for all those hunky guys who might just steal her away? Or dress her up in top-to-toe like some Amish woman from the nineteenth century?” 
 
    Needless to say, minutes later I was carrying a couple of six-packs as Jill and I sauntered next door, trying my best not to ogle my own wife whose charms were very evident underneath that small gold bikini, with only a matching semi-transparent beach throw and skirt to hide her sexy body on the short walk over. 
 
    “You got here,” Freddy whooped, “We thought you guys got lost on the way.” We were a whole fifteen minutes later than the suggested six o’clock, with the game not starting until seven. 
 
    Byron was inside cooking as apparently they’d had a problem with their BBQ, and seemed quiet and lost in his thoughts. Josh and Freddy were already in the pool, beers in hand and just relaxing and joking around. “You guys coming in?” Josh shouted out over the music coming from a boom box they’d placed by the pool. 
 
    I got the distinct idea they were more interested in Jill joining them than in me playing their pool games, and truthfully I’d have felt a little awkward. So I declined, offering to help Byron with the cooking, heading for the kitchen as Jill removed her beach wrap and skirt and stepped down into the pool. 
 
    The way the kitchen was arranged meant that facing the work area and cooker and talking to Byron I couldn’t easily keep an eye on what was happening in the pool. I had to make do with every so often turning around and grabbing a quick look, trying to make it seem natural and that I wasn’t spying on my own wife. 
 
    Byron asked me how my trip to LA had gone and I asked him about how things were in general and more specifically how they were now that he and Riley had split. I’d guessed right, as he confessed he was feeling a bit down now that it had really sunk in that Riley wanted a physical relationship with him. That she didn’t want anything more permanent or serious than just being fuck buddies. He seemed glad of having someone to talk to, telling me this wasn’t the kind of thing he could talk to Josh and Freddy about. 
 
    Adding that they’d all been good buddies for many years, but that when it came to girls and relationships they were just a couple of pussy hounds. Both of them joking that they’d settle down when they were in their sixties, and even then only if they’d lost their looks and pulling power. ‘Meatheads,’ as Byron declared almost like a father would joke about his errant teenage sons, hoping one day they’d grow out of it and mature a little. 
 
    All the while we were talking, my glances to the pool told me that while the three of them were having fun, nothing too much untoward seemed to be going on. But not for the want of trying on the part of Josh and Freddy. They were standing close to Jill and I could hear plenty of flirting and innuendo. But Jill kept them in order, something which left me feeling both relieved and a little disappointed. 
 
    Byron declared ‘food’s up’ just before seven and as Jill skipped up and out, aware of the boys' lustful gaze at her swinging ass, they reluctantly dragged themselves out of the pool and towards the house where they’d have to share Jill with her husband. 
 
    Everyone grabbed food and another drink and headed into the lounge to watch the game start. The Marlins were playing the Arizona Diamondbacks at their place and none of us were optimistic about our chances. They’d beaten us one-to-nine the night before and we were already on a four-game losing streak. Having finished second the year before, we were having a poor season, bottom of our division by some distance, whereas Arizona were top of a very tight West Division. The guys were shouting for the Marlins, but as newly arrived residents in Florida, they weren’t as upset by the Marlins’ poor performance as I was. 
 
    Their lounge was just a big extension of the kitchen and had three large sofas arranged around the T.V. in a horseshoe shape. Me, Freddy and Josh were the first to grab our food and sit down, each naturally parking ourselves on one of the big sofas. Jill came next and when Josh patted the seat next to him, she smiled and made a big show of sitting on my sofa and sitting right next to me, thigh to thigh and shoulder to shoulder. Josh’s only consolation a kiss she playfully blew to him, followed by a little wriggle of her ass to snuggle her even closer to me. 
 
    As the game entered the bottom of the third, Jill got up and headed out of the lounge, heading for the bathroom. A couple of minutes later, Josh asked anyone if they wanted another beer, and having handed three fresh cold ones around he remained in the kitchen, leaning on the granite-topped island and commenting on how lame our batters were in the fourth. We were already down five-to-zero and our guys didn’t get a single run in the fourth. 
 
    As Arizona started their fourth inning they started to bat as badly as us, for once looking like they might not get any runs this inning. Byron, Freddy and me were sucked into the game, laughing as we finally enjoyed a small victory as like us Arizona failed to score in the fourth. 
 
    I turned back to the kitchen to make a comment to Josh and realized he was no longer standing where he’d been next to the kitchen island. Immediately I felt a terrible nervous feeling in my stomach as I realized that Jill still hadn’t returned from what I’d assumed was a trip to the bathroom. She’d been gone for more than a quarter of an hour, which combined with Josh’s absence had my adrenal glands firing up on full power. Suddenly feeling light-headed with that familiar feeling in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    My stomach churning, I said nothing to the other guys and decided to wait for the break between innings to end before I went to see what had happened. Maybe there was an innocent explanation for the absence of Jill and Josh. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    My optimism about Jill and Josh’s joint absence lasted as long as it took me to walk from the lounge down the corridor that led to the bedrooms. Like our house, there were five bedrooms all running off one corridor on the ground level. It didn’t take long for me to locate the couple. They were obviously trying their best to be quiet and discrete, but listening at the third door left me in no doubt that Jill and Josh were in there and they were doing more than comparing notes about the game. 
 
    The rhythmic squeaking of the bed combined with the muffled but still audible feminine moans left me in no doubt as to what was happening behind the shut bedroom door. Hearing my wife’s soft whimpering and encouraging ‘yes, yes’ to her lover made me feel both incredibly jealous and aroused at the same time. Even as I asked myself why she’d snuck out and gone behind my back, I told myself the answer. 
 
    She’d had my permission already, but after the last few months, she and I both knew that doing it this way added an extra level of forbidden excitement and eroticism to the whole thing. Sneaking around behind her husband’s back, fucking another guy while her hubby was sat only feet away drinking a beer and watching the T.V. 
 
    I quietly pulled the ornate and old-style door handle down and pushed inwards as quietly as I could. There was no give, and I cursed as I realized they’d locked me out. Excluding me from their secret love session behind my back. In my frustration I closed my eyes, trying not to feel disappointed and hurt. All the time the sighs and moans making me feel both worse and more excited. Jill was getting just a little too good at this game. 
 
    Then I suddenly remembered that if the layout of their house was like ours, the room they were in had a long full-length sliding door looking out onto the back decking. Fired up by this hope I retraced my steps and was soon heading through their front door and around the side of the house, walking as fast as my legs would carry me. 
 
    Rounding the corner, I felt like shouting ‘Hallelujah’ as I saw that in their desire for each other they’d neglected to shut the small window at the top or to draw the curtains. The voyeur who Jill called her husband was about to start enjoying this evening almost as much as Jill was. About to get his dessert to follow his well-grilled steak. 
 
    Not knowing the layout of Josh’s bedroom, I slowly edged just a small part of my head next to the window, relieved to see my vantage point was behind Josh and was at an angle where Jill was unlikely to see me as I did my peeping-tom act. 
 
    They were on the bed together making love in a variation on the classic missionary position. Supporting his own weight, Josh’s muscular black body was between Jill’s legs, his tight buns rising up and down like a metronome as he long-dicked Jill with his big black cock. Their mouths were locked together in a kiss that was full of lust and carnal desire for each other. And even though his mouth was covering Jill’s, her moans and sighs could be clearly heard by me and anyone else who cared to listen, she was enjoying the sex with Josh so much. Jill’s arms were locked around her lover’s neck, her legs almost in a matching position as they were positioned straight up over his dark shoulders, as he fucked her with long and deep methodical strokes. 
 
    As he continued working himself in and out of her, he gave Jill one last deep kiss and pulled his head slightly back so he could look into her eyes. 
 
    “Did you miss my big black cock last night, and the night before. You should have been here in my bed, Jill, although I suppose he is your husband,” he grinned mischievously at Jill. 
 
    “You know I missed you too, baby. Missed you and your big black cock,” Jill giggled. 
 
    “Well, you’re here now, so me and Freddy will give you plenty of black cock before you have to go home with hubby, back to a diet of little white cock,” he grinned, unable to resist teasing and trash-talking the white woman in his bed. Beneath his muscular body and with his cock deep within her married white body. 
 
    Their love-making continued like this as I stood outside helplessly watching. My cock painfully hard and enjoying the bittersweet pain of a new experience – the first time Jill had gone behind my back, even in a simulated and only half-true way. 
 
    After a while, Josh’s movements started speeding up and with an evil grin, he spoke to Jill. “Where do you want it, honey. Tell daddy where you want his seed. On your face? In your mouth? Or deep in your womb, where my swimmers might just find a little white girl egg waiting to make a lovely coffee-colored baby?” 
 
    “In my pussy,” came Jill’s instant reply, Josh’s dirty words making me wonder about the tiny chance that Jill’s pill would fail to do its job and that we’d find Becky wasn’t the only one adding a baby to the family. This thought both terrified and aroused me, and I wondered what effect it had on Jill as she and Josh shared an intense climax together. 
 
    Josh gently lowered Jill’s legs back down to the bed and rolled over so they were now next to each other, smiling and enjoying that special closeness. Two whole days without Josh and Freddy, Jill looked satisfied and happy with life, touching the side of Josh’s face and kissing him softly. “Thank you, my big strong lover,” she beamed, as he kissed her back as his hand gently cupped her breast. 
 
    Realizing that one or both of them might soon return to the lounge, I had to drag myself away from watching their post-coitus closeness, quietly heading back to the lounge. 
 
    “Sorry guys, I had to send an urgent email. How’s it going? Are we doing any better?” I bluffed. 
 
    “Not really,” Byron informed me. “We were pretty lame in the fifth and we’re down another run. Shit, can you believe it? Six to zero. We still haven’t even gotten a run on the board.” 
 
    Relieved that I’d got away with it, what happened next put all my lying and subterfuge in the shade. Barely had I settled back down on the sofa to watch the sixth inning when a stark-naked Josh came walking into the lounge, his slimy dick hanging limp but still large and swinging as he walked. 
 
    “Freddy, Jill says it’s your turn now,” he grinned. “And don’t keep her waiting, she’s as horny as a nympho on speed, she’s had a whole day without any black cock.” 
 
    He was looking at his buddy as he said this, but placed his hand on my shoulder as he finished. “Dave, man. You’re one lucky mother, being married to a hot piece like Jill. Hell, if I could find me a woman like that, who knows, I might even tie the knot myself.” 
 
    Then as cool as a cucumber his bare black ass padded into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator and asked if anyone needed a beer. He then plonked himself and his slimy black cock down right next to me on the sofa, as if nothing had happened. As if nothing was about to happen back down the corridor in his bedroom, between Jill and Freddy. 
 
    As the sixth went on I was a man in hell. Josh and Freddy were playing a game with me. Daring me to openly declare my need to go and watch what Jill was doing down the corridor. Daring me to stand up and make clear to everyone that I wanted to watch and listen. Apart from the surreal experience on Thursday morning when I arrived back before they expected, this was the first time I’d been physically face-to-face with the guys since they’d started having sex with Jill. 
 
    When I’d been open with Chris and Jill about my voyeuristic desires to watch Jill, I had the comfort of falling back on several years of friendship with the guy. These guys were virtual strangers, and they were playing a game designed to make me embarrass myself by making clear my kinky need to all of them. 
 
    I was in hell. Torn between my need to go back to that bedroom and see what was happening to Jill and my need to try and retain some type of dignity and self-respect in front of the three young guys who lived next to me. Each of them was nearly twenty years my junior, my inferiors in terms of salary, social status, and most other measures. But evidently my superiors in their ability to satisfy my wife. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    Fuck, fuck! 
 
    It took me five minutes to give up the unequal fight. The only good news was that it came at precisely the same moment as the Marlins finally got a run. Now we were only down six-to-one, which was how I felt in regards to my sexual standing versus these two guys who obviously planned on bedding Jill as much as they could before we headed back next door later. 
 
    Deciding to brazen it out, I took a leaf from Josh’s book and placed my hand on his naked shoulder. “Fuck. Who am I kidding? You all know my strange little kink anyway. If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go and see what my sweet wife’s letting Freddy do to her with that big cock of his.” 
 
    Josh just grinned. “If I’m any judge, your not so sweet wife will take all he’s got, spit him out and call to the kitchen for the next course.” At least his humor made it a bit easier for me to deal with my blushing embarrassment. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    This time as I headed down the corridor, there was no need to listen at different doors to work out where my wife was. There was no need for any muffling of cries now, Jill was shrieking at the top of her voice as Freddy gave her a fucking to remember. 
 
    I was still several yards away when I heard her moans and sobs. “Yes, yes, yes… oh, baby, that feels amazing… so deep … you’re stretching me so good, baby,” she panted between sighs of pleasure, the tone of her voice suggesting this wasn’t for me or for effect. It was because of the amazing fucking she was receiving from Freddy. She’d had to be quiet and restrained with Josh, but with Freddy, she could now give full vent to her feelings. Telling him just how great it was for her, through both words and her constant whimpering. 
 
    Listening to this soundtrack made me as jealous as hell. Jealous that I couldn’t make Jill respond in the same way, at the same time as my cock was iron-hard at the thought of the woman who was my life receiving such intense pleasure. Receiving such raw and animalistic fucking. Being mated in a way that made her body sing and respond in ways I’d struggle to ever match. 
 
    If this made me feel jealous, my jealousy and weird excitement reached a new pitch when I tried that heavy, ornate door handle again. Only to find it was again locked. Opened to allow a new lover into the queen’s bedchamber. Locked again to taunt and tease her husband, to keep him out. 
 
    Deep down, part of me admired the twists and turns Josh and Freddy had added to the game. But the pit in my stomach had reached such superhuman levels of suffering that I was no way going to admit this. I tried the door handle again, cursed and headed back to my previous peeping tom vantage point. 
 
    This time I stood in the middle of the big window, not caring if Jill and her lover saw me. With all need for quiet and subtlety gone, Freddy was taking Jill in a different position and in a very different way. He had her stood over the end of the bed, leaning forward with her arms stretched out straight ahead supporting her weight. Freddy was standing directly behind her, his black ass moving with a fearsome power and speed as it slapped against Jill’s ass time after time. 
 
    Jill was squealing and sobbing, her body seemed to almost be shivering with the same look of someone just pulled out of a cold river, as if she was permanently on the edge of orgasm. “Shit… shit… so deep… so deep,” she was chanting. 
 
    Freddy was really enjoying himself, his hips making his big cock disappear and then reappear as he savagely slammed in and out of Jill. Her tight pussy no doubt gripping him tight and adding to the pleasure he was getting from conquering his neighbor’s wife in such a crude and primitive fashion. The pleasure he was getting from one minute squeezing Jill’s boobs and tuning her nipples like old-time radio knobs, the next minute letting her big orbs hang free so he could enjoy their mother-earth pendulum swing in time with his powerful thrusts. The world’s most sexy and erotic version of a Newton cradle, I thought to myself. 
 
    “Do you like it, bitch. Tell daddy how you love his big black dick,” he cackled. 
 
    “Yes, yes, baby. I love your big black dick,” she obediently replied, little doubt in my mind she was telling the truth. 
 
    “Tell daddy how you need his big dick. How whenever I want your pussy, you’ll come running from next door and let me pound your tight little pussy,” he demanded, his hips still pumping Jill as fast and hard as he could. 
 
    “Oh yes, daddy. Yes, I’ll drop everything and come round. Whenever you need me,” she babbled, only semi-coherent such was the vicious fucking she was getting, now on the edge of her third climax as far as I could make out. 
 
    “Good girl, me and Josh will have you broken in and fully blacked before long. You’ll love it, Jill. All that black loving, all those black cocks,” he smiled, although Jill was so far gone in the middle of her climax I don’t think she heard a word. 
 
    On and on he fucked her, happy in this position because it gave him the power and dominance he wanted. He must have fucked her for a good twenty minutes plus, giving her another two orgasms before he roared out loud, gave one final deep thrust which made Jill yelp with surprise and held her hips in a vice-like grip as he pumped her full of his seed. For the second time that night my mind oddly preoccupied with the thought of what if she was one of those three in a thousand women were the pill fails to protect them. My mind picturing the insane image of Jill’s belly growing like an inflating balloon, full of a black-white baby ready to be born at the end of the evening. 
 
    Freddy, finally fully spent, Jill thoroughly inseminated for the second time that evening, as they climbed onto the bed, it also seemed a habit for me to head back to the lounge. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Five minutes later a smug and very naked Freddy walked into the lounge, hand-in-hand with a bashful-looking Jill. One of those boys had lent her an oversized white button-up shirt that did a good job of hiding her womanly curves, although I could clearly see the color and outline of her gold bikini underneath. 
 
    Freddy went to sit back down next to Josh and Jill carried on walking to the furthest of the three horseshoe sofas where I was sat by myself. But as she passed Byron caught her hand and pulled her around the end of his sofa. “Why don’t you keep me company, Jill. Help me deal with my broken heart that Riley stomped all over,” he asked, half-seriously and half in jest. 
 
    Jill’s face showed just how tired she was. A happy tiredness. It was now the top of the eighth and between them first Josh and then Freddy had been fucking Jill for getting on for an hour and a half, explaining fully why my wife looked both happy and tired. She was too tired to argue, so she gave me an apologetic smile and allowed Byron to pull her onto the sofa next to him. 
 
    As we watched the eighth inning, Byron snaked a huge arm around Jill’s shoulder. At six-foot-eight, he was a giant of a man, and Jill’s five-six frame looked tiny next to him, like he could hide Jill under his massive arm if he chose. As far as I could tell, amazingly enough despite all the things that had happened this week with Jill, Josh, and Freddy, Byron hadn’t been ‘intimate’ with my wife. He’d still been struggling with his changed relationship with Riley. 
 
    But seeing Jill snuggled next to him on the sofa, his arm dwarfing her as it possessively wrapped around her shoulder, I wondered how long their friendship would remain platonic. Remembering what Riley had told Jill all the way back on Monday night, about how Byron had the hots for Jill, and how my English major wife had described him as being a ‘soulful poet’ all those months back at that fateful BBQ back in 2017 that had nudged Jill and me towards this new lifestyle. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
     Saturday evening, 2nd June 2018 
 
    Sat alone on one of the three sofas horse-shoed around the TV, I took a deep breath, not quite believing the scene before me. After two wonderful days reconnecting with Jill, we were back on the hamster-wheel of our new lifestyle. I pinched myself to test I wasn’t dreaming. Was this really the life we were now living after so many years of a very conventional marriage? 
 
    But the evidence was right there before me on the other two sofas. Jill’s two new lovers sat stark naked, their big black dicks hanging swollen but limp between their legs. Sticky and shiny with a mix of Jill’s juices and the seed they’d each pumped deep into my sobbing wife. 
 
    If this wasn’t enough evidence, all I had to do was look on the middle sofa next to mine, where Jill sat like a pretty little bird, nestled under the huge black wing of Byron, our six-eight giant of a neighbor. Snuggled next to him as his arm possessively wrapped itself around her shoulder. 
 
    Two-two-one. I was the only one sat alone as we watched the eighth inning together. As the minutes dragged on, I felt a little like a mix between a spectator and a fatherly referee. I could see signs of renewed interest in Jill in the crotches and gazes of Josh and Freddy. At the same time, I saw no signs of Byron relinquishing his claim to Jill, or Jill wanting to be relinquished. In fact, with each passing minute, she seemed to burrow a little deeper and snuggle a little closer to the very large black teacher who I knew she found ‘poetic and soulful’. 
 
    The scene reminded me of one of those nature documentaries you see on TV. Josh and Freddy the two smaller males, wanting to challenge the larger and dominant alpha for the ownership of the females in the pack. Their eyes had the same hungry look as they pretended to watch the game, their darting eyes showing they were more interested in what was underneath Jill’s borrowed shirt than the game on the T.V. 
 
    Byron’s hand was casually stroking Jill’s side boob through the shirt material, her face showing her pleasure mixed with signs of frustration that he wasn’t going further. Her soft moans deliberately kept quiet, as if to hide her pleasure from the other circling males. Lest it caused them to swoop in and take her back to their bedroom, away from the male she wanted. 
 
    Occasionally, Byron would lower his head and whisper something to Jill, once or twice giving her the softest of kisses, on the lips, but almost platonic. Byron’s huge arm was still draped around Jill’s shoulder, Jill’s arm now wrapped submissively around his waist. 
 
    Jill looked enormously contented and happy, Byron, happy but a little more aloof. I wondered if they were going to stay coupled like this all evening, the evening’s earlier raw sexuality giving way to something more intimate and emotional. Each little whispered conversation and shared kiss causing Jill to smile in a way that told me how contented she was. 
 
    As the break between the eighth and the last inning started, Byron gave Jill a tender kiss and got up for a bathroom break. Jill’s gaze followed him as he headed out, making me feel both jealous and aroused. As he disappeared out of sight, Jill seemed to catch herself and looked guiltily at me, blushing as she realized I’d seen and understood every part of how she’d looked at Byron. Even after so many games over so many nights, Jill still had a deep well of social expectations making her feel guilty. But not so guilty that she made any move to abandon her sofa and sit next to me. 
 
    I felt an empty feeling as I almost willed her to come and sit with me – but while I hesitated Josh acted more decisively, deciding to benefit from Byron’s absence by swooping in on Jill. Sitting next to her, whispering something in her ear and grinning, before standing up. As he stood, he held Jill’s hand in his dark hand, my heart thudding as I waited to see Jill’s reaction. A sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach surging as I saw Jill smile warmly at him, stand up and allow him to lead her away by the hand. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Within minutes, I was listening to the same old soundtrack that had rung out from down the corridor just a few minutes ago when it had been Freddy’s turn for a roll in the hay with Jill. When he’d fucked her hard and deep, the initial pretense of secrecy gone, both Jill and her lover able to give full voice to their passions. 
 
    Jill was moaning and groaning all over again. Squealing and sobbing, telling her lover how deep he was and how good he felt. I don’t know if it was my imagination, but it sounded louder and clearer than when Freddy had just been with her. I wondered if Josh had left the door open this time, just one more twist in the games he and Freddy enjoyed playing with me. 
 
    My suspicions were confirmed when Freddy got up, winked at Byron who was trying his best to ignore what was happening and looked directly at me. “Hey, man. If you don’t mind, I’m going to go and help out my good buddy. Sounds like he needs a little help in satisfying that vixen you call a wife.” With a final wink, he turned and asked, “Why don’t you come and watch? I’m sure Jill won’t mind, and me and Josh enjoy showcasing how we can make your sexy little wife moan and squeal and beg for more.” 
 
    I knew it was all part of the game, but still his words that ‘Jill won’t mind’ stung, but I knew my lust would soon overpower my self-respect. I closed my eyes, the beers and bourbon chasers I’d been drinking helping me think I might resist temptation. A delusion that lasted about ten seconds, before the magnetic pull of Jill’s sobs and moans yanked hard on my heart, like some invisible chain, pulling me hand over hand towards the scene of our joint debasement. Where she was being served, and where I was pulled to witness the deed. 
 
    My guess that Jill’s lovers had left the bedroom door open was correct, something I realized as my semi-drunk steps took me closer and closer to the source of the fucking noises. Finally stepping through the door to see Jill arranged on the bed in a position almost identical to the one I’d seen earlier in the week when the boys had last allowed me to share their fun with Jill. 
 
    Jill was lying in the middle of the bed, head hanging limp and submissive over the foot of the bed as Freddy worked his thick length in and out of her mouth. Face fucking was the only accurate description for what he was doing to her. Second man on the scene, I guess this was the best he could hope for as Josh was slowly pumping my wife’s pussy with long deep strokes. Josh’s face a mask of contentment, enjoying the tight fit of Jill’s stretched pussy around his cock. 
 
    The lips of her vagina stretched taut like an elastic band around his fat girth, creating a tight seal as they moved up and down clinging to him on each in and out stroke. The thirty-something black teacher looked cocky and smug at the way Jill was reacting to every deep stroke of his big cock, smiling as Jill’s body shivered each time his length went deep and stimulated her G-spot. 
 
    Jill’s head was pinned by the size and speed of Freddy’s cock sliding in and out between her lips before it passed deep into her throat. Pinned liked this, she was hardly able to move her head to look at me or acknowledge my presence in the room. But somehow she managed to tilt her head just enough to make eye-contact with me. Communicating a truly strange mix of emotions in that single but long glance. Maybe I was imagining it, but her eyes seemed to mix sexual fulfillment with a softness and love. Love and a sense that ‘we’re doing this together honey.’ 
 
    To a normal married person, these feelings would have been an affront to all types of memories and vows. But after everything Jill and I had been through these last few months, the way my drink-soaked brain interpreted Jill’s expression felt all too normal. The new normal in a marriage that was moving a lot faster than either of us had ever planned or intended. 
 
    I could have injected myself into the middle of this debauched scene – my wife being spit-roasted by a couple of supposedly respectable black teachers. I could have headed over to her, somehow getting Freddy to extract himself from Jill’s throat, kissed her and checked she was okay. But every moan Jill made and every spasm of her beautiful body told me there was no need. 
 
    With a moment of total clarity, I knew this was all about Jill filling the gap left by Chris. Going full circle back to what we’d always intended. A purely physical playtime, exploring new things not possible for us when we’d raised our family. A mature married couple re-living the debauched lifestyle enjoyed by so many young people, not possible to us back in the day. Postponed and finally resurgent in 2018. Resurgent and on steroids. 
 
    So, I returned the smile as I watched Jill’s pinned body and just leaned on the doorframe, as these two supposedly respectable teachers had their way with my white wife. One fucking her face and throat, enjoying his power and taboo excitement, while the other served my wife’s welcoming pussy. 
 
    What did the Romans say? ‘In Vino, Veritas’. Through alcohol comes truth. That’s how I felt as the beer and bourbon gave me a strangely distant and objective view of the scene in front of me. Feeling almost like I was floating high, remote and dissociated from the three bodies moving and groaning in front of me. Wondering how Jill and I had ended up in this place. It was less than a year since we’d had our very first tentative discussions about just maybe, just possibly dipping our toes into the world of swinging. And yet here we were just months later, a married couple with a wife enjoying not one new lover, but enjoying the attentions of two men embedded deep within her body at different ends. And not just two random new mates, but two black men, pounding her body top and bottom as they smiled at her nervous and sweating husband. 
 
    How had Jill and I got to this place, the Vino prompted me to ask? Hell, we were three weeks away from our adult son’s wedding. Just over six months away from becoming grandparents. For twenty years, slaves to a conventional marriage, now freed to explore a whole set of new experiences with as yet unknown side effects and risks. For so long we’d lived a conservative and low-risk lifestyle, and yet here we were partying with two young black guys and taking all kinds of risks. Just weeks after, by the skin of our teeth, swerving past the pile-up that had been our experimentation with Chris. Now gone to California, but still Jill’s boss and still talking to her several times a week. 
 
    As my slightly drunk philosophy pondered our careless attitude to our marriage, the lust-fueled part of me urged Freddy and Josh on to service Jill in a way I’d suspected might be the endpoint of our evening when she’d first put on that tiny gold bikini. After years and years of acting responsibly, mature and well-judged behavior could wait, taking second place to Jill and I exploring this new world. Jill’s mechanical reactions to the physical stimulation of a big black cock in her pussy and a matching one in her throat gradually bringing me back down to earth. 
 
    Her continued moans and sighs, mixed in with small climaxes every few minutes making me realize I was watching something I could not give my wife. A sexual fulfillment that required two men not one, younger guys rather than a fifty-plus soon to be Grandad, and required men blessed with cocks much bigger than my slightly under-sized unit. 
 
    Josh and Freddy carried on pounding Jill, swapping places twice before they finally filled my very tired looking wife’s pussy and belly with their seed. Jill shaking and curling her toes through a final orgasm as the Oreo sandwich of three bodies was finally done. The three of them collapsing on the bed, Jill still the meat in the sandwich as they cuddled up together on the bed. Jill’s lighter voice chatty and giggly as the three of them shared a moment, lying together joking about the fun they’d just had, about how they’d each enjoyed it. The boys unable to resist the odd comment about Jill must have missed them the last two days and about how this must have been great for her, comments she didn’t refute. 
 
    Still propping up the doorframe, I felt like an outsider to their little three-person world. I wanted to enter the room and physically reconnect with Jill. To touch or kiss her, any reconnection however small something my body physically ached for. But with Jill trapped between two large black bodies, I’d have had to clamber or reach across one of the guys and that would have been a humiliation too far. 
 
    So, I stood waiting for Jill to look towards me. But after a couple of minutes, she’d not looked my way, still preoccupied with her two bedmates, so I cleared my throat and spoke. “Honey, I’ll be either in the lounge or at home when you’re ready.” 
 
    Finally, this brought some connection, as Jill turned and looked towards me, her face flushed with a mix of guilt and her recent exertions. “Sorry, honey. We got kinda carried away.” She blew me a kiss and continued, “Thanks, darling. I’ll see you in a minute.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Jill’s loving smile and the kiss she’d blown me had me feeling a lot better as I returned her kiss and headed back into the lounge. 
 
    “How is it?” Byron asked me as I sat by myself on my sofa. 
 
    “It’s fine,” I replied. 
 
    “Are you sure, Dave?” he gently probed, concern in his voice. “I know you and Jill have been through a lot recently. And I know watching that pair of pussy hounds double-team your wife maybe isn’t the easiest thing. Not exactly the welcome home present you expected after a tough weak in L.A..” 
 
    I was slightly surprised by Byron’s level of concern and interest. He’d given me and Jill and our situation a lot of thought, more than I’d expect from someone who I didn’t yet consider a close friend. 
 
    “Thanks, Byron,” I smiled with genuine gratitude, warmed by his thoughtfulness. “Jill and I talked a lot the last couple of days and I’m good with where things are. We’ll take it step by step, but for now, I’m fine for her to spend time with Josh and Freddy. They seem like good guys, and although it’s a bit embarrassing to admit, it helps us fill the gap left by Chris.” 
 
    The giant black teacher gave a deep sigh. “You know, with the lifestyle I lived before in L.A., I’ve seen more than my fair share of couples, and how they do or don’t cope with the lifestyle. And it’s really good that you and Jill can talk so openly about all of this stuff. It gives you a much better chance of dealing with the stresses and strains and still being together at the end of it.” 
 
    “Well that doesn’t sound very optimistic, does it? You’re a real bundle of laughs. But thanks for looking out for us,” I teased and thanked him. 
 
    “Sorry man, it’s just I’ve seen so many car wrecks of marriages in the lifestyle, I’d have to be a bit of a shit not to keep an eye on you and Jill, not to care what you guys are going through.” 
 
    “Thanks, not everyone would take the trouble. But yeah, Jill and I talked and the whole thing with Josh and Freddy seems fine. Like I said, it will maybe give us what we were originally looking for with Daryl. Something a bit more physical, without all the emotional baggage that came along with her affair with Chris,” I opined. 
 
    “For what it’s worth, I think you’re right,” he said, almost sounding fatherly in his tone. “Despite the way they sometimes behave, Josh and Freddy are good guys, and I know they’d never do anything to cause you guys any problems. I know they genuinely like you and Jill.” 
 
    “You’re not kidding about that, are you? They seem to like Jill several times a night. They seem to like her twenty-four-seven, wherever and whenever the chance occurs to ‘like’ her. Hell, we only came here for a quiet BBQ, and from the way I left things, I might be lucky to see her this side of breakfast,” I added with mock exasperation, in my best-offended husband voice. 
 
    Byron just grinned. “Can you blame them, Jill’s a very ‘likable’ woman, and though they’re my buddies, I have no illusions about Josh and Freddy. They’re a pair of genuine certified pussy hounds, and to them, a woman like Jill is like red meat to a hungry tiger.” 
 
    “What a reassuring image!” the exasperated husband replied. 
 
    “Maybe not my most well-chosen words,” he laughed, before looking more serious for a moment. “But it must be a bit weird having Jill’s new boyfriends living right next door. That can’t have been something you planned for when you and she decided to try the lifestyle. So, if ever it gets a bit too much. If you need a bit of space, just have a quiet word with the guys or me.” 
 
    “Sure, I’ll do that. If it becomes a problem,” I replied, glad for the offer but my mind already moved onto another topic. “But anyway, on a different question, how come you’re not in there with Freddy and Josh? From what that cute little ex of yours told me, you’ve got quite a soft spot for my lovely wife.” 
 
    Byron blushed a little, which I found quite endearing that he should react like this in the middle of what was otherwise such a crude and adult conversation. Despite his giant size, he reminded me of a blushing schoolboy. Gathering himself, he answered my question. “Riley’s right, I think Jill’s great. Smart, funny, kind, and sexy as hell. But remember the situation I walked away from in L.A., and I reckon after what you guys went through with Chris, it’s best for all of us if she just enjoys something simpler with Josh and Freddy. Just good old-fashioned fucking! And lots of it!” 
 
    I laughed at Byron’s description – accurate to a T. As he handed me another drink, he smiled and asked another question. “Dave, you’ve said this is helping Jill get over Chris, but what about you? When I asked you, you only said it’s ‘fine’. Tell me honestly, are you enjoying watching Jill with my buddies? Enjoying it as much as you enjoyed watching her together with Chris for all those months they were together?” 
 
    Now it was my turn to blush. Even after everything that had happened these last few months, sitting semi-drunk discussing with another guy how much I did or didn’t enjoy watching Jill having sex with other men would never come easy. 
 
    “I do enjoy it,” I replied, my voice halting and embarrassed. 
 
    “And the whole black on white thing? All the trash-talking those pussy hounds make up? Is that all okay? Is it a turn-on for you? It is for many husbands, but I don’t know if it’s your thing or not.” 
 
    “It’s good. We’ve talked about it and yes, it adds something extra for both of us. Jill’s never been with a black guy before, and the whole black on white thing does make it more exciting for both of us.” 
 
    Byron raised his glass in a mock toast. “Glad to hear it. Anyway, I think that’s enough talking for one night. You can overthink these things. Doctor Byron’s done his duty, and I’m happy that I don’t think I’m going to have an irate husband shotgun in hand trying to shoot my black ass off.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    By the time Byron and I had finished our ‘mano-a-mano’ chat it was nearly eleven p.m. When I’d received Jill’s blown kiss and left, she’d said that she’d see me in a minute. That was now more than half-an-hour ago and there was still no sign of her. But equally, there were no sex sounds coming from the bedroom. In fact, straining my ear I couldn’t hear any sounds at all coming from the bedroom. 
 
    I was suddenly very inquisitive about what was happening. What I was missing. I’d been pretty wrapped up with Byron but now I was itching to know where Jill was and what had happened to her ‘I’ll see you in a minute.’ 
 
    Heading back into the corridor, each step closer I became a bit more confused. It wasn’t just that there were no sounds of sex, there were no sounds at all coming from the bedroom. As I reached the door, I was surprised to see the room was empty. The three bodies that had been laying together on the bed gone. 
 
    I quickly checked the other bedrooms and found them equally empty, heading back to the lounge my confusion etched on my face. “Byron, do you know where everyone is?” 
 
    Holding up his phone he answered, “Sure. Didn’t Jill text you as well? The guys texted me to say there was a party on at Luther’s and that they’ve gone there.” 
 
    Reaching into my pocket for my own phone I saw I’d left it on silent, cursing myself for my oversight. There were two missed calls from Jill and also a pair of text messages. 
 
    The first read, ‘Honey, the boys have invited us to go to a friend’s party. It sounds fun but you’ve had a long week. Call me so we can decide.’ 
 
    The second, just five minutes old, read, ‘Darling, we couldn’t wait any longer, the Uber is here. Give me a call when you pick this up.’ 
 
    I had to read them twice, confused and surprised. Looking up at Byron I finally blurted out the obvious question. “I take it you know where Luther lives? Where the party is?” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I was lost in my thoughts as Byron and I sat in the back of the car as we headed across town, the effects of the booze not helping, although Jill’s messages and the situation were helping me sober up pretty quickly. Byron hadn’t informed me that Luther lived in Delray Beach, a good hour away even at this time of night. A fact I knew he’d deliberately held back as he could already see how flustered I was by this unexpected late-night development. 
 
    As the Uber headed north, I’d called and texted a couple of times but got no response from Jill. When I’d stopped kicking myself for leaving my phone on silent, I wondered why Jill hadn’t simply come in to talk to me. The only explanation being that maybe she didn’t want to interrupt Byron and me, or that she’d had quite a bit to drink and so maybe wasn’t thinking straight. 
 
    Before we arrived, I’d tried her a couple more times, but still no answer. The only thing cheering me up was that I’d soon be able to talk to Jill in person. The journey took just over an hour, as we pulled up outside a house and immediately were hit by the sound of loud music and the unmistakable deep bass thud of a party on full-swing. In the ride over I’d asked Byron about Luther, but he couldn’t share much as he said he was more one of Josh’s friends than his. 
 
    He was about the same age as Jill and me and was a local businessman who owned a number of clubs and bars. Apparently, Josh knew him as he was a childhood friend of Josh’s dad, with both of them having served in the military together. When Josh had come to Miami, it had been only natural that his Dad would make the introduction and as today was Luther’s birthday, he was throwing a party at his place near the beach. 
 
    As we entered the house, I was glad that I had Byron with me. I wasn’t the only white person there, but non-blacks were definitely in the minority. Byron’s imposing bulk also gave me comfort as we pushed through the crush to try and find Jill. 
 
    As you’d expect from a guy who owned several thriving clubs and bars, it was a big house and it took us some time to find Jill. When we finally found her, it was Byron who pointed her out to me, not surprising given his advantage in vantage point. She was about twenty feet away from me, in the middle of a throng and dancing with a very large middle-aged black guy. 
 
    “That’s Luther,” Byron shouted so I could hear him over the music. 
 
    Jill looked to be having a great time. Her arms were high in the air above her head as she swayed in time with the music, her partner’s hands on her hips as he held her at the ideal distance to enjoy the sexy show she was giving. Her body was jiggling and moving to the beat, and the clothes she’d chosen were adding to the effect and giving her dance partner a real treat. 
 
    I felt a wave of shock and lust as I looked at Jill’s outfit. These were clothes she’d only ever worn in the privacy of our bedroom. So revealing and overtly sexual that when we’d bought them, we’d both known wearing them outside of the bedroom would be something we’d never contemplate. Red platform hooker heels were matched to a red velvet micro miniskirt, with a semi-see through red blouse, through which a red quarter cup bra was visible, her nipples on show and free to run against the thin fabric of the blouse. 
 
    Never in a million years had we thought this would be worn in public. But that was then, and this was now. A Saturday night coming at the end of months of doing things I’d never thought we’d do. 
 
    Since I’d realized Jill had left for the party, the tension in my body had gradually been building. Now my whole body was a mess. Swimming in a sea of adrenalin, my heart pounding away as my chest ached and the pit of my stomach was a hollow ball. I looked across at Byron and he just shrugged, as if saying ‘what did you expect?’ 
 
    My heart in my mouth, I carried on watching them. My attention now alternating between Jill in that outrageous outfit and her dance partner. He was about six-one or six-two and looked to be in good shape for his age. He was thickset with the barrel-chest of a wrestler or some such, clean-shaven with his hair cut short. And he was black, his skin tone a similar shade to Byron’s. 
 
    The other thing that struck me was the lustful way he looked at Jill. It was the look of a wolf looking at a particularly tasty hare or deer. He was making no effort to hide his desire and lust for Jill, and she, in turn, seemed totally aware of this and to be enjoying his attention. 
 
    I looked back to Byron, his expression seemingly asking me what I was going to do. Seemingly an unspoken challenge. I think it was exactly the spur I needed, as otherwise I might have stood there watching forever. Pushing through the crowd I slowly got closer and closer, but the crowd so dense that Jill only saw me at the last moment, when I reached out and touched her shoulder. 
 
    As my arm came out and tapped her shoulder the expression of her large black dance partner changed from amiable lust to instant aggression. A male sensing a threat to his plans and his prey. He reached out and grasped my wrist, instantly pivoting my hand away from Jill and back towards me. 
 
    Jill’s look switched from bliss to shock to concern. “He’s my husband,” she shouted over the music so that both her dance partner and I could hear. The effect was immediate as Luther immediately released my wrist, his smile returning as he raised his hands in mock surrender, as he bent down with his head next to mine. 
 
    “Sorry, man. You must be Dave. Sorry about that, I thought you were some drunk guy about to bother Jill.” 
 
    He held out his hand in a gesture of apology and friendship and we shook, his grip strong and just a little painful. With one hand on my shoulder guiding me and the other tugging Jill by the hand, he led us off the dancefloor towards the back of the house. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Luther guided us to a much quieter and totally private part of the house, and as we entered what looked to be his personal den cum recreation room he handed me a large bourbon on the rocks, smiling with that professional salesman’s winning smile. 
 
    “Good to meet you, Dave. Jill told me she thought you’d be here soon.” 
 
    A little confused, I looked across at Jill who gave me a warm smile, “Don’t look at me like that, honey. Josh, Freddy and I only just arrived. Don’t worry, you haven’t missed anything.” Her last comment making me blush a little, hinting at my kink in front of a guy I hardly knew. 
 
    “Anyway, glad you’re here now,” Luther smiled, clinking his own glass on mine to welcome me to his home. 
 
    We started up on the normal social chat of people getting to know each other. At first, the three of us sat on two large sofas with Jill and I sat just a few feet away and then standing as he and I shared a game of pool. 
 
    He had an easy charm about him as the discussion about his long friendship with Josh’s dad moved onto a more general discussion of their time together in the military, how that had given way to business and how he’d found his forte in running and owning clubs. Naturally enough the subject moved onto family, which was the only time Luther looked a little uncomfortable as he admitted he was a confirmed workaholic and had never settled down or found time for a family. 
 
    It wasn’t all him going on about himself and his business. He was a good listener, listening attentively as he asked about Jill and me. Laughing at the right places, asking perceptive questions to show he was genuinely listening and interested. I soon realized he wasn’t just the stereotypical muscle-bound club owner you always see in the movies and on TV. He was smart, with an ability to put people at ease. When I’d first seen him, I’d bridled and taken an instant dislike. But as we finished our third frame I’d really warmed to the guy. 
 
    Just as we finished the third frame, the door opened and a well dressed and very attractive blonde walked in, greeted us with a cheery ‘hi’ before heading to Luther and giving him a big kiss. 
 
    His hand protectively around her shapely waist, Luther made the introductions. “Folks, this is my girlfriend Dee. Dee, this is Dave and Jill. You know, the couple that Josh told us all about.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    Sunday lunchtime, 3rd June 2018 
 
    Jill and I were enjoying a very late Sunday breakfast. We’d only got home from the party at three-thirty in the morning, and so breakfast was just this side of noon. Jill keeping it to a very light breakfast as she wanted to look her best for John and Becky’s upcoming wedding, now only three weeks away. 
 
    The portions and choice of food she served me making clear that she expected me to give her moral support in her efforts to lose those last pounds so she’d look her best in the new dress she’d bought for the wedding. After all the booze I’d drunk the night before, I could have done with something more substantial to help soak up the alcohol which was coursing through my veins. But the look on Jill’s face advised me not to make any culinary suggestions. 
 
    After the nervous and fearful start when I’d really worried about what I’d find when we arrived in Delray Beach, I’d really enjoyed the party. For most of the time, I had the comfort and pleasure of having Jill by my side, which wasn’t necessarily what I expected when we arrived and saw her dancing with the host. 
 
    We spent much of the evening with Luther and his girlfriend Dee. They were both good fun and it soon felt like we knew them like old friends. Dee was quite the demon at pool, and she insisted we shoot a few frames of couples' pool. Jill’s never been much of a pool player, so happily, it was Dee and myself against my wife and Luther. 
 
    As we played, like any red-blooded male with a new and attractive female I’d just met, I was sizing up Dee. Enjoying the way her short cream mini-dress rode up as she bent over to play her shots, not to mention the way her cleavage looked if I was watching the same shots from the front. She wasn’t what you’d call ‘classically beautiful’, more like a normal-looking woman who knew how to make the most of what she had. I’ve never been good at guessing these things, but I reckoned she was a little younger than us, probably just over forty, and she was maybe a couple of inches shorter than Jill. 
 
    Her relative shortness made her large boobs look even larger. If I was any judge, they had to be at least double-D, and when she caught me looking at them one-time she just smiled, telling me they’d been a birthday present from Luther. Joking they’d been a present from him to her, and from him to himself, as he never tired of playing with them when they made love. 
 
    Aside from this little story she told, just like Luther, she had an easy charm, filling us in on various parts of her life as we played. That she was divorced with two kids, one fully grown who she’d had when she was very young and one a recent addition. She’d been with Luther for three years now, although she’d known him for more than twenty years. Not being shy to admit that she’d first met him all of those years ago when she’d been a dancer in one of his clubs, a single mom struggling to make ends meet. 
 
    She didn’t talk all about herself, like Luther being an attentive and enquiring listener. Some of her comments and questions hinting that through Josh she knew the outlines of the last few months if our lives and our new lifestyle. 
 
    After a while pool had given way to dancing, first with Jill and then we’d all swapped partners and then swapped back, before Luther joked that he wasn’t as young as he once was and needed to take a break. We ended up leaving at around two-thirty, having exchanged phone numbers and accepted Luther’s invitation that we’d have to come back when things were quieter, for dinner. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Sunday was a relatively quiet day and finally gave me a chance to tell Jill all about my meet-up and conversation with Chris. At first, Jill looked worried when I started telling her, maybe fearing some fight or bust-up. But as I told the story she relaxed, her face softening with emotion and memories when I’d described how Chris had told me how he envied me and how he was sad and lonely. 
 
    Seeing this look on Jill’s face brought all kinds of feelings back to the surface, both painful and exciting feelings. I could see in her face how she still cared for him and was upset to hear about his sad and lonely life in L.A. And of course, this started a chain reaction of feelings in my own chest and churning stomach. As memories and emotions from both the happy time with Chris and also that terrible last weekend came back, raw and exposed as if it was only yesterday. 
 
    I’d been looking forward to this conversation all week. Seeing it as a chance to brag a little and, with due humility, describe my victory over the grown-up sports jock who’d changed from erstwhile friend to nemesis. But seeing the emotional look on Jill’s face I suddenly felt a whole lot less victorious, and a whole lot more insecure. Remembering how Jill had initially said ‘yes’ to his offer for her to leave me and live with him in California, before changing her mind a few moments later as she realized all that she’d be giving up and the damage she’d be doing. 
 
    Looking into Jill’s faraway eyes I suddenly needed reassuring all over again, suddenly feeling just as I’d felt that terrible weekend. Taking a deep breath as I asked her how she was feeling and what she was thinking. 
 
    Jill looked deeply into my eyes, pausing in a way that made me nervous and stressed before she took my hand and answered my question. “Honestly, honey. I feel sad, and maybe a bit nostalgic.” 
 
    She squeezed my hand and still looking deep into my eyes continued. “You have to remember, honey. Our relationship may have only lasted a few months, but Chris and I have been friends for many years. And I loved him, and part of me still loves him. And each day at work I’m surrounded by memories of him, always wondering when the phone rings if it’s him. So hearing now that he’s sad and lonely and wishes I was there with him, well, as you can imagine, it stirs up some pretty strong feelings.” 
 
    She squeezed my hand again, her watery eyes softening. “Don’t worry, honey. I’m not about to run off and leave you for him. You’re my man and you always will be. But I hate to hear of him like that. A big part of me wishes I had some magic wand, could wave it and split myself in two. Keeping both of you happy. But of course, that’s just dreaming. I’m happy with the choice I made. I loved Chris, and a part of me still loves him. But I’m glad the choice I did because this wonderful man next to me is the center of my life and I can’t imagine a life without him.” Craning forward she gave me the softest of kisses as she finished sharing just how she felt. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The next week was a real smorgasbord of different activities and experiences. The first couple of days seemed to be filled up with a ton of work in the day and long conversations about John and Becky’s upcoming wedding. Now only three weeks away, we were lucky that Becky’s parents seemed to be doing most of the hard yards in organizing things. The wedding would be in L.A., where Becky had grown up and where her parents still lived. Also, fortunately, where John’s new assistant-professorship was based, so Becky would be on home turf and plenty of support around when the baby arrived. 
 
    Josh and Freddy poked their heads in a couple of times, but when they realized that Jill’s call to Becky and her mum Pamela showed no signs of ending, they gave up what I’m sure wasn’t just a social call. 
 
    On Wednesday night I was a little late back from work and arrived home to discover Charlotte’s car in the drive and a second bottle of wine recently opened. I wasn’t overtly excluded from their evening, Charlotte gave me a big hug and kiss, but I had the distinct feeling this was one of those conversations that was a girl-girl talk in which no sane man would try and insert himself. 
 
    So I got myself some food and headed into my den, only catching a couple of snippets of conversation before leaving them. The two bits I did here telling me they were partly talking about how unhappy Callan was after finally realizing he and Charlotte couldn’t repair things, with the part being some cackling laughter about ‘the boys’. 
 
    I didn’t eavesdrop for long as I prepared my food, just long enough to confirm my suspicions that Jill was updating her best friend on her budding romance with our two next-door neighbors. And from the little bit I did hear, Jill wasn’t being particularly lady-like as she described what she’d been up to with Josh and Freddy. 
 
    Charlotte was lapping up every lewd detail, teasing Jill about what had happened to her best friend. What had she done with the conservative woman who’d been Charlotte’s friend these last few years? Where was she hiding her, and could she pass on a message? They were cackling away like a couple of old crones as I finished preparing my food, and I left for my den not feeling I was brave enough to listen to where this conversation was headed. As I shut the door behind me, I wondered how many bottles they’d get through by the end of the evening and just how lewd the conversation would get. 
 
    Thursday morning was the next time I saw Jill because I was asleep by the time she finally showed Charlotte out. Jill claimed to have a throbbing headache and the fact that Charlotte’s car was still there tended to support this, as neither of them would have been in a fit state to drive a golf buggy, let alone a real car. I was as considerate and gentle as I could be with my fragile wife as I helped prepare her coffee, juice and breakfast, before giving her a goodbye kiss and heading off to work. 
 
    Halfway through Thursday, Jill rang me at work and asked if I had anything planned for Friday night. As soon as I heard this, I had that terrible feeling in the pit of my stomach, fearing this had something to do with Josh and Freddy. After all, it was now Thursday and those two pussy hounds had not enjoyed Jill’s body for a whole five days, whereas they’d been at her every night when I’d been away working in L.A. 
 
    But it turned out it was nothing to do with Josh and Freddy, or at least not directly to do with them. Jill had received a call from Dee, the girlfriend of Luther whose party we’d gone to on Saturday night. Dee explained that she and Luther had enjoyed the time they’d spent with us on Saturday and wanted to invite us over for dinner on Friday evening. Although we hardly really knew them, according to Jill, Dee was pretty persistent, even when Jill explained how busy we were with the wedding and how stressed I was at work. Jill only managed to finish the call by promising faithfully to Dee that she’d talk to me and try and persuade me to go. 
 
    It took me a few moments to pull my thoughts together, as this dinner invite had come from left field and really surprised me. Although Luther and Dee had acted perfectly proper to Jill and me during the party, all my instincts told me this invite wasn’t the regular type of invite you might get from a new social acquaintance. We knew that Luther owned several bars and clubs, and from the fact that Dee had been a ‘dancer’ in one of these clubs gave me a fair idea of what kind of clubs they were. Add to that the fact that, from some things they’d said, I was pretty sure Luther and Dee knew about our foray into the world of swinging. Adding it all together, I had to be suspicious of their possible motives and where this might lead. 
 
    But the truth is, even aware of all of this, I felt a surge of adrenalin flood through my body, making every hair stand on end as I felt a tightening in my crotch. 
 
    “What do you think, honey?” I asked Jill in a shaky voice, trying to mask the mixture of nerves and excitement I was feeling. 
 
    “Well, I don’t see why not. After all, they seemed like nice people, really interesting to talk to, and if they’re friends of Josh and his Dad then that’s got to be in their favor, right?” she replied with a light and airy enthusiasm in her voice. 
 
    “Okay… then,” I said in a hesitating voice, picking up on all the non-verbal cues Jill’s tone was throwing out like a flashing neon light. “I guess that’s a yes, then. You’d like us to go to their place Friday.” 
 
    “I think, so. Think it would be fun and nice to get to know them a little better,” Jill added, still wanting to underplay her enthusiasm. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    It was only at about four on Friday afternoon that I knew for sure we were definitely going to Luther’s for dinner that evening, receiving the kind of ‘hurry up’ text that millions of husbands all over the States were receiving around this time Friday afternoon. 
 
    ‘Honey, don’t be late. Remember we’re going out at six,’ was the text of my message, no doubt almost identical to millions of others. All just with slight variances about times, locations, flowers, groceries, and countless other domestic details. For better or for worse, Luther and our three black neighbors through whom we’d met him had escaped this domestic servitude. Free men, beholden to no woman, free to come and go as they liked and do what they liked when they liked. I loved my life being married to Jill, but like all married men, sometimes I hankered after simpler and freer times. 
 
    Thursday night had been Jill and my ‘date night’ and we’d made love and cuddled into the early hours. Having been apart for the whole of the previous week we both really enjoyed being back together and having quality time together. Jill even managed to coax a third erection from my fifty-one-year-old cock, teasing me that it must have been the thought of the alternative competition waiting for her next-door that managed to wring from me this enhanced performance. So given these enjoyable Thursday night exertions, I’d forgotten about Luther and Dee and had been looking forward to a quiet night in. Something that would now have to wait until Saturday night. 
 
    We arrived at their place in Delray Beach just a little after seven-thirty, the door being answered by Dee. She smiled warmly and ushered us in, with a wry smile at how I was staring at her. She looked stunning in a short black miniskirt and a tight and semi-transparent pink top which showed off her ample bosom to great effect, including the fact that she was only wearing the skimpiest of bras which barely held her in place and covered her large breasts. 
 
    Jill gave me a none too subtle dig in the ribs, apologizing to her new friend. “Sorry, Dee. Men! You can’t take them anywhere without them embarrassing you.” 
 
    “That’s okay, honey,” Dee grinned, her Southern drawl more pronounced than I remember from Saturday night. “To be fair to Dave, this is hardly the kind of dress you’d see shopping in Walmart. But Luther likes me to look sexy for him…” 
 
    The man in question wasn’t far away. “Did I hear my name being taken in vain?” his deep voice boomed down the corridor as he came around the corner with a big grin on his face. “I do indeed like to keep Dee on her toes, looking hot and sexy for her man. Keeps me focused on her rather than all those young slips of girls who work my bars.” 
 
    He put an arm around Dee’s waist and gave her a surprisingly chaste kiss on the cheek, before grinning at Jill and me as his other hand gave her right breast a very unchaste squeeze in front of his house guests. “Money well spent,” he smiled, giving her right boob another squeeze. 
 
    “I’ve always loved big tits on a girl, and these look great on Dee given her height and narrow back. Don’t you agree, Dave?” he teased, causing me to splutter and squirm. “Ahh, come on, Dave. From what I hear, you’re a bright guy. According to Freud, it all goes back to motherhood and our love of boobs from when we were hungry baby boys, getting as much tit as we could get. A big, full tit always being better than a small, empty breast that would just leave us hungry and bawling. So there’s no shame in admiring Dee’s big tits, after all, it’s only natural, and she loves the attention, don’t you Dee?” 
 
    Dee gently removed his hand from her front, like a patient teacher would correct an errant young pupil, patted him on the cheek and grinned at us. “Sorry about my other half, he loves to shock and play games. Just delayed attention-seeking, I think. Just ignore him and don’t encourage him, I suggest,” she advised, ushering us through to the lounge. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The food was ready and just keeping warm, so we sat down to start what looked like a veritable banquet, starting with Dee insisting we all held hands and said a prayer for the food. Afterward, she joked that you can take the girl out of Georgia, but you can’t take Georgia out of the girl, her southern accent having a surprising effect on me and reminding me of Scarlett O’Hara in Gone With The Wind. 
 
    As we started eating, Luther was the perfect host, focusing the conversation on Jill and me, our family, jobs and history and all that kind of stuff. After a while, it felt only polite to focus a little of the light back on him and Dee, especially as the more they talked, the more it was obvious they’d both lived very interesting and often challenging lives. 
 
    From the party where we’d met them, we already knew that Dee and Luther had met while she was a dancer at one of Luther’s clubs, and as we talked more details came out about her early life and how she’d ended up stripping and dancing. As she said it herself, her story was a typical one of many Southern girls of her generation. 
 
    Pregnant at eighteen by her high school boyfriend, angry parents who kicked her out and a biological father who had no intention of doing the decent thing. Somehow, she’d managed to keep the baby, her now fully-grown daughter Staci, and through hard work and not being too choosey about jobs she’d managed to raise a child single-handed and rebuild her life. 
 
    As an attractive young blonde with boobs made bigger by motherhood, she’d turned to dancing and stripping as the money was better than the alternatives and she could be with her young daughter during the day. As she told the story, there was neither shame nor pride in her tone. It was a voice and a smile that just said ‘I did what I had to do, and here I am today.’ 
 
    By comparison, Jill and I had both had pretty cushy lives, coming from secure and loving homes, both benefitting from a college education and lucky enough to wait until we married until we welcomed our first child into the world. Both Jill and I felt genuine admiration for Dee, for the way she’d fought against the odds and by all accounts raised a beautiful and well-rounded daughter all by herself. By a strange coincidence, it turned out that Dee’s daughter Staci was born only two days after our own son John. 
 
    Dee had been nineteen going on twenty when she started dancing, and she only met Luther around seven years later. She stopped dancing for a couple of years as she’d managed to find a good job as a realtor despite her lack of formal education. But when the company she worked for went bust, she was left with little alternative but to return to the clubs of Miami, which was where she met a newly retired Army guy who was just opening his first club. 
 
    As Dee joked about it, she said she couldn’t be too picky as she needed a job real quick and that as she was now in her mid-twenties her body wasn’t as tight and perky as it had been when she’d danced before. So, she accepted the offer of dancing at a pretty run-down bar called ‘Eighty-Two-High’, a run-down bar being the only one which Luther could afford on his savings and army pension. 
 
    Dee had been very ‘matter-of-fact’ as she’d shared with us, but I think she wanted a rest from talking so she handed over to her man. “And so, that’s where I met this great lump of a man who I’m pleased to call my boyfriend. Luther, honey, why don’t you tell Jill and Dave about your many years of wasting your life before you were lucky enough to meet littl’ ol’ me …” her sparky last words for some reason reminding me of our friend Charlotte. 
 
    She had the same sparky confidence and attitude of never taking a step backward, whoever it was in front of her and whatever the situation. Those two would make a formidable pair, my instincts telling me that given time Dee and Jill could easily become good friends just as Jill and Charlotte had, despite the worst possible start when Charlotte had stolen Jill’s boyfriend at college. 
 
    Luther’s story was very different but equally interesting and inspiring in its own way. He was the navy guy and had grown up in Norfolk, Virginia. His Dad was often away at sea, so in Luther’s own words he’d grown up as a bit of a tearaway. At seventeen he’d got in trouble with the local police over a fight with a kid whose Dad had local political connections. He was given a stark choice between a likely spell in prison or heading down to the Army recruitment office. 
 
    Six-two, as strong as a bull and with both street-bred cunning and an aptitude for all things mechanical, he never looked back. The Recruiting Sargent saw the potential and pointed him in the direction of his old unit, the elite 82nd Airborne. From there, Luther transferred first to the Rangers and then after that to the Special Forces. Serving in the First Gulf War and then also in Afghanistan, Iraq and a bunch of other places he said he couldn’t mention. Before finally finishing his twenty years in late 2003 and buying a run-down strip club in Miami the year after. 
 
    As he told the story, he joked and laughed out loud. “What else was an ex-Special Forces guy going to do? As I’d seen enough of the Middle East to last a lifetime and no way I wanted to sign on with one of those private companies and head straight back where I’d just come from.” 
 
    Luther seemed a natural at the job. Early on he’d decided he wanted to run the best damn club he could. As he put it, in his military travels all over the world, he’d seen enough bad clubs and brothels where both girls and punters were ripped off. By this time his Dad had passed but his Mum was still alive and, although he didn’t tell her about the clubs, he determined to do it right as a slightly strange tribute to her and the values she’d tried to knock into his head. 
 
    So even with his very first club, even though money was so tight he often slept in the club, he made sure to treat the girls well and to give the punters good value for their money and not to rip them off ‘too much’. As the business picked up, it wasn’t long before he had a visit from one of the local gangs demanding protection money. 
 
    Up until now, Luther had been the perfect friendly and avuncular host as he’d fed and entertained us. But at the memory of these hoodlums trying to muscle in on his hard-won rewards his face suddenly took a harder and more frightening shape, as he told the story of what happened one Friday night. When four Humvees from Fort Bragg headed into town, met up with Luther and went to have a quiet conversation with the leader of this local gang. 
 
    His face was hard and a little frightening as he explained how he and his buddies had taken the guy on a little free helicopter ride and that when he returned to Miami forty-eight-hours later he’d had a total change of heart, and lost all interest in taxing Luther’s club. His conversion being so thorough that he even made sure that no other local gangs tried to shake-down Luther, passing on the word that Luther had some heavy-duty friends. Of course, Luther was smart enough that when the dust had settled, he’d occasionally invite his erstwhile rival in for occasional freebies on-the-house, to help him save face and encourage goodwill. 
 
    After these early difficult years, his business had gone from strength-to-strength and he now had three ‘gentleman’s clubs’ (as he called them) and seven regular clubs. The regular clubs were larger and more glitzy and made more money, but he kept the other clubs partly out of nostalgia and partly because it grounded him in where he’d come from and how he’d started out. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Luther’s point about how his original strip clubs kept him grounded and exposed to the very real and very seamy side of Miami life started one of the more interesting parts of the evening’s conversation. 
 
    A little earlier, whilst describing life in combat zones, he’d commented that reading his way through some of the literary classics of the twentieth century had helped him stay calm and also deal with the long periods of boredom that separated the short, intense periods of often terrifying combat. 
 
    Naturally enough, with my literature-loving wife there, this soon led to a conversation about favorite books and favorite authors, with Dee and I both feeling poorly-equipped to join the conversation. That part of the conversation had ended with Jill wistfully saying that when she was young and idealistic, she’d promised herself that one day she’d find the time and the space to write what all literature students throughout the States aspire to write – The Great American Novel. 
 
    After Jill’s wistful declaration, the conversation had moved on from Luther’s experiences of combat to the years of building his business. But as he finished telling us about his business, I saw a spark of light in his eye, and he brought the conversation all the way back to what Jill had said about her literary ambitions. 
 
    “Of course, Jill honey, you do know what your problem is, don’t you?” He was a real salesman, this smooth-talking ex-soldier. 
 
    “I have a feeling I’m about to find out. Go on, why don’t you enlighten me then?” Jill replied, only partially masking her intrigue behind her tart reply. 
 
    “Jill, baby, don’t take this the wrong way, but I think your trouble is that you’ve never really lived,” he told us all, delivered in a way to just provoke but not upset. 
 
    “Never lived? Are you kidding me? I’ve given birth to and raised three kids. I’ve held down a stressful job for more than five years. I’ve traveled the country dealing with lay-offs and job losses...” 
 
    My incensed wife started telling us all, unable to finish before another voice cut in with, “and if that’s enough, I’ve single-handedly started Miami’s most successful male outreach program these last six months or so.” 
 
    As three of us roared with laughter, Dee was obviously happy with her ad-lib, and even Jill saw the funny side of how her new friend had burst her balloon in a funny and semi-gentle way. 
 
    As the laughter of all four of us gradually died down, Luther continued. “Jill, I was making a serious point. Look at all the great writers and artists. The Hemingways, the Twains, the Van Gogh’s of this world. They’ve all taken themselves into the seamier and most raw parts of the world, and what they’ve seen there inspired and informed the great art they produced. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    He made a serious point, and he was cunning and clever in how he phrased his question. Jill could hardly disagree with what was a well-established fact. But at the same time, if she agreed she was implicitly saying she could never produce any true piece of writing of any merit unless she lowered herself. Lowered herself from the comfortable, respectable lifestyle she and I lived in our middle-class life, into the seamier and rawer parts of Miami life where Luther lived and earned a living. 
 
    Jill was humming and hawing, desperately trying to find a way to answer that didn’t hand victory to Luther. As she hesitated and struggled for words, like the smart battle-trained warrior he was, Luther followed up. 
 
    “Look, Jill. Maybe you’ve made a good start these last few months. Seeing a little more of all that life’s got to offer. All the extra, colors, both dark and bright, that are out there. After all, you can’t deny that the things you and Dave have been dabbling in these last months have given you some great inspiration and experiences. Things you could write about, things you couldn’t have done before.” 
 
    Jill had stopped trying to find a counter-argument. She was back listening to Luther, not outwardly disagreeing with him and seeing where he was heading next. 
 
    “You should congratulate yourself, you and Dave. At least you’ve started out on the path of spreading your wings, of trying new experiences to fire that writer’s imagination of yours,” he encouraged her, but with the sense that a ‘but’ wasn’t far away. “So, I think for the two of you, the only question is ‘where next’ or ‘what next’. And all I’m saying is that if you see the kind of world I inhabit, the good and the bad, then it would open your eyes just a little bit more.” 
 
    I knew there was no more riposte coming from Jill. Her face was thoughtful as she played back what Luther had said and turned it round and round in her mind. I knew a seed had been planted, that at some point in the next days she’d want to prune and dissect the seed’s offshoots with me, but that I had little chance of predicting into what type of plant it would grow. Or indeed whether it would grow at all, or just fall on the path and wither through lack of root or soil. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I’d hate you to think the whole evening was full of serious or autobiographical conversations. Like the week before, we played pool, laughed and joked and generally had fun. At some point, Luther put music on and we all danced. At first with our own partners, then we swapped and I had the pleasure of leading the beautiful Dee, complete with those ridiculously large breasts that threatened to keep popping out, Luther joking more than once that he often worried about Dee falling over and not being able to get back up again. 
 
    There was plenty of flirting and I enjoyed my time with Dee as well as being fired up watching Luther and Jill dancing together. Strange to say, even as they danced and the mutual attraction was clear, I never got the sense that he was going to pounce on Jill and try making out with her. Even though the guy owned three strip clubs, that wasn’t the vibe he was throwing out, the same being said for Dee. I enjoyed the feel of her arms around my neck and the smoldering look in her eyes as she gazed into mine. But not once did I feel she was going to lean forward and kiss me, or that she wanted me to make the first move. 
 
    As I pondered this strange paradox, I thought back to last Saturday when I’d stormed into the party to see Jill dancing so sexily with Luther and the hungry wolf-like look he’d had on his face as he’d held Jill at arm’s length to watch her sway and move in that incredibly revealing dress. But even then he’d not kissed Jill, so maybe this was Luther and Dee’s boundary. Maybe they had a rule that they liked to flirt and play, but that was as far as they went. However improbable this might seem, it was the only theory that seemed to fit the evidence. 
 
    After the dancing, Dee whispered something in Jill’s ear and the giggling duo soon was scampering up the stairs hand-in-hand like two teenagers off to a slumber party. They soon remerged Dee in a perfectly fitting but very revealing bikini. Jill in a borrowed bikini that somehow had been slightly adjusted so as to fit Jill’s beautiful thirty-six C’s where normally Dee’s much larger Double-D’s would have sat. 
 
    Jill was clutching some spare trunks for me, left by a previous guest apparently, and soon all four of us were splashing and enjoying ourselves in the pool. Jill and I sometimes together, sometimes Dee and her floating buoyancy aids kept me company instead, allowing me to enjoy her company as I tried to keep an eye on Jill and Luther. But just as when the four of us had danced, there was plenty of laughter and flirting, but nothing that overstepped any boundaries. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    We’d arrived at seven-thirty, but didn’t get to bed until three-thirty in the morning. And although we’d not planned to stay over, Luther and Dee insisted and so we were ushered into a very impressive master bedroom. We made use of the various toiletries thoughtfully provided and were soon enjoying that wonderful feeling of fresh, crisp linen on our naked bodies. 
 
    Despite the late hour and the steady drinking over many hours, no sooner we were in bed than I felt Jill’s cool hand exploring my thigh to find what she desired. The whole evening and the company had made her very horny and she was soon pulling me to her so we could kiss and she could encourage me into a state that was of some use to her. A couple of minutes later I was sliding my now very hard cock deep into my wet and willing wife. Feeling her warm and alcohol-laced breath in the kisses we shared. 
 
    It was too late for a long, leisurely master-class fuck. We both wanted something more urgent and intense and so I set about fucking her with an urgency and pace that met both our needs. A tiny part of my brain was playing a loop of all the times I’d seen black cocks going in and out of Jill these last two weeks, but mostly my brain was just concentrating on the wonderful feeling of being deep within my wife and the feel of her soft warm skin beneath me. 
 
    It didn’t take either of us long to come to a climax, moaning and crying together as we both tried to half stifle the noise. Even if they were Mr. and Mrs. Strip Club, years and years of middle-class repression doesn’t disappear overnight, and when all’s said and done Jill and I were fucking in another couple’s home and bed. 
 
    Our exertions over, we drifted off to sleep happy and contented in each other’s arms as we’d done thousands of times before. The only thing that was different about this time was that when I woke in the middle of the night to use the bathroom, I rolled over to give Jill a kiss and found her warm body was absent. No longer in our bed or in our bedroom. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
     Saturday, 8th June 2018 
 
    I’d woken in far more agreeable ways. Still semi-drunk from all the drinking the night before, I rolled over in a strange bed and hit air. The place where I’d expected to bump into Jill was empty, just a hole on Jill’s side of the bed. No one to kiss, snuggle or wrap my arm around. Just air. 
 
    Jolted rudely awake by this realization, the clock told me it was four in the morning. A feeling of slow, rumbling dread built in my gut and spread to the left side of my chest. But still, I needed to first use the bathroom. This physical necessity dealt with, my sleep and alcohol dulled brain could finally start to panic properly. Could start drawing all kinds of mental pictures and scenarios about where, what and who Jill was doing. 
 
    We were in the house of a guy who we hardly knew from Adam. A guy who’d spent fifteen years building up a strip club business, who’d dealt with the local hoodlums by beating them at their own game. A guy who claimed with a smile he ‘treated’ his girls so good they never left him, a fact which if it was true was open to another interpretation. About why they hung around so long. 
 
    And now, in the middle of the night, Jill was missing in the middle of this guy’s house. A house which was very large and which I hardly knew, making me worried as I had no idea where to start looking. 
 
    Thankfully, as I quietly left our bedroom I heard the light sound of music coming from somewhere downstairs. Using this as a beacon I quietly and carefully made my way towards the sound. As I got nearer I remember realizing the music was Cool Jazz, which struck me as an odd thing to be playing an hour before sunrise in the middle of Delray Beach. 
 
    As my nervous feet padded along the wooden floors the sound of jazz was joined by voices, voices which mixed with laughter before returning to voices again. A few feet away from the door, my path now lit by the light from the open kitchen door, I slowed to a snail’s pace. Jill’s voice now very clear to me, a fact that gave me a strange mix of fear and relief. Relief that I’d found her and that she’d not been magicked away to one of Luther’s clubs, yet fear at what I might find when I reached the doorway. 
 
    I was suddenly hit by a feeling of déjà vu, feeling guilty and ashamed as I thought back to all the times I’d sneaked around and watched and eavesdropped these last few months. But not so ashamed that I stopped myself, inching forward the last few feet to see who was in there with Jill. Breathing a sigh of relief when I saw Dee’s blonde head rather than Luther’s tight cropped black hair. Sat side-by-side looking contemplatively out into the dark shadows of the pre-dawn garden. 
 
    The laughter started up again, and as it died down Jill turning to face our host’s girlfriend. 
 
    “But seriously, what’s it like? How did you find it?” my inquisitive wife asked. 
 
    Dee chuckled, “What do you mean ‘did' find it? Not so much of the past tense please, missy,” her soft Georgia accent just as alluring as the night before. “I might be older than most all the other girls, but I’ve still been known to shake my booty the odd night or two. I’ve still got enough to put some lead in the odd pecker or two …” 
 
    When their shared laughter had quietened a little, Jill gently pushed her question again. “Okay, I admit you’re still a fine figure of a woman, but you still didn’t answer my question. What’s it like? Getting up there and dancing in front of all those guys? How does it feel, knowing all those guys are looking at all your private parts? Lusting after you, imagining what they’d do to you given half a chance.” 
 
    Even side-on I could see Dee’s grin. It was as if Jill’s question had brought back happy memories for her. 
 
    “Well, honey,” the soft Georgia voice started, “I’ll not pretend it’s all sweetness and light. Like any other gig, it’s got its ups and downs. Good days and bad days. But what I can tell you is that when it’s good, it’s very good.” 
 
    Jill was rapt with attention, now sitting on the edge of her seat, reminding me of how a kid looks if you tell them a particularly scary story. Frightened by every single word, but enjoying the fear and craving the rush of the fear and not about to let anyone spoil their fun, however, frightened they might become. Seeing this look on Jill’s face, I remember thinking that Dee was just like her Old Man (as she called Luther). That she was just as much of a story-teller, knowing just how to play and reel in my intrigued wife. Who’d lived all her life in the safe world of home, college and the various middle-class places we’d called home. 
 
    “Jill, honey. Do you remember what it felt like the first time you put on a pretty party dress?” 
 
    Jill nodded her head. 
 
    “And do you remember a few years later, when you’d matured a little, when the boys were more interested and you were even more interested than the boys were? And do you remember how good it felt to sometimes tease them? Maybe every day in school, or at the prom?” 
 
    Jill nodded again, a half nostalgic smile on her face. 
 
    “Well, honey, that’s kinda how it feels. Only a million times stronger. It’s like a power rush, knowing you’ve got all these guys wrapped around your little finger. Knowing how much they want you and what they’d do to have you. It feels good, like a real buzz and sense of emancipation, especially if like me life has knocked you back and sent you to the bottom of the pile.” 
 
    Jill’s face looked a little puzzled. “But what about all the creeps? All the sweaty, ugly creeps who’d make your skin crawl if you caught them ogling you in the mall?” 
 
    Dee just laughed. “You just play a little game, try and get them to look even more hungry and pathetic, play them knowing you’re the winner, they’re the ones buying the over-priced drinks. And anyway, maybe you’re their only outlet. Maybe it’s like you’re providing some kinda social service.” 
 
    “I guess,” Jill replied, not sounding like she fully understood or believed, as Dee reached over to touch her arm, a mischievous look on her face. 
 
    “And anyway, honey, what about all the other guys. The young, handsome guys with fit bodies. Feeling their eyes wandering all over your body feels great. Knowing that, even though you’ve never met and don’t even know their names, they want you. They want to kiss every inch of your body. They want to hold and squeeze and play with your tits. They want to take you somewhere quiet and sink their big dicks into your body, and pound your little pussy until they dump their manliness deep into your womb. You can see it in their eyes, and they can see in your eyes that you’d happily let them do it. That’s the whole buzz and magic. All the social crap ripped away, feelings and lust raw and understood by both of you.” 
 
    She’d sucked Jill right in. The look on Jill’s face told me she was miles away, imagining herself dancing in front of some hot guy. Imagining the look they shared and what they’d do together in the quiet of the backroom or the alleyway outside. 
 
    Dee reached out to touch Jill’s arm again, the tiniest of sisterly signs of conspiracy. “What about you, Jill? You ever done anything like that? Maybe to help pay college fees? Or at some drunken frat party to encourage or reward some guy you were keen on?” 
 
    “No. Heaven’s sake, No,” my startled and slightly affronted wife’s high pitched voice spat back. “Dee, I’ve never done anything remotely like that, or even thought about doing anything like that.” 
 
    “Calm down, honey, it’s not like I’m accusing you of mass murder or something. Plenty of girls pay their way through college by shaking their booties, and plenty of girls get a little carried away to get the attention of some handsome young frat boy. I was just wondering, that’s all,” she smoothed, before smiling and teasing a little more. “After all, Jill baby, from what I hear, you ain’t exactly a saint. According to what I hear, you and Dave might like all vanilla and plain on the outside, but when you let your hair down, you really know how to party. What do they say, don’t judge a book by its cover?” 
 
    Now without the loosening effects of last night’s booze, my soccer mom Jill blushed, lost for a single word of reply. 
 
    Grinning broadly, Dee continued. “So if you never did anything like that, how come you and Mr. Straight-laced got into the swinging scene?” Another touch of the arm designed to build bonds and gently encourage my nervous wife to share. 
 
    Over the next few minutes, Jill slowly opened up, like one of those flowers blooming open on a nature show on a time-delayed photo. Bit-by-bit taking Dee through the story of how we’d dipped our toes, and how toe-dipping with Daryl led to Chris, and how Chris led to the current three-way tryst she was enjoying with Josh and Freddy. 
 
    When Jill had finished telling her story, Dee was all smiles and sisterly love. “You see, honey. It wasn’t exactly such a stretch. Imagining someone who could do all that naked and shaking their tail feathers. Shaking for a few dollars and maybe some smiles from some handsome guy or hunky young frat guy.” 
 
    “I guess,” came Jill’s giggly and slightly embarrassed reply. 
 
    As Dee poured another coffee for both of them, she made a casual throwaway comment. “Anyway, my old mum used to say ‘don’t speak until you’ve tried it’, we’ll have to get you and Dave along to one of Luther’s clubs, so you can see what it’s really like. And who knows, maybe it will give your budding inner Hemmingway just the inspiration she craves.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Minutes later I was feigning sleep as Jill’s warm body snuggled next to mine. Happy to have made it back to bed without discovery as Dee and Jill’s conversation had finally wound down. 
 
    “Honey, are you awake?” she asked me, her warm breath moist on my cheek. Getting no reply I felt her hand exploring under the sheets, finding what she desired and slowly bringing him back to life. Not that he needed much encouragement, as he’d been happily awake and swollen as he’d listened first to Dee’s tales from the clubs, and then the tales that were Jill regaling Dee with all our ups and downs. 
 
    I soon gave up on pretending to sleep and was looking up at what I considered the most beautiful face in the world. Enjoying the wonderful feeling of her pussy snug around me and squeezing me tight. Although in my mind not quite as tightly as it squeezed me before these last few months. Enjoying the wonderful feeling of her skin against my skin as she sat proud and tall and rode me like I was some prize stallion, letting me squeeze her big boobs and enjoy the sight of just how swollen with excitement her nipples were. 
 
    What a sight and what a glorious way to start a Saturday morning. Incapable of improvement until I sensed Jill’s breathing start to quicken and become more raspy and needy, prompting me to switch from hunted to hunter. My ego and masculinity demanding that I switch, pulling Jill down and underneath me where I could be in control. Looking down at her pleasure racked face as she closed her eyes and I fucked her, rather than letting her fuck me. As I slammed in and out as hard and strong as I could, my fifty-plus breathing deep and irregular with each new stroke, each stroke a little faster and deeper than the last. 
 
    Pulling her tight to me, covering that mouth I’d kissed so many times as I squeezed the life out of her. One final push, one final kiss as my balls exploded and shot my juices deep into her spasming body. Kissing each other with intense need and love as we both shook, giver and receiver enjoying that unique mummy-daddy bonding moment known to all adult humans. 
 
    It felt glorious afterward to lie there in someone else’s home, Jill’s soft hair splayed like some trophy of war on my gradually slowing chest, playing with that hair as our fingers playfully intertwined and united us again. 
 
    “Wow, something got your motor going this morning,” I teased. 
 
    “I could say the same thing myself, you didn’t do bad for an old man of fifty-plus,” she teased, using one of our favorite private jokes, Jill’s modest age in her mid-forties giving her bragging rights over the old man who lay by her side, trying to catch his breath. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    We didn’t see Luther before we left, Dee giving his apologies, saying he’d had to go to one of the local police precincts to sort a problem that had happened last night at one of his clubs. Driving the hour back to Coral Gables seeming to draw a magic curtain closed behind us, separating our safe middle-class world from the world of clubs, strippers and a life on the edge of criminality. 
 
    Not used to the late night and the booze, we were both tired and spoke little as we drove back. Happy just to hold hands as we drove, my mind semi-concentrating on the road and Jill’s mind concentrating on I don’t know what. Her expression showing her mind was somewhere else, most likely either in neutral or thinking through some of what Dee had told her. Or maybe a mix of the two, depending on how pickled the booze was making her feel at any moment. 
 
    John and Becky’s wedding was just two weeks away, so upon reaching home, I lost Jill to an hour-long chat with Becky’s mum Pamela. I wasn’t entirely upset with this, allowing me as it did to grab a short nap in my den, feeling Jill was in safer hands than during her last girl-to-girl chat. Pretty sure as I was that Pamela wouldn’t be trying to get Jill to do anything more extreme than try some exotic floral arrangements at the church, or possibly discuss the seating arrangements for the reception. Yes, a quick snooze was a low-risk option. 
 
    In some ways, mid-day naps are so pleasant, self-indulgent and refreshing. But I always find I feel a little disoriented and woozy as I wake up and try and work out why it’s not morning time and why I’m not breakfasting and rushing to work. And today was no exception as I shook myself awake and tried to make sense of the quiet voices coming from our kitchen. 
 
    Raucous laughter would have been understandable, a surefire marker for Charlotte’s presence visiting her best friend. Loud, slapping sounds of fucking likewise – one of our two, or possibly both of our neighbors. But quiet, whispered conversations and no car in the drive. My interest was piqued and I rubbed the sleep away and quietly moved to where I could hear clearly. 
 
    Callan. And more specifically, a slightly drunk and feeling sorry for himself Callan. His slightly slurred speech explaining the lack of car, even in the middle of the day. My recently napping and now slowly re-booting brain gradually keying into the conversation Callan was having with the girl he’d loved and dated all those years ago. 
 
    “You know, Jill, sometimes I just feel so very, very tired… like I don’t have the energy or will to go on anymore,” his tired and sad voice told the woman listening to him. Before, seeing the concerned look on Jill’s face, he clarified. “No, not like that, Jill. That’s not what I’m saying. Don’t worry, I’m not going to do anything stupid.” 
 
    Jill's face relaxed, now less worried and more a mask of sympathy, reaching across the table to grasp her old boyfriend’s hand in a sign of compassion and caring. 
 
    Squeezing back, Callan continued his theme of self-pity and sadness. “You know something, Jill. I really envy guys like Dave and Chris. They have it all. And look at me. Failed marriage. Wife ran off with a younger guy. No kids. Only a lonely mid-life crisis and retirement to look forward to.” 
 
    “You know you could still make a go of it with Charlotte, if you wanted,” my loving and kind wife gently offered. Shot down seconds later. “That ship’s sailed,” the pain and hurt in his voice obvious. 
 
    “And, you know, all’s not sweetness and light for Dave and Chris. Look at all the problems me and Dave have had. And don’t even start about Chris. He’s a long way from home and from what he tells me things are so bad at the plant he might get fired any day now.” 
 
    But Callan wasn’t in the mood to be comforted, switching tack to a different topic. “You know Jill, there’s hardly a day goes by when I don’t regret what I did all those years ago. When I don’t wonder what might have been. What might have been if I’d followed my instincts and been a bit more persistent? Less dazzled by you know who.” 
 
    Jill looked confused and uncomfortable, but Callan wasn’t about to drop it. 
 
    “You know there was more than one time I came looking for you. To tell you how wrong I was. To ask you to forgive me and take me back. But I guess fate had other ideas. You were out and I just saw Dave instead. Hell, we might be friends now, but that night I nearly punched him. Standing where I should have been.” 
 
    Sympathy turned to exasperation. “Remember, it was you who left me. Remember! And I don’t know what I’d have done if Dave hadn’t been there for me. Helped me rebuild my trust in men … after you’d done your darnedest to destroy it …” 
 
    “Sorry,” then a pained and awkward silence as they each lost themselves in their very different memories of all those years ago. Before Callan returned to the fray, this time his voice softer with a more apologetic pitch. 
 
    “Jill, tell me honestly. Do you ever wonder what might have been? Between you and me? If things had been different? If I’d have found you? What might have been? If we’d have had kids? What they might have looked like?” 
 
    Jill paused. Paused a long time before answering, and I felt my heart sinking, my world disappearing into a rapidly expanding sinkhole of emotion and emptiness. It was only a hypothetical, right, but even ideas have the power to terrify and traumatize. As I saw the heads of each of my kids disappear in a puff of smoke. The faces I knew and loved replaced by variations on Callan’s features and genes, as if by some black magic he’d robbed me of all the people I loved and my very essence. 
 
    It was only Jill’s clearing of her throat that brought me back from this nightmare scenario. Back to the here and now as I willed Jill’s answer to be what I needed to hear. 
 
    “Of course I sometimes wonder. What woman wouldn’t? I loved you. Loved you more than you ever knew. Before you threw it all away. Broke my heart, and stomped all over it,” Jill finally answered. “But like you said, that ship already sailed. I love Dave with all my heart. He helped me put myself back together, and he’s been the man I’ve built my life and my family with. And, whatever I might occasionally wonder, I’d not change any of that for a single minute.” 
 
    Hearing Jill’s words, it was like I was torn left and right. Hurt and pained by her pause and admission that of course she sometimes wondered. Proud, puffed-up and reassured by what she’d then said about how she loved me and wouldn’t change a single minute of our lives together. 
 
    As Jill’s words sank in, there was a contrite, guilty look on Callan’s face. “Sorry, Jill. I never meant to hurt you so. But the truth is, I loved two girls at the same time. And hell, I was young and didn’t know what to do.” Their hands joined again in memory of a love long lost, Jill now her normal forgiving and less angry self. “And Jill, honey, I am really sorry. But you above all people know how hard it can be. When you love two guys at the same time.” 
 
    There were almost tears in his eyes as he said this, and Jill just squeezed his hand again. Just the slightest of smiles, hardly discernible, telling Callan that she understood. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Shortly afterward Jill ushered her ex into the Uber she’d hailed, telling him to go home and get some rest. Recommending he speak to Charlotte, but that if during the week he still felt down and needed to talk to someone, he should give her a call. Finally parting with a friendly hug, slightly longer than a normal hug, Callan seemingly reluctant to let go of his comfort blanket. 
 
    The drama now over, I headed into the shower. Needing the rejuvenating and awakening power of the hot jets. Also needing a little time and space to get my head together. To think through what I’d just heard. To soak and work out what I was feeling. Whether it changed anything. 
 
    I’ve never been very good at feelings. Brought up by my parents to be more intellectual than emotional, I often had to soak in my feelings to really work out how I felt. Not confident to make a snap judgment and get it right. Standing there under those playful little jets bouncing off my soapy body, I felt a strange feeling of self-awareness. 
 
    As if all the explicit events and memories of the last few months were magically merging with things I’d maybe not thought about in years. Or maybe never thought about. Things about Jill and me that maybe I’d always been too frightened to face up to. 
 
    And this sudden moment of self-realization and clarity left me feeling on a strange emotional high. My mind filled with a mental picture of a man on a high wire above the Niagara Falls. Enjoying the buzz and the adrenaline rush of danger, but aware of the perils that lay below. Realizing that a big part of me had always felt insecure in my relationship with Jill, aware of our start on the rebound and that she could have done better. Another part, hearing her echoing words of how she loved me with all her heart and wouldn’t change a moment of our lives together. 
 
    In that singular moment of crystallized clarity, I guess I realized why the game we were playing tore me in so many different directions. Simultaneously up and down, left and right in a confusing kaleidoscope of emotions and feelings. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I don’t quite know where this train of thought might have headed if the steamed-up door of tempered glass hadn’t been opened up by a very naked and a very desirable Jill at that moment. Every single curve of her forty-five-year-old body, still as desirable and arousing as it had been all those years ago when I’d first seen her naked. 
 
    The swell of her large breasts helping my brain switch the valve to start blood flooding to my cock. The beauty and love in her face raising my heartbeat step by step, until I felt like a high school freshman gazing on the prom queen about to ask him out on a date. Knowing I had the love of this amazing woman. Had it today, had it the last twenty over years and would have it tomorrow. Whatever the dangers and rushing waters might look like from up here on the high wire we’d built together these last months. 
 
    Jill gave me the softest of kisses, the naughtiest of smiles and pulled my hands to the rising and falling flesh that was the soft and heavy flesh of her breasts. Moaning and sighing just a little as I squeezed and played, my instinct telling me her little smile was happiness that I still desired her so painfully after all these years. Our love was equal and deep in so many ways, but deep down we both knew she loved the fact I’d always be the freshman to her prom queen. A loving and loyal husband and friend, head over heels with the girl who was two or three steps above me on the podium. This love, the bedrock of everything we’d built between us, and then the three little humans we’d spawned, nurtured and loved from this most solid of foundations. 
 
    A second, breathless and tender kiss gave way to me looking down on the top of Jill’s head, as she knelt on the wet tiles and took me in her mouth. Performing that most intimate of services for the man she loved. Taking me deep into her mouth, as far back as she could, her hands moving to tickle and play with my balls. Her head soon bobbing up and down as she used her spare hand to stroke and encourage the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. 
 
    Up and down, up and down her head bobbed. Time after time. Bob after bob, until my slightly louder moan and tightened fingers in her hair, told her she needed to ease off. Ease off or get ready to drink me down. 
 
    I guessed right, that she’d go for option one. Still fired up by last evening and her chat with Dee. About Dee’s life as a seductress, told with honesty and humor, told in a way guaranteed to entice. 
 
    And so now suitably hard, I was led by my hard dick towards the bed. Maybe not as large as Daryl, Chris or her black toy boys next door, but certainly big enough to meet Jill’s needs of the moment. Dried off and once again encouraged to lie down and make myself available so Jill could ride me. Round two from where we’d left off earlier. After she’d snuggled next to me, all fired up after her chat about the stripping life with Dee. 
 
    I had a strong sense of déjà vu, content for the moment to lie there and be used by Jill. To let her do the work as her warm and wet pussy surrounded and enveloped me, rubbing up and down and squeezing every single nerve ending in that piece of flesh that defines a man. 
 
    She looked so damned hot. Eyes closed as she maneuvered for the perfect angle and depth. Breasts like ripe, tempting fruit, bouncing up and down in a way designed to captivate, like the original fruit which had suckered and done for Adam in the garden. Jill’s beautiful face set off by the surround of her long brown hair. Like a large carat diamond in a setting of white gold. 
 
    I was a man in heaven. Great job, great family, great wife and best friend. Lying there being ridden by a woman who loved me and needed me physically. Life didn’t get much better than this – the Niagara Falls could wait. 
 
    I enjoyed this lazy and indulgent pleasure just a little longer, before repeating the trick from the morning. Wrapping my arms around Jill’s waist and rolling so she was now underneath me. Happy that I’d not slipped out of her during the move. Able to pick up and keep the stroke going, now doing to Jill what she’d been doing to me. 
 
    Loving the possessive way she wrapped her shapely legs around my back. Happy to be owned by my mistress. Owned just as my cock deep in her pussy was returning the compliment. Joining our flesh together as she accepted me deep into her body, the most intimate and significant gesture a woman can make. Only topped by the ultimate act, carrying a man’s child in her body. 
 
    They say that sex is ninety percent in the mind, and with all the thoughts and emotions of earlier swirling around in my head, I plowed deep and fast into Jill. Loving the way she moaned and responded. My wife lost in the moment with me, all the men and events of the last days and months just a blurred memory in the rearview. 
 
    Faster and faster I went, hearing so clearly that Jill was on the same road as me, both of us nearly there, no thought of slowing, only of acceleration and pushing deeper and faster and harder. Fuck, fuck, I knew I was close and I knew Jill was about the same. Making one final lunge, making one final shout as my balls finished, shooting me deep into Jill, hearing her squeal and moan and feeling her body go rigid as we came together. 
 
    Both surfing the heavens before slowly, inevitably we started descending the other side. Eyes opened, smiles coyly shared and my weight rolled to one side as we cuddled up and just looked at each other. Suddenly teenagers again, no longer the middle-aged couple awaiting the seal of mid-life, the first wedding of our offspring. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    After the long, boozy pleasures of the previous evening with Luther and Dee, I’d really fancied a quiet night in. But our new friends had other ideas. 
 
    It was six-thirty on that Saturday evening when I saw Luther’s large Lincoln Navigator pull into our drive, seconds later his top-heavy blonde girlfriend Dee skipping towards our door. Dressed in a way that told me our evening was about to be hijacked and taken in a very different direction. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    Saturday 9th June 2018 
 
    It was a long walk down the street, past the long strip of bars, clubs and low-end stores and eateries. Following behind Jill’s shapely swaying ass, it struck me how this long walk was some kind of a metaphor for the long walk we’d been on as a couple this last year. I knew the literature-loving part of Jill would have laughed at the thought, probably finding a way to top my joke with one of her own. 
 
    But Jill was walking a little too far ahead of me for me to call out to her, so I just kept the thought to myself and concentrated on enjoying the percussive click-click of her heels and the swinging of her ass as she wiggled just a little more than normal, a sure sign she was excited with the way the evening was developing. 
 
    Since Luther and his girlfriend, Dee had first landed on our doorstep at six-thirty that evening, I’d not really had a chance to talk to Jill. We’d been hustled along and entertained in equal measure. We’d enjoyed fine food and drink in Luther’s first place, so I could hardly complain. Just like each time we’d met him before, he’d proven entertaining company. But as I’d listened to his stories and jokes, a part of my brain was wondering why he’d latched onto Jill and me. 
 
    Jill’s an attractive woman, so I got that bit, but he seemed happy enough in his relationship with Dee and hadn’t really made an overt play for Jill. So I was left with this nagging question as to why he was paying so much attention to Jill and me. And I wondered if tonight might provide a few answers to this nagging question. 
 
    Jill’s giggly and slightly drunk laughter pricked my quiet bubble of thoughtfulness. Listening to her loud giggles as she walked arm-in-arm with another man, I could hardly believe how much our marriage had changed this last year. How my sexy but staid and conservative wife had transformed into the woman I saw before me. Still my lover and best friend and mother of our children, but now also enjoying a side of life she thought had passed her by forever, as she came to the end of her college life and we settled down to married life. 
 
    My wife was walking about five yards ahead of us, clinging tightly to Luther’s left arm as the two globes of her ass wiggled and swayed under the tight fabric of her skintight turquoise dress. As I walked and watched, she squeezed a little closer as she laughed at another of Luther’s outrageous club stories. Seeing the way she flicked her hair and looked across at the story-teller, I could tell she was attracted to the man who was our host. Although she’d tried to hide it, I’d seen the sure signs of that attraction on each of the previous two evenings we’d met up, each time, Jill’s ability and desire to hide it reducing the more we drank and just chilled with our new friends. 
 
    But my mind wasn’t in some kind of pity-party mood, because like any good host, Luther had provided for me. As Jill giggled and clung tight to his arm, I had Dee doing pretty much the same thing, the warmth of her body and ample chest giving me a warm tingly feeling, making me feel like a nervous adolescent, wondering how this evening might end. My mind was thinking back to Gemma, the last woman I’d been with other than Jill. Before everything had gone sideways. When Jill and Chris got too close, and Chris asked Jill to leave me and head to Los Angeles with him. 
 
    The high-end booze we’d enjoyed with the meal was doing nothing to help me keep a clear head, or to piece together the swirling confusion of feelings and emotions I was feeling. My cock was slowly filling just as my heart was feeling light and happy at the feeling of Dee by my side and the expectations of what might be. 
 
    But this was finely balanced by the bittersweet pain and butterflies I was feeling as I stared jealously at Jill laughing and flirting with her new gentleman friend, feeling like a guy once again looking down over the edge of the precipice, with all of the recent traumatic feelings and memories this brought flooding back to the surface. The glands in my shoulders were alive and raw, fully in fight-or-flight mode. Normally an invisible part of my body, they suddenly throbbed to life as they pumped neat adrenaline into my bloodstream, electrifying every little corner of my body and prepping me for what the evening might bring. My gut felt hollow, like I’d not eaten for a month, acids swirling and gnawing away as fear and excitement mixed like a deadly cocktail. 
 
    I closed my eyes and tried desperately to clear my thoughts, wondering if I had it in me to slow things down or move the evening in another direction, hoping a deep breath might help, but it hardly made a difference. The only difference was, it alerted Dee to my confused state. Her fingers inter-twined more tightly than before, her hand stroking my cheek as she looked into my eyes. 
 
    “Are you okay with this, Dave? You know, we don’t have to do this. Not if you don’t want to. It’s just you and Jill seem really nice folks, and we know from Josh you like to party. But, you know, if you’re not ready, you want to slow things down a bit, that’s fine as well …” 
 
    Dee’s words trailed off as she held my gaze, her serious look slowly turning up into the slightest of smiles as she took in my silence. “But looking at your old lady, if I’m any judge, she doesn’t want to slow anything down tonight. My sweet man has worked his magic, got her well and truly under his spell,” she smiled in her gentle Southern accent, all the time looking at me to judge my reaction, seeing enough of my schizoid hesitation to tease and nudge me just a little more. 
 
    “But honey, seeing the way your sweet wife’s looking at my man, there’s only one way that thing’s going to end tonight. So if that’s not something you’re ready for, you better say something sooner rather than later, if you get me,” she smiled and warned in the same breath. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I felt a little like minor royalty or some B-list celeb as the two huge black guys on the door smiled nervously at Luther and then the rest of us. I stared up at the flashing neon lights announcing the club's name, ‘The Pink Cabaret’, as one of the two doormen unclipped the rope for us to jump the queue and enter the club. We enjoyed the stares we received from the various other groups waiting patiently in line while we got the A-star treatment. 
 
    Once inside, the first things to hit me were the wall of sound and the dazzling and disorienting effects of all the banks of lights, the sound deep and jarring, the lights each different and doing their own thing. Flashing colored bulbs with their strobe effects, pivoting searchlights moving around the walls and ceilings worked in tandem with so many bass speakers that seemed to make my inner organs vibrate. 
 
    My eyes slowly adjusted as I let Dee pull me through the crowds, Luther and Jill ahead of us but only just visible amongst the throng. The heat and humidity were overpowering, not surprising as there must have been three or four hundred excited party-goers soaking up the atmosphere and leaking animal humidity into the already hot Miami night. 
 
    It was quite an effort to cut through the crowd, but finally, we reached a door just to the side of the main stage. Dee pushed it open and pulled me through, my ears happy that things were even just a little more subdued and more normally lit. The room was filled with more girls than I could count, many in various stages of undress. 
 
    Luther had boasted that he ran a better type of club, one that looked out for the welfare of the girls and the punters, true to the ethics he’d lived by in the military. And even as I recovered from the shock of seeing so many attractive and scantily clad women, I couldn’t miss the way so many of the girls seemed delighted to see Luther and Dee. Their smiles and hugs reminded me of kids visited by a favorite aunt or uncle. Luther and Dee made the polite introductions, but understandably we were on the sidelines as the girls babbled away talking to their favorite aunt and uncle about everything under the sun - about kids, college and exams, brothers and sisters. About pretty much anything except the job they were there to enjoy – not mentioned, but an ever-present backdrop which they all knew was needed and necessary to pay the bills. To pay tuition, pay for kids' clothes and medical bills, and to keep Luther in the style which he’d become accustomed to living. 
 
    But the girls didn’t seem to mind. Looking at the faces, even through the high-pitched laughs and conversations, the faces I saw told me that the girls here had seen plenty of hard times and sadness in their lives. But the way they looked at and spoke to Luther and Dee told me they saw them as friends and benevolent allies, the club providing a slightly better way of making a living than the alternatives. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    We must have spent more than half an hour in there, as Luther did his slightly weird Father Christmas and protector role all wrapped in one. By the end of it, I was almost inured to all the bare bosoms and thong-covered asses and pussies. But finally, the last cheek was kissed and the last question asked, and I saw Luther ushering Jill towards the same door we’d entered through. 
 
    Dee smiled a teasing smile as she saw the look on my face as Jill was ushered away. “Come on, Casanova. Let’s get you out of here before your eyeballs pop out of your head and your heart explodes as you wonder where my sweet man’s taken your naughty little wife.” 
 
    I found the answer to this question barely a minute later as Dee pulled me by the hand up a well-hidden set of stairs and we ascended up towards the gods of the club – the area up high amongst the lights and other hidden equipment, where you could look down as lord of all you surveyed, and where it was just about quiet enough to hold a normal conversation. 
 
    No surprise that when Dee pulled me into the little room, I saw Luther and Jill snuggled next to each other on one side of a large horseshoe-shaped red velvet seat. The two of them looked deeply into each other’s eyes, engrossed deeply in some conversation. Seeing me and Dee out of the corner of his eye, he gave an almost imperceptible nod for Jill’s benefit to let her know they weren’t alone anymore, and then he turned to me with a large and confident grin. 
 
    “So, Dave, man. What do you think? Isn’t it just like I said? Happy girls. Happy punters. And a little cash factory for me, just proving that doing the right thing pays off in the long run.” 
 
    Dee pulled me by the hand so we were sitting next to Luther and Jill on the crushed velvet seat, Dee next to Jill with the two of us guys bookending the foursome. Luther and Dee made most of the running in the conversation, talking both about the club and how they’d developed it and also about some of the more interesting and noteworthy dancers. As they talked about the dancers, it was doubly clear to me how they both really cared about the girls that worked there. 
 
    My mind was going back to some of the stories that Luther had told about some of the shitty and horrible things he’d seen in warzones around the world. Often the women and young girls were the one’s worst affected, with equality being nothing more than a faraway Western idea in most of the places he’d fought. 
 
    Listening to him talk, I got the distinct impression this place and the other clubs he ran were some kind of belated antidote, an antidote to all the times he’d seen terrible things and been unable to do a damn thing about the suffering and injustices he’d had to helplessly watch. Maybe it was only a small place and a small thing, but I got the feeling he’d created a little corner of the world for himself where he’d do his damnedest to engineer just a little bit of hope and redemption. Both for him and the girls, many of whom had sad backstories which had brought them into the world of exotic dancing. 
 
    This probably sounds too maudlin and depressing, and that would be wrong because the conversation was mostly light and airy, full of shared details of the ‘real’ lives the girls were building for themselves in the hours they weren’t dancing. The deeper part was me was listening and second-guessing where all of this had come from. Sitting and thinking, I watched my equally quiet wife, wondering what was going through her mind. 
 
    Her expression was a strange mix, sometimes engaged and excited as she seemingly hung on every word that Luther said. At other times, just a tiny bit tired and blank from the booze as she listened to Luther and Dee talking. She was holding hands with Luther and looking between him and me as the conversation went on, no hint of guilt or nervousness at the way the evening was developing, despite neither of us having discussed anything like this. A relaxed acceptance and anticipation may be inevitable given the boundaries and rules we’d shattered step-by-step this last year. 
 
    As Luther continued telling me about a dancer called Amber, who was about Jill’s age and who he’d helped escape from an abusive relationship with her ex-con husband, Dee started whispering something in Jill’s ear, winning a series of giggles and a look of disbelief from Jill, who was no longer looking at me or Luther, all her attention focused on her new friend Dee. 
 
    Having dropped whatever bombshell she’d dropped into Jill’s ear, Dee just held Jill’s gaze and smiled as if daring her to reject or question whatever it was she’d just told my wife. Jill’s head started to give the tiniest of nods, her lips turning up in the barest of nervous smiles. Winning some kind of battle or agreement from Jill, Dee’s smile was broad and victorious. Turning to Luther, “I’m just taking Jill downstairs for a few minutes. To show her where I used to dance. Why don’t you bring Dave down in a few minutes, honey?” 
 
    Luther didn’t say anything. He just smiled and nodded his head slightly, the club-owner and group alpha giving his woman his agreement to whatever she had planned. Dee pulled Jill past Luther and the other end of the horseshoe as the two of them excitedly headed back towards the stairway back to the throbbing music and stages of the club. Before I had a chance to react or say anything, they were gone from sight, just the back of Jill’s shoulders and then her head visible as she obediently trotted down the steep stairs. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    With the lubricant of the two girls now gone, for a few moments there was an awkward silence between Luther and me. Luther just stared at me in a friendly but non-committal way, as if egging me on to be the first to speak. 
 
    With the girls now gone, I felt an unstoppable pressure building in me, knowing it wouldn’t be long until I asked the question that had been on my mind all night. I continued to stare at Luther, not confrontational, more of a statement of equality and controlled assertiveness, counting to ten and feeling my confidence growing, memories of my L.A. discussions with Chris somehow flooding my head and giving me extra strength. Finally, I cleared my throat and took the conversation where it had been headed since we’d first met, when Jill had calmed things and introduced me as her husband, breaking off the hot dance they’d been sharing. 
 
    “Tell me, Luther, what exactly is it you want from Jill and me? This is the third time in a week you’ve gone out of your way to spend time with Jill and me.” 
 
    He looked down into his glass, staring for a few seconds before looking back up. “That’s a fair question, Dave. And I like to be straight with people. And I like to think that you and me, Dee and Jill have the start of what could become a great friendship. So I’ll level with you.” 
 
    We stared at each other, while I waited for him to make good on his promise. 
 
    “It’s like this, Dave,” he started, now looking right at me. 
 
    “I’m a complex guy, and I’ve got three hobbies in life. Making money,” he smiled and gestured at our surroundings up high in the club he owned. “Putting right some of the wrongs I’ve seen, trying to unbreak some of the horrible things I’ve seen. And last, but by no means least, sex and exploring human sexuality.” 
 
    I sensed that he’d well and truly lowered the drawbridge and was about to share with me about himself and what his game was. 
 
    “Dave, man. You and me are about the same age. I like you. You’re smart, funny and with a good heart and integrity that shines through. And Jill and my girl Dee are only a few years apart. And Jill’s the female version of you, only easier on the eye,” he chortled more to himself than me. “And truth is me and Dee don’t have many true friends, and I was hoping we could become ‘playmates’,” the last word said with a smile that left nothing to the imagination. 
 
    Grinning broadly, his natural charm and salesman’s patter was on full power. “I know that you and Jill have been ‘playing’ for a few months now. And I know she’s having a bit of fun with Josh and Freddy. But I thought you guys might be in the market for something a bit more mature. A bit more three-dimensional than just letting your sweet lady get her brains banged out by a couple of young guys like Josh and Freddy… 
 
    “What do you think, Dave? And in case you’re wondering, me and Dee are sound, so while I like playing, I have no intention of trying to cause any trouble or steal Jill away from you. I won’t pretend I don’t know what happened with you, Jill and Chris, and I want you to know I ain’t anything like that. I hate guys like that. It goes totally against the whole code I’ve lived by all these years… 
 
    “So, what do you think, Dave? You think we could be friends? Maybe play a little? After all, I’ve seen the way you look at Dee. And I know she really likes you, and that she can’t wait to get you in the sack. And trust me, when that sweet girl of mine’s done with you, you’re going to have more than a smile on your face. Hell, you’re hardly going to be able to walk when she’s finished with you. But boy, will you be smiling from ear to ear, and then some... ” 
 
    They say a salesman, however good, can’t sell you anything unless you’re in the market and want to buy. And from the changing expression on Luther’s face, as he laid it on thick about Dee, I knew that he knew he had me hooked. My own face gave it away, the way I lapped it up as he reeled me in. My mind was already painting vivid pictures of what Dee’s body would look like naked. What her big boobs would feel like between my lips, what they’d look like swinging back and forth as I fucked her from behind, or she sat atop me riding away for all she was worth. Or what her lips would taste like as we enjoyed the excitement of the entrée before the full-blown pleasure of the main course. 
 
    Although I’d said nothing, Luther knew he had me where he wanted me and that the deal was done. He raised a glass, waiting patiently for my slower and more hesitant wrist to raise, our glasses finally clinking as a strange feeling of excitement and fear settled on me. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Luther led me back down the stairs and he asked me if it would be okay if we walked around a little to talk to some of his people. See how things were going, that kinda thing. So I spent the next few minutes acting like his semi-mute wingman as Luther toured his little empire slapping people on the back, listening to their gripes, small and large. I kept half an ear to these conversations, but mostly my mind was focused on the various dancers who were plying their trade, rising and falling, gyrating and showing their wares as they used the various poles and stages to entertain and persuade the patrons to buy that extra bottle or shell-out for a private dance. 
 
    The women came in all shapes and sizes. Some young, some pushing or past thirty. Some white, some Latina and some very pretty black girls. Some petite and flat-chested, pretty faces making up for a lack of curves. Others very well-endowed, either by nature or thanks to some silicone help. 
 
    With my blood well and truly fired up by the company of Dee and then the recent conversation with Luther, I was as horny as hell and possibly salivating as these various dancers gave me more than normal attention – seeing as I was with their boss. As I was feeling a bit too self-conscious to openly ogle and enjoy some of the younger girls, Luther caught me staring at a very attractive older Hispanic dancer. He smiled, telling me that her name was Amber, the woman who he’d told the story about earlier – the woman with the abusive ex-con husband who he’d helped escape from her husband’s clutches. 
 
    He shouted in my ear that if I liked what I saw, he could arrange for her to join us for a private dance later, adding with a mock sad look that he could do this, but that Dee would likely not forgive him as she had her sights set on me. He added a final joke, that maybe when the initial blush had worn off, Dee might be prepared to share me with Amber. What a thought! 
 
    Satisfied that his rounds hadn’t revealed anything untoward and had kept his troops on their toes, Luther took me by the arm and ushered me towards the back wall that contained the door to the dressing rooms. 
 
    But instead of going through the door to the dressing rooms, he guided me to a different room, a room that contained three large sofas and a small stage right in the middle of the room. As Luther shut the door behind me, I was taken aback to see that we weren’t alone in the room. As the bright lights and strobes lit the air and the swirling dried ice, I was just about to make out the faces of Josh and Freddy sitting next to each other on one of the sofas. 
 
    Sat on the other sofa were Byron and a guy who I recognized but struggled to place. His name and role came back to me when Luther addressed him as Malcolm and asked him who he’d left on the door. He was Luther’s head of security for the club, and from his fearsome size and the look on his face, I could see why Luther rated him so highly. 
 
    Luther got me to sit on the empty sofa and disappeared to a small hidden bar to pour everyone drinks, before taking his place next to me on the sofa. I’d barely taken my first sip when a hidden announcer broke the silence. 
 
    “Gentlemen, for your entertainment tonight, we’re pleased to announce the newest member of the Pink team. Give it up and give a big, Pink welcome for a lady who’s a little shy but who’s promised to show us all a good time. Gentlemen, for your delectation and pleasure, Luther is pleased to introduce you to Dee’s new friend… the one, the only, the stunning Jade…” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    Saturday 9th June 2018 
 
    Recap: Barely a month after the turmoil at the end of my wife’s affair with Chris, after the briefest of hiatuses we’ve conspired as a couple for Jill to take up with our two black next-door neighbors Freddy and Josh. Through them, we’d known Luther for just a week, and on Saturday he insisted on showing Jill and me around the high end and the definitely lower end of his ten-club chain. 
 
    After an evening of Jill flirting with Luther while his girlfriend Dee was my dinner companion, Dee’s dragged Jill down backstage in the strip club. With Luther having opened up about his desire that we might swing with him and Dee, I’m now waiting with a thudding chest for whatever he and Dee have got planned next. 
 
    The words announcing the arrival of the new, debutant stripper ‘Jade’ still echoed around my head like a pinball made of some toxic metal. There was just the tiniest part of my brain that thought that Jade might not be my beloved wife Jill. But my gut churned on full power, wondering what new highs and lows the next part of the evening might bring. 
 
    My whole body was drowning in adrenaline and nervous anxiety as my muscles, veins, and organs tingled and throbbed from the adrenaline high. I looked around the room, five big black guys on three sofas and I heard Luther’s recent words. How he knew we liked to play… how he wondered if we’d be his new playmates… how he liked exploring sexuality. Five big black guys, an interest in exploring. No wonder my mind was screaming and shouting at me. A marriage with a band-aid only recently applied, still in intensive care, and yet here we were. 
 
    At every single word from the announcer’s microphone, the pressure and pain in my chest had edged up an extra notch. By the time his last words reached my ears, my heart was pumping like one of those pneumatic drills guys use to fix the roads. I was struggling to breathe, trying to settle myself with deep gulps that seemed to make no difference. 
 
    Luther looked across at me and gave me a wink that only made me feel ten times more nervous and agitated. Fuck! What had we started here? What trap had we stupidly walked into? I looked straight back at him, trying to feel confident but my feelings were letting me down, knowing I must have looked white as a ghost and like a rabbit with a car bearing down. 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye I caught movement, looking away from Luther towards the wall behind the little stage. As I took in the sight before me every single nerve-ending and sense in my body notched up past full to overload. The sight was the most incongruous mini-conga I’d ever seen. Dee dancing in front, Jill next with her hands on Dee’s hips and swaying as best as she could, with Amber following up at the rear. 
 
    Jill looked as nervous as hell and I was amazed she was keeping up as well as she was. Her face was flushed and agitated, but with her two chaperones front and back she just about managed to keep it together and copy their body movements. As they congaed past me and behind the sofas, Jill gave me a nervous little smile, making eye contact for the briefest of moments before nervously looking away, her face betraying a mix of excitement and embarrassment. 
 
    The girls repeated their little choo-choo conga three times around the room, each time they came near me I took in another detail of how they looked and of the three matching costumes they wore. To say their outfits left little to the imagination would be the understatement of the year. Each was wearing identical transparent platform heels, a couple of inches at the front building to maybe five or six inches at the back. The effect clear, screaming ‘hooker’ – here for the entertainment of men, with no thought to the comfort of the women wearing them. 
 
    With Jill’s 34Cs the smallest, all three of the girls were ‘blessed up-top’. The white quarter-cup bras they each wore struggled to contain and control their big boobs as they jiggled and moved around the sofas. Their matching white thong panties showing three very shapely behinds each time they moved away from me for another circuit. 
 
    Finally, their little super-sexy choo-choo came to a halt. Still joined by hands on their hips the three of them climbed onto the stage, forming a little inward-looking triangle, hands now on shoulders as they danced to the loud music. Reminding me of the far more innocent memory of girls on the prowl in some teenage night club, slowly their little three-girl pod turning clockwise so that each of them had a moment in the sun, front of stage for the admiring pleasure of six very horny guys. 
 
    I know I should have felt differently, but my number one emotion was rapidly changing from fear and worry to pride in Jill and her body mixed with a gnawing excitement about what might happen in this seedy Miami exotic club. Jill’s tits might have been smaller than the artificially enhanced curves of Dee and Amber, but to me, she was the prettiest and more desirable of the three women on stage. Even if her moves were more nervous and less smooth than the others. Her tits were natural, not plastic. Her face softer and more open, not hardened by months and years in a place like this. She wore the exotic dancer’s uniform with a freshness and self-awareness that was different and more appealing than the other two girls, so used to showing and selling their bodies. 
 
    They continued like this for a while, I guess the length of the dance designed to help Jill (or should I say Jade) settle her nerves and adjust to this new environment. 
 
    Just when I thought things couldn’t get any hotter, Dee leaned in and kissed Amber. The first kiss light and brief, the second long and lingering, her tongue thrusting deeply into Amber’s mouth. The Alpha female establishing her leadership in the clearest and most sexual way. Having sealed her position with a final, third sensuous kiss, she pulled back and smiled into the face of Amber, a look that somehow mixed dominance, tenderness and friendship. 
 
    My own emotions had found their way back from superheated to merely boiling, but as I saw Dee’s head turn right to look at Jill I groaned inwardly, wondering how long my poor mind and body could take this full-frontal assault on my sanity. My cock was hard like I was back in my teen years and my chest felt like a vice was crushing the air out as I saw Dee slowly lean in and place the first, brief kiss on Jill’s lips. Testing the waters with my beautiful wife. 
 
    Her head pulled slightly back to judge Jill’s reaction. They looked at each other, the smallest of smiles coming to Dee’s lips as she dipped her head back in and placed her lips back on Jill’s. This time long, not brief. This time her tongue entering Jill’s mouth, slow at first before thrusting and possessing Jill’s mouth. Her hands now on either side of Jill’s head, to make her ownership and possession of my wife clear to all. Jill included. 
 
    That deep and lustful kiss was, to the best of my knowledge, the first time that Jill had ever experienced any ‘girl-on-girl’ sexual activity, and with a shiver, I wondered what thoughts and feelings were going through my wife at that moment. After years and years of conventional married life, we’d pushed the envelope in so many ways this last year, but this was another new first. Jill standing there on a strip club stage letting her new friend explore her mouth in a way that was deeply sexual and left little doubt about what her new friend wanted to do with Jill’s body. 
 
    If Dee’s kiss with Amber had been highly sexual but quite brief, her kiss and possession of Jill seemed to go on and on. Only finally breaking for air after an eternity, pulling back to look into Jill’s eyes like a snake looks at a mouse, before turning to look at me and then re-engaging. Re-possessing Jill’s mouth, one hand to the side of her head, the other cupping Jill’s left breast for good measure. In case the kiss wasn’t doing enough to arouse Jill’s sexual hunger. 
 
    That second lustful kiss lasted almost as long as the first, Dee only breaking it to turn back to Amber. I don’t know if I was imagining it, but there seemed almost a jealous needy look on Jill’s face as Dee once again kissed the other woman. She stared at them, my wife seemingly unable to remove her eyes from the charged and erotic kiss between these two beautiful mature women. Lips pressed together, tongues dueling as this time Dee happily allowed Amber to pretend to be her equal rather than her submissive partner. The kiss going on and on, until they broke together and beamed at each other. 
 
    Dee nodded at Amber, surely a pre-arranged signal, and the two of them pulled Jill in so they stood just inches apart in the sexiest of triangles a man could ever hope to see. Dee softly stroked my wife’s face and gently eased her face around to face her, before kissing her. The first new kiss soft and brief, the second longer and more demanding. When Dee broke away, I saw a confused and disappointed look on Jill’s face, as if she’d expected the kiss to last longer. I only understood when Dee smiled at Jill and eased her to face Amber. 
 
    The ask was clear. Dee and Jill had kissed. Amber and Dee had kissed. The only unexplored angle in this little sapphic lust-palace was clear, with Amber smiling at Jill and touching her lips to Jill’s in the softest and most tender of motions. Again testing the waters for resistance or reluctance, before re-engaging for the longer kiss as her tongue probed Jill’s mouth. 
 
    Their kiss was long and heated and I suddenly felt another wave of pain in my chest, my mind conjuring fresh doubts and worries. If I’d only just managed to hang onto Jill when men were the only temptation in our open marriage, did tonight mean we’d soon be rolling two dice instead of one every day? Doubling the chance that eventually one dice would land six and I’d be again scrambling to retain Jill in my life and my bed. 
 
    I closed my eyes, hoping to see a saner and less dangerous picture when I opened them. Finally opening them to see instead that Amber and my wife were still kissing. What had started as a one-sided move before I’d shut my eyes, now decidedly an erotic act between two equally proactive and aroused people. 
 
    When Amber and my wife’s kiss finally ended, Dee whispered something in Jill’s ear. For a moment Jill looked shocked, looking quizzically and uncertainly at Dee. It was as if Jill was asking to be excused or something, but Dee just nodded her head as if to confirm whatever it was she’d said to Jill. 
 
    Jill suddenly seemed more nervous and I wondered what Dee had asked, but the look of resistance and questioning had now left her face, replaced by a look of acceptance and compliance. Dee nodded again and Jill turned away, now looking at Amber, her hands disappearing behind Amber’s back, unclipping Amber’s little white bra with the ease only another woman could manage. 
 
    As Amber’s tiny quarter-cup bra fell to the floor, I gazed at her beautiful tits. I was pretty sure they were enhanced, but the surgeon had done a great job and they looked almost natural, the perfect shape and the perfect size on her slender Latina figure. The way they were falling and rising with her breathing and her pink and very erect nipples telling me just how excited she was. 
 
    For the briefest of moments, those beautiful tits had a hypnotic hold on me, only broken when I saw Dee raised her arms up high in the air, smiling at Jill in a way that told her what was expected of my wife next. Even from ten feet away I could see how much Jill’s fingers were shaking as after a moment’s hesitation she did as she was told. Reaching behind Dee’s back to unclip a second brassiere, leaving herself as the odd one out. 
 
    Dee nodded again, and I saw her mouth a single short word to Jill. ‘You’ it seemed like, which made sense as my nervous-looking wife looked across at me for guidance. 
 
    I was surprised at Jill’s re-connection with me, as apart from one little moment she’d not looked at me or acknowledged me since she’d entered the room with the other girls. But having obeyed Dee to remove two bras, she now looked to me for my guidance before deciding whether to obey Dee’s third command. 
 
    Our eyes locked together, both of us sucked into the eroticism and mood of this place. A temple to carnal pleasure and lust. Both of us unsure of what to do. Luther’s words ringing in my ears, about how his hobby was exploring sexuality and that he hoped Jill and I would be Dee and his ‘playmates.’ 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    All my alarm bells were ringing again. Shrieking at me on full volume, like I had a station of fire tenders in my head. Telling me that if I gave Jill the slightest encouragement or sign of approval, there would be no going back. We’d have crossed another Rubicon and be headed down yet another slippery slope into I don’t know where. An abyss so deep and dark that I had no idea if it even had a floor at all. My breathing and chest unbelievably painful and pressured at the enormity of the decision I needed to take. 
 
    Jill and I just stared at each other – our eyes locked in some eternal circle of indecision. Fuck! What should we do? What could we do? I was so caught up in this dilemma and my wife’s desperate look for guidance that I’d not noticed that Dee had left the little stage and crossed to the sofa where Luther and I were sat. 
 
    She stood stock-still in front of me and bent down from the hips so her large fake tits were right in my face. She posed there unnecessarily, almost taunting me with her tits touching my face, before taking my hands from my lap, where they’d been discretely rubbing my cock. Lifting me to my feet and leading me across to the little stage. 
 
    As we stepped up onto the stage she kissed my ear, touching my shoulders to place me directly in front of Jill. “Kiss your wife, Dave, honey,” she hissed into my ear. “Show her how much you love her.” 
 
    Jill and I hadn’t stopped looking into each other’s eyes, even as I’d walked across, and I was happy to do something as safe and normal as kissing the woman I loved. Enjoying the feeling of her so close, the smell of her perfume as my nose was so close to her. Our lips soft and familiar, our tongues in each other’s mouths in a way that was more loving and tender than she’d just experienced. 
 
    Even as I kissed my wife, I felt Dee’s hot breath back in my ear. “Jill’s got beautiful tits, Dave, at least as nice as mine and Amber’s, maybe even nicer. Why don’t you give the boys all a treat and take her bra off? And then I’ve got a special surprise for you.” 
 
    This woman was an expert seductress. Mixing flattery with intrigue and pure lust. Playing me like a fiddle, smiling as she saw my look of hesitation soften as she gently took my hands and helped me move them behind Jill’s back. “There’s a good boy. You’ll have your surprise in a minute. Just after you give the boys a treat, let them see Jill’s full beauty.” 
 
    My fingers were now shaking, just like Jill’s had been as I allowed myself to be hypnotized and seduced into revealing Jill to ten pairs of lustful eyes. Five black faces who were willing me on to remove the flimsy white fabric that covered my wife’s succulent boobs from them. I found the hooks and eyes, but try as I might my clumsy and trembling fingers didn’t work. Feeling like a fool as I felt all those pairs of eyes on me. Feeling a strange vibe radiating from Jill as she looked at me, almost as if she was impatient and disappointed in me in equal measure. Her own indecision and fear matching my own. 
 
    Finally, my fingers worked and bizarrely I felt a sense of boyish and innocent pride in my small achievement, as the hooks came clear of the eyes and I pulled the little garment away. Allowing those ten male eyes to feast on my wife’s heaving chest, nipples hard and proud and telling everyone in the room she was very aroused, whatever other mixed thoughts might have been in her head. 
 
    My simple task achieved, I suddenly didn’t know what to do next. I felt like the boy pulled to the front of the class by the bossy teacher who’d recited his poem and now awaited his pat on the head before sitting back down at the rear of the class. 
 
    But no pat came, instead, it was Dee’s hot breath I once again felt in my ear. “We all want to see what ‘true love’ looks like, Dave. We want to see you fuck Jill. We know you two like to ‘play’, so we thought you might like a little audience, you know, to spice things up a little.” 
 
    I turned to look at Dee, and honestly, I couldn’t read her face at all. Her smile was both teasing and genuine at the same time, her hand rubbing the head of my cock to make me as hard and as compliant as possible. Her hand slipping inside my pants and squeezing me as she kissed my ear. “But, Dave honey, there’s a little extra incentive. If you can’t last more than three minutes inside Jill, she gets to spend the night with either Luther or Malcolm. If you cum inside two minutes, we’ll let her see both Luther and Malcolm’s cocks and then she makes her choice. From what I hear, your wife’s quite the size queen these days. And both of my boys should be able to give her a night she won’t forget in a long time.” Her hand giving my cock a final squeeze as her tongue circled and tickled the inside of my ear. 
 
    This was all moving way to fast. In our earlier conversation, Luther had made no bones about his intentions towards Jill. And now his girlfriend’s right hand was stroking and caressing my hard cock while her left hand was unbuckling my belt. Her breath still warm in my ear as she played with my mind as she said words only she and I could hear. “It’s a win-win, honey. We both know you’d love to see Jill disappearing off for the night with either of those two black bulls. To know she was being fucked to her heart’s content until finally, she drags herself back home for some rest and TLC from her loving cucky husband. Just go with the flow, Dave, baby. We both know how you’ve missed this game since Chris left town. Freddy and Josh are fine, but I know you want something more …” 
 
    Was this woman some kind of witch or sorceress? How could she see so far and so deep into my heart and my soul? Was she just guessing, or did she have some direct-line plugged into the deepest recesses of my mind? Able to see my deepest and darkest thoughts, those that sat there right next to the fears and terrors that kept them company. Twin brothers that fought and played together as only brothers can. 
 
    How did she know the thought that I barely dared admit to myself? That despite the price I’d nearly paid, I did miss the danger and excitement that Jill’s affair with Chris had brought into our lives. That intoxicating and addictive mix of sexual highs and high-wire thrills. Tip-toeing on the edge as I’d allowed Jill and Chris’s relationship to deepen to such dangerous levels. 
 
    With a heart that felt that sinking feeling whisked in with almost unbearably painful excitement, I shouted ‘fuck it’ to myself and gave myself to the pleasure of tonight’s high. Casting aside any thoughts to the price that might have to be paid tomorrow or the day after. 
 
    As Dee struggled with my belt, I shimmied my hips just a little to help my pants slip down. Impatient to be free and to be able to stick my cock into Jill and reclaim her, however briefly, in this crazy night of excitement and aching fear. Kicking my shoes off as I stepped out of my pants and boxers, I looked over to see Amber leading Jill over to a small set of black cushions. Although they were right in the middle of the stage, their blackness had made them near invisible unless you knew what you were looking for. 
 
    Jill was gently helped down, her breasts wobbling so enticingly as her ass hit the cushions and she allowed herself to be lowered until she was now laying down. Dee kissed me softly as she undid the last of the buttons on my shirt, once again whispering in my ear. “Show her how much you love her, honey. Show us all what a real marriage and a real man looks like,” her warm breath told me, squeezing me again as she took hold of my slim but diamond-hard five and a half inches. Pulling me like a prize farm animal towards the waiting female, like some breeding ritual of a mare and a stallion or an in-season heifer and a prize bull. 
 
    I knew damned well I was being manipulated and also quite possibly the butt of some tongue-in-cheek joke, but I really didn’t care. As I was momentarily disoriented by the quiet hum of a hidden electric motor, all I cared about was feeling the soft skin of Jill’s lips and body and sinking my cock as deep into her as I could manage. As the hum continued, I realized it was driving a small hidden platform, lifting Jill’s near-naked body up off the floor to a height more suited for what they wanted me to do. More suited for me and more suited for them to watch. 
 
    The hum finally ended and Jill’s body was now at the perfect height and the perfect position for me to do what I wanted to do more than anything else in the world. The darkness of the material had originally hidden it, but now I saw the little platform was in a kind of Y shape, with the motor also having lifted the back and headrest part so Jill’s upper back and head were lifted so she could see the action just as well as the rest of the audience. 
 
    Dee gave me one final kiss, this time on the cheek. “Go for it tiger,” she encouraged me as her hand touched my ass, gently pushing me forward between my own wife’s thighs. 
 
    I lowered my body to match and cover Jill’s reclined body. Although I ached to sink deep into her, as I looked into those emotional and begging hazel eyes, I knew that more than anything I needed to kiss her. To reconnect, to reclaim her and make a statement that whatever crazy things might happen tonight it was Jill and me together against all comers. That we’d coped and survived with all the shit of the affair with Chris and that we were equal to any new games or stresses Luther and Dee might be able to dream up and throw at us. 
 
    I don’t think I’d ever felt closer to Jill than at that moment. Only the two times she’d given birth to our children came anywhere close. Our eyes locked together and I knew we perfectly understood each other. It didn’t matter that we were on a stage and that I could hear the onlookers as they started a rhythmic clapping. At that moment it was like Jill and I were alone. The only two people in the world, about to connect in the purest expression of our love. The touch of my lips to hers felt magical and electric, almost with the sensation of a physical charge passing between us. As the soft touch of lips on lips gave way to the more base and needy feel of our tongues pushing hungrily into the vacant space in each other’s mouths. A crude but incredibly erotic facsimile of what we each desperately wanted to do next. 
 
    That kiss went on and on, Jill’s hands teasing and stroking the small hairs on the back of my neck. Her legs wrapping around the small of my back as if she were afraid she might lose me. Nothing in the universe was more unlikely as I felt the cheap plastic of her hooker heels digging into my flesh. 
 
    I felt so unbelievably happy as Jill broke our kiss and looked again deep into my eyes. “I want you, I want you inside me, honey,” the hunger and need that shone out almost melting my heart as she spoke. 
 
    Feeling a swelling pride in my chest, I pulled back just a little and pushed the tiny filament of fabric that was her gusset to one side. My cock instantly hardening even more as I saw that Jill’s trip backstage had included some gardening of her pussy hair. Now cut back to just the tiniest of landing strips above her very wet and excited pussy lips. Something I could have maybe guessed from the briefness of the costume panties, but still something that took me by surprise. 
 
    Jill caught my surprised look and giggled. “Do you like it, honey? It’s still all me down there, it’s just that’s how most of the girls wear it down there. It’s just more practical, with the costumes, and with some of their other activities …” 
 
    “It’s lovely … very sexy and hot,” my parched and cracked voice just about managed to get out, my whole body shaking and making it near impossible to speak properly. But my fingers made it clear I approved, as they teased up and down the length of Jill’s slit, winning a long moan of approval as Jill’s eyes fluttered closed and her moan turned into a full-blown ‘Mmmm’ of pleasure. 
 
    “Hurry up baby, I need to feel you inside me,” Jill’s shaky voice begged, the desperation in her voice making me feel so strong and happy. Her legs tightened around my back and pulled me closer, backing up her words about how urgently she needed me inside her body. 
 
    But despite my overwhelming love for her, her need just sparked a nasty little voice inside. “Beg for it, honey. Beg for it and tell me how much you need me,” my still croaky voice teased, matching the way my fingers still teased her little button and cunt lips. 
 
    “Please, please, baby. I need it, put it inside me now. I need it. I need you.” 
 
    As I finally gave in, a nagging little voice wondered whether it was me she needed more, or ‘it’ that she needed. The ‘it’ of a cock, any cock. Just something hard to fill the hole of a female on heat. A female who’d been expertly built-up to the pitch of desire and need by an evening of flirting with a new man, topped off by the eroticism of make-believe that she was some Mata Hari style dancer just like Dee and Amber. 
 
    It was an exciting and a troubling thought, but I didn’t care as I moved my fingers and sank the cock that had made her pregnant twice before deep into Jill’s body. Jill was so on heat and so wet that I sank fully into her in one easy motion. A hot knife slicing into hotter and more slippery hot butter. Hardly any friction felt by me or I guess Jill, not that it mattered because we were both on such an emotional high of need and arousal. 
 
    As I pulled back and thrust in again, I didn’t care about the overwhelming wetness and lack of friction. Jill and I loved each other. My cock might not be as big as the various guys I’d shared her with these last months, but it had been plenty big enough to keep her happy for more than twenty years and to give her three children. 
 
    I started a slow and steady rhythm as my hips pushed and rose, loving the all-enveloping feeling of Jill’s thighs on my flanks as her long legs held me in her snare. Loving the tender yet needy way she looked at me, both of us knowing that sex is first and foremost something in the mind. Loving the warmth of her pussy and the slickness of her arousal. Even though I could hear the continued rhythmic clapping of our little audience, I didn’t give a shit. They were on the outside looking in, even their whoops of encouragement couldn’t disturb this wonderful moment of love between me and the woman whose life I shared. 
 
    Jill and I were lost in each other, just loving every moment as we stared at each other and my body made love to the woman who’d stolen my heart all those years ago. We were in our own little world, ignoring all the outside distractions that they were all throwing at us. Two people united as one as we’d so often been through the years. 
 
    But this moment of intense euphoria and joy was rudely interrupted as I felt a hand on my shoulder. “Remember the deal, Dave. But you’re doing really well, honey,” she cooed as I turned to look at her teasing face. She kissed me on the cheek and I began to think I’d maybe misjudged her, before a second little peck came as I suddenly felt a long and sharp female nail scrapping up the centerline of my ball sack. 
 
    Dee’s smile turned from warm and friendly to mischievous tormentor as a third peck heralded a series of long, slow and achingly delicious touches to my balls. Little squeezes joining the way she was stroking and teasing my sensitive skin. Her smile and the look that passed between us telling me she knew exactly how her touch was making me feel. She was hell on legs the way she was teasing and tormenting me, the touch and gentle squeezing of my balls egging me on so I’d cum long before the prescribed three minutes. 
 
    Fuck! Her touch felt so good. The mix of her gentle hand and my beautiful wife in front of and underneath me enough to make any man shoot his load. I felt that familiar tingling in my cock as Dee’s teasing work started to have an effect. Closing my eyes, I tried desperately to think of other things. Anything that might delay the inevitable, postpone the inevitable as the tingling and throbbing of my cock got hotter and hotter. 
 
    Shit! I didn’t want to give Jill up for the night. After all the time she’d been spending with Freddy and Josh, it felt like I’d only just got her back. I didn’t want to give her up for the night. I wanted her all to myself, my heart and mind screamed out. 
 
    “Just let go, honey. Don’t worry. Whoever she ends up with will take good care of her. I assure you. I know you love her and want her to have a good time. And believe me, she’ll have a far better time with either Luther or Malcolm. Just relax, baby. Just relax and give it to her as a gift,” the snake in female form whispered to me, all the time her nails and gently kneading fingers teasing me closer and closer to the brink. All the time the sap in my balls and cock rising higher and higher as I reached the point of no return. All my thoughts of the most unerotic and exciting things having no effect against the malign magic this supposedly friendly temptress was weaving. 
 
    “That’s it … there’s a good boy … I can see your balls starting to do what they want to … just let go and enjoy it, honey,” her soft words egged me on, her eyes joining mine as we both knew I was about to shoot. To cum long before the prescribed three minutes. 
 
    Dee’s soft fingers joined Jill’s as they both stroked and encouraged the back of my neck, my head thrown back as I roared out and spat my seedless juices deep into my beloved Jill. My hollow victory made slightly more tolerable by the way Jill’s legs squeezed and owned me as she cried out with her own orgasm, panting and sobbing and pulling me as close as she could. Pulling me down so that we could kiss and be united in the closeness the moment demanded. Jill’s arms wrapping themselves around my neck just as her legs were wrapped around my back, kissing me as if her very life depended on it. 
 
    We were two sobbing panting animals, two beating loving hearts united in a moment of true spiritual union and ecstasy as my cock pumped and throbbed far longer and more violently than a man of fifty-one expected. The near perfectness of the moment only tarnished by the cuckoo in the nest, her saccharine voice not content until she added one final thought. “Something seems to have got you fired up tonight, hubby. I wonder what that could have been?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
     Saturday 9th June 2018 
 
    “Give them some time, honey,” Dee’s soft Southern accent suggested. As her eyes looked into mine, trying to keep me from looking past her at the sight of my wife disappearing off into the night with a man other than her husband. Jill and my evening together was ending pretty much as it had started; with her hand-in-hand with this new man who’d burst into our lives over what now seemed a lot more than a week. I could only see her back and the sensual and exaggerated sway of her hips, but I knew her face would be the same picture of excitement I’d seen when I’d finally said yes. 
 
    The euphoria of cumming in Jill had slowly wound down and then I’d felt far more human and vulnerable as I retrieved my clothes and tucked my limp sticky cock away in full view of the audience of black guys. Most of whom I knew were far better physically equipped than me. Thankful for the relative darkness of the little back room in the club which hid the way my cheeks colored up. 
 
    Dee kissed me softly and winked, moving to then help Jill take a slightly more lady-like pose. As far as was possible, given my wife still only wore hooker heels and tiny white thong panties. But, at least Dee’s pushing off the diminutive gusset hid Jill’s pussy and mopped up my juices which would have otherwise run down her legs. 
 
    As Dee helped my wife to her feet she stood between us, her head barely inches away from Jill’s so I couldn’t see my wife’s expression as Dee started to talk to her. I had a pretty good idea I knew what Dee was saying, and when Jill peered around Dee to look directly at me, I knew my suspicions were right. Jill’s expression was a cocktail of disappointment, nervous anticipation and wondering why I’d agreed to this. At least that’s how it felt to me, half-guessing and half-knowing after so many years together. 
 
    My uncertainty soon gave way to certainty as Jill gently moved Dee to one side and tottered across to me on those insane heels. Her arms went back around my neck, just as they’d been just minutes ago when we’d been united as we came together in front of the audience we’d been so busy ignoring. 
 
    “Are you okay with this, honey?” she asked, the look on her face telling me her own feelings were as mixed up and screwed up as my own. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. I just looked into those beautiful hazel eyes that I’d shared so much with over the years. The eyes I’d looked into as we gave our vows, the eyes I’d looked into when Jill first held our son and twin daughters. The eyes I’d looked into when she’d finally come home from that night when I’d nearly lost her to Chris. 
 
    I just looked at her, breathing deeply, trying to calm myself and trying to work out what to do and what to say. 
 
    Later on, I felt guilty and spineless as I looked back at the evening’s events. Because, unsure of my own wishes and desires, I gently nudged the ball back into Jill’s court. 
 
    “If I say yes, who will you choose, baby?” 
 
    This was my cowardly way of nudging things along. Of getting a small hit of the dangerous pleasure I so enjoyed. Of getting the excitement of seeing which of the two men my beautiful wife most desired for her bed tonight. But still keeping the option of maybe backing out. The pleasure without the pain. 
 
    “Luther,” Jill’s response came back far too quickly. Without a single moment of delay or hesitation. Malcolm, the head of Security was far bigger and younger than Luther. But, there hadn’t been even a second’s pause or delay to soothe my ego or worries before Jill had called out ‘Luther’. 
 
    I felt a lump in my throat as my mind went back to how I’d spent much of the evening watching just how attracted Jill was to Luther. Remembering also how the first two times we’d met Luther I’d noticed the same attraction and how Jill had often tried to mask this attraction she felt. I’d beaten back Chris’s bid for Jill’s heart, winning out against the handsome and successful slightly younger man. Despite his charisma, sexual athleticism and the way Jill had fallen head over heels for him. Her love for me and for our family was a strong enough glue to keep us together as a couple. 
 
    But, the way Jill had so instantly chosen Luther over the younger and bigger man had me instantly trembling with an overpowering mix of fear and excitement. Luther was, give or take a few months, the same age as me. My career was successful enough, but at the end of the day, I worked for someone else. An employee to his successful business owner’s status. A salary slave to his independent businessman who no doubt counted his annual profits in the millions, rather than my salaryman’s wages we had to always carefully shepherd. An office warrior to his real, battle-tested warrior persona. And, from the way Dee told it, also likely to be outmatched in the bedroom stakes. 
 
    All of these comparisons swirled painfully and excitedly around my brain as I saw the way Jill was again trying to hide her own excitement and attraction. 
 
    It must be truly the most humbling and painful experience in the world for a husband to stand in front of his wife knowing that she’s aching to hear the words. To hear the words that mean her husband is giving her away to another male for the night. To a man who you know she wants so badly and who is by all conventional measures of manliness your superior. With all the feelings and risks that such a comparison implies. 
 
    And that’s how I felt as I gazed into Jill’s beautiful face. Those soft, sparkling hazel eyes half pleading and half hiding the truth. My humiliation and fears only kept in check by the excitement I also felt at playing this more exciting and dangerous game. 
 
    Torn by humiliation, fear, and excitement, I wasn’t ready yet to come off the fence. 
 
    “You want this, don’t you, honey,” my shaking voice asked, the coward within again kicking the can down the road. 
 
    This time, Jill did pause and hesitate before answering my question. This time answering my question with a question of her own. “Would you feel bad if I said yes, honey?” 
 
    As the words left her lips I could tell she was losing the battle to even half-hide her attraction to Luther and to be with him for the night. Seeing Jill give in like this, no longer able to fight it, amped up every feeling of fear and excitement I was feeling as we stood there together in the dark back room. Still a couple together, but debating how long this would last tonight. 
 
    I think that was the moment I knew I’d give in. Give in to the devil within, giving up the unequal fight that had been waged all evening long. From the earliest flirting between them as we’d driven across town. The flirting that had continued through dinner and the way Jill seemingly hung on every word Luther said as he regaled us with story after story. The way she laughed at all his jokes and then allowed herself to be escorted by him as we moved between locations. Taking the arm and the hand of her new man rather than that of her husband, as Dee and I followed behind them as the evening moved on. 
 
    I could barely bring myself to say the actual words. As I gave up the fight, knowing I was laying myself open for the pleasure and pain that would follow, the best I could do was kiss Jill on the lips and smile at her. All I could say was a simple ‘okay.’ 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    They’d been laughing and cuddling as Luther had ushered Jill into the back of his big black Lincoln Navigator. The ultimate irony being that he’d deputized Malcolm to be upfront driving as he climbed into the back seat with my wife. Luther hadn’t been drinking so I knew the reason he wanted someone else to be driving. 
 
    With a gentlemanly gesture bordering on the sick, Luther held the door open and winked at me as Jill disappeared inside his car. Giving her shapely ass a squeeze as he winked at me again before climbing in beside her and closing the door to start an evening that I knew would mark a new chapter in our marriage. 
 
    As the brake lights accelerated away, I felt Dee squeezing my hand. Turning to look at her I saw a look of genuine tender concern on her face. 
 
    “How are you feeling, honey?” her soft Southern tone asked. “Are you okay, sweetheart?” 
 
    Letting out a deep sigh, I tried myself to hide my hurt and put a brave face on it. “It’ll be okay. It’s nothing we haven’t done before. And we’ve always come out the other side in one piece.” 
 
    She squeezed my hand again, and having heard my half-convincing reassurances the she-devil that had pranced around the club earlier gently edged back into view. “You’re right, honey. You and Jill know each other best. I’m sure she’ll have a wonderful night. And I know you’ll love to know she’s having a great time… and to listen and watch as your naughty wife has fun.” 
 
    Dee was looking directly into my eyes as she said this. Almost daring me to contradict her, to put her right on the pleasure that I’d get from what was about to happen between Jill and Luther. Even though she’d only known me a week or so, she knew my weakness well enough that she’d called it right. Calling out that however painful parts of the night might be, I’d get my strange kicks to balance the ledger in this new way of life we were exploring. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    As we rode across town things were all over the place between Dee and me. A big part of my mind and heart were in the back of the Lincoln Navigator with Jill and Luther. Wishing I could be a fly on the wall, watching and listening as their relationship moved forward. But the way that Dee’s hand slipped inside my fly, teased and caressed my cock brought me back to the here and now. Made me focus on her and what she was saying, as her fingers slid up and down the length of my cock, time after time, expertly working me. Making me groan with excitement as she built me up and then let me cool back down, repeating this time-honored pattern time after time. 
 
    “Don’t worry honey, we’ll soon be there. You’ll soon be able to listen and watch.” She smiled, like a benevolent teacher telling me it was nearly time for morning milk. “And anyway, doesn’t it make it kinda hotter and more exciting, letting them get started without you? More painful for sure, but tweaking your cuck heartstrings with a delicious agony?” 
 
    This woman wasn’t just an expert at tweaking my cock. Somehow she had a near-magical power to look into my heart and soul. To know my deepest, darkest and most embarrassing secrets, however well I thought I’d hidden them and didn’t want them discovered. 
 
    With a shiver of premonition, I knew deep down that someone who knew all these well-hidden secrets would be able to do things of which I’d hardly even thought about or could imagine. That she’d be able to take things to new depths and heights way behind what we’d experienced so far. Darryl had been virtually a one-night stand. Chris had been a normal guy who just happened to have a huge crush on Jill. Now, through our dabbling with Freddy and Josh, Jill and I had been delivered into the hands of people who were obviously experts. Whose professed hobby was sex, and whose livelihood was running clubs, several of which catered to guys' sexual needs. 
 
    Dee must have caught something of the way I was looking at her as I thought about her and Luther. “Don’t worry, honey. We’re not like Chris. We don’t want to steal Jill away from you. We just want to have some fun. We just want Jill to have some fun. To explore her sexuality. To find the real Jill. The slut within, you might say.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    When we got to Luther’s house, the Black Navigator was parked out front, but there was no sign of any of the occupants. Dee just winked at me as she opened the front door and looped her arm through mine. 
 
    Kicking her shoes off, she kissed me on the cheek. “First time around, you’re not allowed to watch. Luther’s house, Luther’s rules. He always tells girls their other half isn’t here, you know, so they can really let go and enjoy themselves. Not having to worry about hurting the feelings of their other halves. Staying quiet so their hubby or boyfriend doesn’t know just how much they’re loving being with Luther.” 
 
    She looked into my eyes to judge my reaction, before smiling a wicked little smile and continuing. “But you can listen,” she added, pulling me by the arm towards the ornate wooden staircase. 
 
    Even before our feet touched the first step I heard the first sounds coming from upstairs. The low moan of a woman being pleasured. “Mmmmm.” The moan continuing each time for as long as possible until the woman needed to breathe. Speaking volumes about the level of pleasure she was receiving. 
 
    ‘The woman needed to breathe,’ – what the fuck. The woman in question wasn’t some notional, faceless woman. It was my beautiful wife Jill who was somewhere at the top of the stairs being so thoroughly pleasured by the owner of this large house. And the long, steady, satisfied moans of contentment that drifted down the stairs told me she was receiving an awful lot of pleasure. 
 
    Dee made us stop halfway up the stairs. Forcing me to listen to the sounds of Jill being pleasured. “He’s giving her oral sex. He always does that first time around. Needs to do it to get them ready for the size of his cock.” She grinned at me, enjoying the way the color was draining from my face. “He always lets them have one orgasm, to relax them, then brings them right to the edge of a second one before he slowly puts it all the way in. And then he fucks them like they’ve never been fucked before.” Again, looking across as she spoke, enjoying the effect of her words on my excited and troubled face. 
 
    Satisfied that she’d wound me up as tight as a coiled spring, Dee smiled her wicked smile and pulled me up the rest of the staircase, finally bringing me to a closed wooden door. We stood next to the closed door and Dee encouraged me to copy her by putting my head next to the door, so we could both better listen to the continuing soundtrack of Jill’s moans and sighs of contentment. As Luther’s mouth, tongue and no doubt fingers worked on her womanhood to bring her to a fever-pitch of excitement. 
 
    My heart was pounding and I felt like red-hot needles had been inserted in my gut as I stood there sweating, listening to all the different sounds my wife was making. The sounds Luther was drawing out coming in waves. Sometimes slow and steady moans. Sometimes deeper panting mixed with little squeals as he found the right spot and Jill signaled to him to encourage him to give more. 
 
    But even through the ebbs and flows of Jill’s sounds, each successive round was a little louder than the last. A little more passionate than the last, a little more out of control as Luther slowly dismantled her barriers and took possession of my wife. The increasing volume of Jill’s ragged moans telling me as clearly as if I could see through the door that Jill was getting closer and closer. That Luther’s expert tongue had brought her right to the edge… until Jill’s sobs finally gave way to a single, prolonged shriek of pleasure as Jill breached the heights. Her cry of ecstasy going on and on, until finally, she started coming down the other side. The shriek giving way to a series of deep breaths as she got her breath back, intermingled with the odd satisfied ‘mmm’ as if she was remembering or a little after-ripple of pleasure had just touched her. 
 
    And then it all was quiet. Quiet except for the kiss I felt on my cheek and the little voice that whispered, “Baby, you do know that was just the starter, don’t you? Jill’s just had the tiny first course. In a minute he’ll get her ready for the main course.” 
 
    I closed my eyes as a giant fist squeezed at my chest. I wasn’t sure how much more of this I could take. Luther had said that sex and exploring people’s sexuality was his hobby. And the bastard must have known from experience that excluding me in this way, so I couldn’t even see a damned thing, intensified the whole thing a million times. They say blind men have a far, far more acute sense of hearing than the normally sighted. That’s how I’d felt as I’d listened to every little sound that Luther’s mouth and playing had rung from my wife’s compliant body. I couldn’t see a damned thing, but instead, my brain conjured up pictures to match the soundtrack. Every time Jill had moaned or squealed or sobbed, I’d imagined the look on her face. I’d imagined her beautiful face scrunched up in ecstasy. I’d imagined her hands holding Luther’s head, pulling him tighter and tighter to her womanhood. Her need for him growing by the moment. That bastard Luther knew that by locking me out he was throwing gasoline onto a fire that was already a raging inferno. 
 
    But now, with the sounds stopped, a whole new and different set of feelings and images went through my head. If there were no sounds of sex, then surely they were laying face-to-face. Kissing softly. Enjoying that first time together. That special first time when hours and hours of expectation has finally given way to fulfillment and satisfaction. I pictured Jill’s beautiful hazel eyes gazing into Luther’s eyes, just as they’d look at me earlier when we’d made love on stage. The image tormenting me, a perfect and painful picture of my wife lost to another man. 
 
    All of these images rushing through my head, I couldn’t stand it any longer. I tried the door, hoping beyond hope that it might be open. I don’t know why, but some submissive part of my brain made me try it slowly and quietly as if I was an interloper and had no right to be there. But, as I pulled the handle down and gently pushed, there was not even the tiniest give in the door. It was locked. I was still locked out. 
 
    As I realized this, I heard the first, tiny sound from the second act. The first new sound, a small moan from Jill. I craned my neck, listening hard, thinking maybe I’d imagined it. But it came again, this time just a little louder. And then a third time, this time louder still. Until the sobs and moans of Luther’s new onslaught on my wife’s pussy were coming thick and fast. A constant sound, loud enough to get through the door and totally unavoidable to my ear. 
 
    Dee just smiled at me. “Not long now.” 
 
    And she was right, because just as she’d predicted my wife’s moans built up and up until they came to a sudden change. The soundtrack changing from a simple series of sobs and moans to a much more complex one. 
 
    “Please go slow, Luther. I’ve never had one as big as you before,” the nervousness and anxiety evident in the tone of Jill’s voice. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll love it, just relax and enjoy,” Luther’s calm and deep voice reassured her. 
 
    “Nnnn…” the sound of my wife taking the first part of Luther’s huge cock, as he stretched her as he lodged the head of his over-sized cock in Jill’s vulva. Her ‘oh fuck’ and short staccato sobs confirming the picture my mind was conjuring. 
 
    “Oh fuck.” “Oh fuck.” “Shit, that’s big.” I couldn’t see, but I knew this was surely Luther slowly sinking inch after inch of his huge cock into Jill’s tight body. A cock bigger than any Jill had taken before. 
 
    And then Jill’s verbal commentary gave way to a series of little mewling sounds, mixed in with those short, shallow gasps as she tried to catch her breath and adjust to the size of the new, large cock that was taking her for the first time. 
 
    And then after several minutes of this movie trailer, the full feature arrived. As the other side of the locked door Luther must have started slowly but forcefully working the full length of his huge cock in and out of my sweet wife’s tight pussy. 
 
    I was struggling to breathe as every fiber of my being focused on the sounds coming through that heavy wooden door. The sounds of the bed moving, responding to the powerful thrusts of a man as large and heavyset as Luther. A man who was using all his weight and power to thrust time after time as deeply into my wife as he could go. A man with the largest cock my wife had ever known, using it to make her sob and moan with pleasure. His steady rhythm of penetrating her sweet body only something I could imagine in my minds’ eye, a locked door separating me from witnessing Luther taking my wife. 
 
    My mind seemed totally filled with the sounds of Jill’s passion and enjoyment. I don’t know if it was because I couldn’t see, but it seemed to me that Jill’s cries of pleasure were louder and more heartfelt than I’d ever heard before. Louder than with Daryl. Louder than with Chris. Louder even than the times she’d been shared by multiple lovers at the same time. 
 
    As my mind filled with the sounds of another man pleasuring my wife better than I ever could, I lost track of how many times Jill came. It’s a cliché, but after listening to the sound of her first, big climax, she seemed to be experiencing an almost non-stop series of mini-climaxes. It reminded me of watching waves breaking on the shore. Lots of little breakers, the occasional bigger wave, and then every few minutes a much, much bigger wave, so big you can see it coming in the distance. That’s how the series of orgasms Jill surfed seemed to me as I stood outside that locked bedroom door, helplessly listening to my wife being taken and sexed by a man we’d hardly known a week. A man blessed with a bigger cock than any of Jill’s previous lovers and a man who was making her cry out in a seemingly endless series of orgasms. 
 
    The sounds of Luther having sex with Jill for the first time went on and on and it was nearly an hour before I finally sensed something different. The sounds of the bed moving seemingly accelerating. The headboard banging against the wall at a faster pace, making a louder banging noise each time as Luther was obviously now fucking Jill with more and more force. 
 
    I’d lost track of how many different things Jill’s excited voice had cried out over the last hour. I’d heard her beg Luther to fuck her faster and harder, inevitably followed by her weak voice calling him to be slower and more gentle, as she recovered from one or other climax. I’d heard her tell him how amazing he was, telling him how much she loved his big black cock and that he could have her anytime he wanted. But mostly it wasn’t words, it was just the sounds of a woman moaning and crying out as she went through a seemingly endless cycle of pleasure and climaxes. 
 
    But now, just as the sounds from the bed were different, so the sounds from Jill were different. Her moans and sobs were louder, as she almost constantly panted and whimpered from the faster and more powerful strokes of Luther’s huge cock. Her words of encouragement more frequent and more full of feeling. Until finally I knew they were both close to the ultimate, as I heard Jill call out to Luther to give it her his all. To fill her up. Crying out ‘yes, yes, yes’ as I finally heard Luther’s deep voice, bellowing like a bull. “Here it comes baby… Here comes my seed… Take it all Jill…” as he cried out like a wounded animal, shooting his load deep into my wife. The pair of them screaming through a massive orgasm as Jill received Luther’s black seed for the first time. 
 
    And then the loud sounds which had filled my head and nearly driven me insane were suddenly gone. Gone as fast as they’d come, just the odd sound of a murmur or a whisper. Tiny aftershocks, little baby tremors to follow their huge shared earthquake as they’d come together for the first time. Known each other’s bodies fully and intimately for the first time. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    All was silent as Dee looked into my gaunt face. I think she must have seen the ghosts of all that had gone before with Chris, because her face was no longer playfully teasing me. It showed kindness and concern as she held both my hands and looked into my eyes. Like a trauma survivor, I think she could see what I’d just been through. 
 
    I looked at the locked door like a begging puppy, but she just gave the smallest, gentlest shake of the head and instead pulled me in the other direction, down the corridor as she spoke to me in a quiet voice. “Let’s go in here. Jill won’t be able to see you, but at least you’ll be able to see Jill.” 
 
    She pushed me into a darkened bedroom and gestured for me to sit on the bed, turning on a large wall-mounted TV screen as she did so. “Honey, would you like to see Jill and Luther? Or would you prefer not?” she asked, her voice still full of tenderness and kindness. 
 
    I was still recovering from listening to the last hour’s activities. My feelings had well and truly been put through the shredder, but my cock was incredibly hard and although I felt both jealous and humiliated, I also wanted nothing more than to be put out of my misery. To finally be able to see what until now I’d only been able to hear. I knew that after an hour of torment and angst, actually seeing Jill and Luther together would be both painful and hugely erotic. And I knew that hell and wild horses wouldn’t stop me from answering yes to Dee so that I could get my fix. Be put out of my misery. 
 
    I hardly had the strength to reply, just smiling at Dee and nodding my head, my parched voice croaking out a barely audible ‘yes’. She patted the pillows next to her, waiting until I followed her instructions and sat next to her at the top of the bed. Only then fiddling with the remote until the huge TV screen was filled with a near life-size picture from the master bedroom. 
 
    At that instant, all of the heartache and pain from the end of Jill’s affair with Chris came flooding back to me in a tidal wave of emotions. I almost felt like I was physically drowning as I took in the sight of my beautiful wife snuggled up next to Luther on top of his massive bed. Both naked, they were lying next to each other, faces barely inches apart, just gazing into each other’s eyes. Occasionally exchanging a tender kiss, but for the most part just happy to gaze at each other. 
 
    Propped up on one elbow, Jill’s breasts hung like the perfect ripe fruits as she smiled contentedly at the man who had so recently taken her to heaven and back. I’d not seen it, but I’d heard it as clear as day as he’d made love to her with his huge cock. Making her call out in passion time after time as orgasm after orgasm had wracked her body. And now she was spent. A contented female, almost purring as she lay next to her man and smiled at him to let him know how wonderful he’d been. How wonderful it had been for her. How happy she felt as his sticky seed bubbled away between her legs, in the depths of her body doing its business. Hunting left and right for one of Jill’s little eggs to fertilize. Unaware that thankfully Jill was back on the pill and so the hunt was likely in vain. 
 
    Feeling Dee’s body by my side made it both better and worse. Better because the softness of her skin and desirability of her shapely body was both a salve and an aphrodisiac for me. Worse because it reminded me how wonderful it felt to lie next to Jill, while the TV screen told me that wasn’t going to happen anytime soon. I felt Dee’s hand softly stroking my hair away from my sweating brow as she kissed me softly like a mother reassures a child. I smiled at her and turned back to the screen. 
 
    “Wow, I’ve missed that,” was all that Jill had to say to her new man. Something in her tone and expression taking me straight back again to those dark nights when I thought I’d lost her to Chris. Making me think of both the highs and the lows of the affair I’d allowed to build between my wife and her handsome younger boss. The times in England, both good and bad, when they’d lived as man and wife and I’d shared my bed with Gemma. The times when all three of us had played together and I’d felt included and happy. The emotion shredding last night she’d spent with him, which seemed to go on and on until I was beside myself. Convinced I’d lost Jill forever. 
 
    Looking at the two of them, so close and intimate after their first time together, I felt like I was back in one of those rooms with the ever-shrinking walls. Walls and ceilings remorselessly moving closer and closer to crush the helpless inhabitants. Sure, I was excited, my heart beating nineteen to the dozen and my cock as hard as nails. But, I also couldn’t help but think how different this felt to the games I’d seen Jill playing recently with Josh and Freddy. Those games had been pure carnal lust. No hint of emotion or intimacy. Jill choosing to throw off the shackles of behavior society normally prescribes, allowing herself to be sexed by and to fuck two well-hung young black guys more than ten years her junior. 
 
    Looking at the way Jill and Luther were smiling at each other, the parallel was more Jill and Dave. Two lovers recovering after sharing the wonderful gift of sexual union as a way to express their feelings for each other. Their intense feelings of mutual attraction and desire. I didn’t think Jill loved this guy. But, there was no way to miss how much she was deeply attracted to him, showing all the signs of an almost teenage crush. 
 
    Jill leaned in to give Luther the softest of kisses. “Thank you,” she smiled, her hand reaching out to touch Luther’s limp and sticky cock. 
 
    I’m embarrassed to admit it, but in some ways, I’d become as much of a size queen as Jill has. I’d thought enough about my own likes and needs to know I got off on the fact that Jill was being pleasured by cocks much thicker and longer than my own. But until Jill touched his cock, I’d been so focused on looking at the closeness and the feelings between them that I’d not looked at the limp and shiny monster that was laying happy and spent on Luther’s muscular black thigh. 
 
    Of course, I could only imagine what it looked like when it was on full heat. Fully flooded with blood, erect and throbbing, ready to do its job. But, judging by how thick and long it was even in its limp state, it must have been frighteningly large when it was ready for work. Even limp it was so thick that Jill’s pale white fingers couldn’t encircle its plump girth. And comparing its length next to Jill’s fingers and lower arm, even spent and limp it must have been seven or eight inches long. It simply lay there like a spent and sleeping black snake, recovering ready for the next round. Getting ready to take Jill back up to heaven and back. 
 
    Jill kissed Luther again, giving his cock another squeeze, her fingers next to the large pink apple-shaped dome that was his huge cockhead. Her smile telling me how much she was enjoying playing with her new toy. She was just starting to lean in for another kiss when suddenly the screen went blank. 
 
    For a moment I thought there was some kind of technical hitch. But as I looked across at Dee, I saw the remote back in her hand and I knew she was the cause of the blank screen. 
 
    “Later,” she said with a harder edge to her voice. “Luther isn’t the only one who wants some fun tonight.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    For the next hour, I nearly totally forgot about my wife and her new lover. I’d forgotten how wonderful it was to make love to a new woman, especially one as sexy, desirable and skillful as Dee. It was a wonderful and amazing experience as I lost myself in Dee. Losing myself both in the physical pleasure of sinking my cock into her and feeling her soft legs wrap around me. Losing myself in Dee as a person. That special pleasure of joining with a new woman for the first time. Looking into her eyes, seeing her smile and listening to her soft moans as my hips moved up and down, my cock stimulating and exciting her pussy. 
 
    Occasionally thoughts of Jill came back to me, but for the most part, my mind and heart were just filled with Dee. Enjoying her soft smile, full of warmth and humor. Enjoying the softness of her skin and the warm, moist envelopment of her surprisingly tight pussy around my cock. 
 
    She might have been used to the super-human loving of big-cocked Luther, but I knew she was enjoying our time together. Maybe I wasn’t causing the house to shake and resonate with screams and cries like Luther had, but we did just fine. Dee’s smile told me she loved what we were doing. Enjoying each position we tried. The closeness and kissing allowed by missionary. Her moans and sobs as I knelt behind her and fucked her doggy, loving the slap-slap of my midriff pummelling her shapely ass. Loving, even more, the way her big fake tits swung to and fro in time with my thrusts. Loving when she took control and rode me, her tits still magnificent and proud as she was finally able to find just the right position to cum. Loving best of all when we went back to missionary, kissing long and hard and with true feeling as I shot my juices deep into her pussy. 
 
    The true testimony to how wrapped up in each other we were was when we were snuggled together under the sheets, just cuddling and talking. We both heard it at the same moment – the unmistakable sound of a woman being penetrated. Of my wife down the corridor taking Luther’s huge cock again. Dee smiled at me and held the remote control up, the question clear. I just shook my head, surprising myself that I had the strength to resist. To stay here and present in the warm and tender little cocoon Dee and I had just constructed. Seeing the warmth and feeling in Dee’s expression as she put the remote down made me so happy at the choice I’d had the strength to make. I received a gentle kiss as she playfully rubbed her nose against mine. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Throughout the next few hours, the sounds of love-making often drifted down the corridor to our bedroom. I didn’t count how many times Luther and my wife made love, but for a man the same age as me Luther was doing a pretty good job. 
 
    In the morning it was no surprise that Dee and I were the first down to breakfast. A quiet contentment shared between us, a bond strengthened by the recent morning love-making we’d shared and a rather playful and enjoyable joint shower. 
 
    I was pouring Dee a second cup of coffee when I felt a soft, feminine set of arms around my neck, thankfully not guessing at their identity before Jill spoke. 
 
    “Morning, lover,” she greeted me, giving me a soft kiss on the cheek as I turned to look at a tired but happy looking wife. We shared a smile as she kissed me again, before looking at the man who’d just entered the kitchen. 
 
    “Honey, when we’ve all eaten, Luther and I have something to ask you.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    Sunday 10th June 2018 
 
    She looked so damned beautiful, lying there next to me, her eyes briefly shut after her nighttime exertions with her new man. What kind of a fool was I to ever take a chance to lose a woman like this? A woman so loving, faithful and kind. So smart, sexy and warm. I felt an ache in my chest and a deep sense of sadness at the path things had taken. A sense of sadness mixed with the honest self-knowledge that we were unlikely to turn the clock back any time soon. 
 
    Jill’s eyelids fluttered open, causing to me blush as she caught me staring and contemplating. “Morning, handsome,” she smiled as she closed the few inches to my face and pressed her lips to mine. “Thanks, honey. I know part of you enjoyed last night, but I know some of it was also hard for you,” her smile was wistful and knowing, telling me she really did get it about the mixed feelings I also went through. 
 
    She kissed me again, this time wrapping her arms around my neck and pushing her soft and desirable body tight against mine. I’d thought after my time with Dee I had nothing left in the tank, but Jill’s warm body pressed against mine gave me the first stirrings of desire and an ability to do something about it. 
 
    It was just after two in the afternoon. Jill had been sleeping since we’d returned from Luther and Dee’s place, exhausted after her first time with Luther. After Jill had appeared in the kitchen, we’d had no real time to talk. To talk about anything – her night with Luther, the hanging question of ‘what next’ between them, and most of all, the proposition that Jill and Luther had described to me. 
 
    I felt myself start to physically shake as I screwed up my courage, took a deep breath and dived into the bottomless pool. “Sooo… how was it? How was it, with lover boy?” 
 
    The grin mixed with the smile that instantly appeared on Jill’s face did more than any words could to answer my question, causing a huge fist to form in the hollow pit of my stomach. And Jill hadn’t even spoken yet. 
 
    “Amazing. It was amazing. Luther was amazing,” my beaming wife grinned. My stomach seemed to clench itself and I knew I was in for a conversation that was going to provide on steroids everything I loved and loathed about the way we were living. Whoever coined the phrase ‘the agony and the ecstasy’ had it right. 
 
    Something seemed to suddenly flip in Jill, as her open look of amazement turned into something more blushing and guarded. As if the look on my face had flipped a switch, warning her to tone it down a level or two, in order to leave just a shred or two of her loving husband’s ego intact. But even toned down a little, hearing Jill’s description of her night with Luther made a profound impression on me. 
 
    “He was amazing,” she repeated, this time a little more replete and quiet. “He’s an amazing lover. He knows just where to touch. Just when to go hard and when to go slow. Just what to say and when to say it. And there’s something about him. A danger and power, mixed with a kind of gentleness and decency.” 
 
    “So, the whole package then?” I added, trying not to sound jealous or belittling. Jill just smiled. 
 
    “And, talking of packages…” I asked. Jill just giggled, “Yes, he’s pretty big down there.” 
 
    “Just pretty big? I heard you tell him he was the biggest you’d ever had.” Again, Jill giggled, like a naughty high schooler caught in the changing room with her hand down the quarterback’s uniform pants. 
 
    When Jill just smiled and declined to add, the male size queen in me gently pushed, needing to know more. “Was it true, honey? Or were you just massaging his ego?” 
 
    Jill blushed, knowing me well enough to know she’d have to answer sooner or later. That I’d not drop it. Her voice quiet and shaking at the memory, she told me what I wanted to know. “It’s true, honey. He’s bigger than Chris. Bigger than Callan. Even bigger than Daryl.” 
 
    “But that was only part of it, right?” I echoed back to Jill, repeating what she’d said earlier, the masochistic part of me needing to know more. To hear in detail from Jill just how great her new man had been, however much it would hurt and tear me apart to hear it. 
 
    “Yes,” Jill smiled, her earlier blushing gone as she realized I was on heat and wanted to hear every detail, wanting her to torture me with the details of her new man and their night together. “Like you said, honey. Luther’s the whole package,” she grinned, her hand now stroking my cock up and down, teasing me with her words and fingers. 
 
    I’d wanted to make love when we first came home but had to settle for cuddling and spooning as Jill had fallen asleep from sheer exhaustion. But now her playful smile told me she wanted to make up for that and give her man what was his. Returned to me after a night lent out to a new paramour. Jill rolled over onto her back, her hand still grasping my dick. Giving me little choice but to follow as she squeezed even harder, making sure I was good and hard and ready to penetrate her. 
 
    “Ummm,” it felt so good to slide into my wife. To be inside Jill, my body laying snug and flush next to hers. Feeling good to be above Jill, top dog lying on top of my wife, my normal-sized cock occupying as much of my wife as I could reach. Not stretching her wide like Luther or any of the other guys, and not as deep and close to her womb. But nonetheless, inside the woman I loved, her loving smile telling me that whatever my shortcomings compared to her other men, I was the one who owned her heart. 
 
    I felt Jill’s legs wrap around me, her heels pressuring the small of my back, leaving me in no doubt as to what she wanted. She wanted me to fuck her, to start working in and out and I was only too happy to oblige. 
 
    As I slowly started the lover’s push-ups, she blew me a kiss. “Does my darling want to hear just how great Luther was in the sack? To hear how much bigger he was?” Oh god, I screwed my eyes closed. Maybe she wanted to collect on the insurance, because the way she was going on my not so sweet wife was going to kill me before too long. Opening my eyes I made the faintest of grunts in reply to Jill’s question. 
 
    My cock still working up and down in Jill’s flooded and stretched love tunnel, Jill’s smile grew an inch wider as she used the English language like a scalpel to excite and shred my emotions in equal measure. “It took him ages to get it all in. His cockhead’s so fat, it didn’t want to go in. But oh, my god, when it went in… wow… I was in heaven… like a girl with a new pony to ride… or maybe a girl going from a pony to a fully-fledged stallion …” 
 
    Looking deep into my eyes to judge my reaction, taking in my haunted expression and flushed cheeks, Jill paused for a second before continuing to slide the scalpel up and down my brain. “And then, when he’d managed to stretch my vulva wide open with that big plum of his cockhead, oh my god, he slid inch after inch of his fat shaft down into my pussy.” 
 
    I knew in my heart she’d started it as a game, but from her voice and her face, I knew that Jill was no longer in our bedroom. She was back in Luther’s bedroom, back in his bed, her re-telling no longer for my benefit, more now to allow her to relive her amazing first night with her new lover. This realization magnifying ten-fold the effect of each of Jill’s words on my tortured psyche and ego. 
 
    “Honey, I thought his cock would never stop. It seemed to go on and on as he slid each extra inch deep into my pussy. I’ve never felt a man that deep. It was amazing. A little uncomfortable at first, but amazing. And god, he was thick. I swear, his cock was as thick as the top of his cock. It took me right back to those times with Rocco. It felt like he was pushing a beer bottle all the way into my little pussy…” 
 
    We may have only been playing these games for less than a year, but the price of being married to a smart woman is that she knows just how to play you. Just what to say, and how to say it. And Jill was playing me like a concert soloist playing a rather battered and well-used Stradivarius. I was glad that I’d had that time with Dee, otherwise, Jill’s words would have had me shooting my load long before Jill was anywhere near coming. Not exactly what my battered ego needed in terms of reassurance and parity. 
 
    Jill looked at me and saw her well-chosen words were having the desired effect, smiling a little more and stretching my heartstrings just a little more taut and frayed. “So big… and so good,” her wry little smile telling me she knew exactly what I was going to ask next. 
 
    “Good? Does that mean better? Better than me?” my shaking voice asked. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Do you have to ask? Of course better. I love you, but of course, he was better. Like Daryl and Chris before him,” the lightest hesitation coming into her voice as she wondered whether it was too soon to mention Chris. “Better, like Callan.” Ouch, I think this was the first time she’d ever mentioned Callan like this, the novelty of hearing the name of her first love tweaking at my pride and ego in a new and painful way. 
 
    “I love you, sweetheart. But of course better. In fact,” she said, milking the moment for full angst, “the best, the best yet.” Her eyes looking in mine, comforting me at the same time as letting me know her words were twenty-four-carat truth. 
 
    Dipping my head to kiss Jill’s mouth, to show her my love and to stop her talking, I carried on the kiss as I started pounding up and down with real intent and energy. Doing the best I could for a fifty-one-year-old guy who’d not seen the inside of a gym in a long time. Jill’s moans and sighs not as loud or excited as those I’d been forced to listen to through the locked door, but nonetheless giving me some reassurance that I could still satisfy the woman I called my wife. 
 
    Breaking the kiss I moved my head back just a little so I could better focus on Jill’s face, and we shared one of those magical moments. No words were needed, but we both knew that we were a couple united in love, happy to ignore any worries and fears. Enjoying the extra closeness and excitement our game had brought us, for the moment the only two people in the world. A couple closer than ever, excited and re-energized even after more than twenty years of life together. 
 
    I felt Jill’s legs tighten around me, her arms pulling me down as they wrapped around my neck and demanded another lovers’ kiss. Responding by slamming into her as fast and as hard as I could. I loved her more than I could describe, but at that moment I just wanted to fuck her with an animal abandon and ferocity. To reclaim her as best I could, knowing this was what her body was telling me she also wanted. 
 
    I used every last inch of my muscles and energy, winning every last fraction of her pussy that I could reach, slamming harder and harder as I gasped for breath, loving the moans and sighs I was hearing from beneath me. Until finally I knew I was on the run-in, feeling the juices rise in my cock, smiling down at Jill as I saw she was on the edge with me. Both of us exploding like one of those exploding fireworks, Jill pulling me in like she never wanted to part, crying out her love as I pushed the last inch. Pushed and held my position, my cock expanding and contracting as I pumped all I had deep into the woman who’d borne my children. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I don’t know how long it was before either of us were able to talk. Jill finally being the one to speak first. “Wow… maybe I should tease you more often,” she smiled and kissed me softly. “A star for my loving husband,” she added, my chest puffing up with pride. “For effort at least,” she grinned, my chest instantly deflating even as I thought how much I loved this woman. 
 
    Both of us now happy that we were reunited, husband and wife together after our act of reclamation and bonding, Jill suddenly changed the mood and tone. Rolling over, stroking my cheek and giving me the most tender of kisses. Her eyes suddenly full of concern, love and worry. Looking deep into my eyes as she opened up. “Sweetheart, do you think we’ll ever be able to go back to our old life? You know, just you and me? The two of us happy and contented, just enjoying each other, like just now?” 
 
    I knew Jill had been thinking about this for some time, turning it over in her mind but unable to come to an answer by herself. I just looked straight back at her, sensing the pain and the doubt in her soul through the look in her eyes, earlier happiness now feeling a long way away. I gathered my own thoughts, making sure I knew how I wanted to express myself, knowing that we were in a minefield that needed and deserved precise and honest footsteps. 
 
    I brushed my lips against hers, sensing and responding to her sudden vulnerability. Loving this woman more than ever, suddenly feeling the stronger and more certain one in our little two-person world. 
 
    “Honey, if I’m totally honest, I think it would be really hard to step back now. To try and go back to how things were.” Some slight change in Jill’s face told me she understood what I was driving at. “Darling, we’ve come too far. Experienced too much. Not just you, both of us. We can’t un-remember, un-feel those things. I think that’s the honest truth.” 
 
    The sadness in Jill’s face seemed just a little more obvious and clear as my words sunk in, and I rushed forward with the second half of what I wanted to say. “But, honey, that doesn’t need to be a negative thing. A bad thing. Provided we’re careful and always talk. Always put our love and marriage at the center of everything, then saying we can’t put the genie back in the bottle isn’t the same as saying our marriage is doomed to failure. That the next time a Chris comes along, things will end up differently.” 
 
    Jill smiled, just a little, a flickering of hope rekindled in her face. “Jill, honey. We have free will. We’re both smart and determined people. If we decide that we’ll put our marriage as the most important thing and have our games as something to strengthen and make that marriage more exciting, then from what I know about you and me, I think we can make it work. We can’t do the impossible and undo the last few months, but we can do the possible and continue to build an amazing life together. Just like we’ve been doing day-by-day over the last twenty years.” 
 
    I could see that Jill was now feeling a lot better about things, but the look on her face told me we weren’t fully out of the woods yet. Her furrowed brow told me there were still doubts she needed to discuss. Only having to wait a few moments before she asked me the question that was still gnawing away in her brain. 
 
    “Honey, are we doing the right thing? You know, after everything that happened with Chris? We both got so carried away last night, and now in the cold light of day, back here together at home, I can’t help but wonder whether we’ve done the right thing.” 
 
    I really loved this woman. Like me, she had plenty of flaws. But at that moment I was struck again by just how much I loved Jill. How she was the foundation and bedrock of my life. How I could never imagine life without her. The fact she was voicing and showing such concern and worry about last night and what it might do to our marriage made me feel all the more happy and reassured. 
 
    I brushed away and rearranged her long brown hair, gazing adoringly into those sparkling hazel eyes. I didn’t really think, I just spoke straight from the heart, without any consideration or filter. “Honey, as long as you’re asking questions like that, I think we’ll be fine. The moment you don’t ask, the moment all you care about is your next tumble in the hay with Luther, then that’s the moment we’re in trouble …” 
 
    I let my words just hang there. Letting Jill think through what I said. Her slightly less worried expression telling me she saw my point. “Let’s just take it a day at a time. Let’s just make sure we have more moments like this. That we keep talking, keep making sure we put each other first,” my voice was soft as I saw Jill thinking through what I was saying. 
 
    She just nuzzled up close, the smell of her body and light perfume the sweetest scent on earth. The warmth of her body one of the best feelings ever. The look she gave me and her smile being the only response I needed. Far better than any words could ever be. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    We lay like that, a happy and contented mating pair, for what seemed like ages. Each now lost in our own thoughts. Until Jill broke the spell, lifting her mane of hair from my chest. The smile on her face telling me that whatever inner demons and turmoil she’d been fighting earlier had been jettisoned by our earlier talk. This new, different Jill smiling a knowing and mischievous grin in my direction. 
 
    “So, my little cucky man, do you want me to carry on seeing Luther? And if you do, what do you think of his proposition? Do you think it’s too much, too soon?” her soft voice hit me with a staccato round of questions. 
 
    She’d tried to keep her voice calm and non-committal as she’d asked me, but I could see that slight flush and hear that slight modulation in her voice that told me exactly the answer she wanted from me. Maybe half-an-hour ago worry and concern had the upper-hand in Jill’s mind, but now she was less worried and more reassured, she couldn’t hide her excitement. 
 
    The truth is that since we’d finished our last conversation, I’d been thinking of little else. And as so often over the last year, I was a man torn in two. A man who wanted to kick things up to the next level. To see what it felt like with a rush that was purer and hotter and more dangerous. But a man who wasn’t blind or worried about the risks we took each time we revved the engine a little harder. Went a little faster, edged the needle a little further into the danger zone. 
 
    Jill’s beautiful eyes looked larger than ever as she looked at me, her pupils dilated more than normal. A lovestruck teenager waiting for the answer about whether she could or couldn’t go to the prom, and what time, if any, she had to be back by. 
 
    I felt a lump in my throat and that familiar lightness in my limbs as the adrenaline surge hit. There were two questions here – each of them big enough in their own right. Taken together presenting a major new step for our marriage. A marriage filled with excitement, but one which had just survived the major crash that had been Jill’s affair with Chris. 
 
    Carrying on watching Jill being bedded by the next door horndogs of Freddy and Josh would have been a far simpler and less complicated proposition. But that wasn’t the meal under discussion. Somehow things had moved from a harmless fuckfest with Josh and Freddy to Josh’s Dad’s friend taking a shine to Jill and staking a claim to my lovely wife that now required an answer. 
 
    Luther not only wanted to carry on seeing Jill, but sometime during the night, he’d sweet-talked her into the idea of her coming to work for him. Working alongside Dee, helping him to run his clubs. With all the awkwardness involved around Jill’s continued role as Chris’s PA, even though he was in LA, the proposition from Luther was a clever and attractive one. 
 
    If Luther’s mini-empire had just been strip clubs, then I’m pretty sure Jill would have declined the offer. The odd night like Saturday, exploring the seedy underbelly of Miami was fine for Jill. But I was pretty sure she’d not want this as her full-time career choice. But the mix between these clubs and Luther’s more swanky and conventional places presented an altogether more attractive option. Especially as Luther told Jill he’d recently got finance to expand from ten to fifteen clubs, and that he and Dee needed help from someone he trusted. 
 
    The more I thought about the offer, the more I realized how smart and clever Luther was. The way he’d structured the idea, emphasizing that they’d be a team of three. Not just him and Jill, which might have been too much and frightened both Jill and me away. But him, Dee and Jill. A combination designed to reassure both me and Jill, knowing as he did what had happened with Jill and her last boss. 
 
    Jill made a little noise in her throat, bringing me back into the here and now and the questions she’d asked – whether I wanted her to see Luther on a regular basis and whether I wanted her to accept his offer of employment. The look on Jill’s face told me she was waiting for my answer. The look also telling me she wanted me to agree to both ideas. She looked so alive, so full of excitement and anticipation, like a child on Christmas Eve, anticipating all the exciting new toys Santa will bring. 
 
    I don’t know why, but I suddenly wanted to hear Jill’s thoughts. Her face told me she wanted this, but something deep within the masochistic side of my make-up wanted to hear her say it out loud. The perfect follow-up to all the teasing she’d done earlier about how Luther was bigger and better than me. 
 
    My voice shaking in anticipation of her answer, I looked deep into those sparkling hazel eyes and asked the killer question. “Jill, darling. I really, really want to know the truth. Tell me what it is you want. Do you want to carry on seeing Luther? Do you want to accept his offer to work with him?” 
 
    Jill knew I wanted both the truth and also the thrill of hearing how much she wanted this thing, and she played it perfectly. Both honest and throwing it back to unmask my deceit, unmasking me just like the moment in Oz when the real nature of the Wizard is revealed. Although she was part-playing our game, the overwhelming sense I got was of Jill being totally straight with me. Looking at me with a serious and unflinching look as she leveled with me. “Dave, honey, after the night I just spent with Luther, yes. Yes, of course, I want to see him again. To see him as often as you’ll allow and is safe for our marriage. Hell, the way he makes love, what woman in her right mind wouldn’t want that?” 
 
    After the briefest of pauses, she continued. “And about his job offer, I must admit to having more than a few reservations. But yes, I’d love to work with him. The job he described excites me, and I won’t lie to you, the thought of being around him during the working day excites me." 
 
    I sensed a but, and I didn’t have to wait long to hear it. “But after everything that happened with Chris, I’m a little wary about rushing in too quickly.” 
 
    I understood Jill’s reticence and hesitation, and if I’m honest I also felt the same kind of mixed reactions as I saw on her face. Part of me wanted to hang the consequences, forget all about the risks and jump headfirst into this new adventure. But the other part of me was like my sensible wife, remembering just how painful and difficult the worst parts of the whole Chris experience had been. How I’d felt my heart was breaking and my life was over that terrible weekend when I thought she’d left me for Chris. 
 
    So I grimaced, pulling my thoughtful, regretful face and nodded in agreement with Jill, going along with her plan to at least have some small element of caution and commonsense in our future plans. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The week ahead was a real mish-mash of different things. Some were mundane and part of our ‘normal’, above-board lives, such as all the calls between Jill, our son’s fiancé Becky and her mum Pamela. The big wedding in L.A. was now less than two weeks away, so the calls came thick and fast. 
 
    Maybe the strangest part of the week came on Tuesday as I was shutting down for the day. Jill was planning to get together with her BFF Charlotte to see how she was doing after her recent split from Callan, so I was looking forward to a quiet evening in with a good bottle of wine and a new Robert Harris novel I was looking forward to reading. 
 
    But when I got down into the parking lot I saw a large, imposing black-figure waiting next to my car. As I got closer I recognized the figure as Malcolm, Luther’s head of security. Seeing that veritable man-mountain stood there cross-armed with his customary granite facial expression made my nerves jangle, as a thousand movie scenes ran through my head, most of them involving duct-tape and a trip in a darkened car trunk. 
 
    “Hi Dave,” boomed his deep voice, and I think for the first time I saw him smile. An immense right hand slowly lifted up and pointed down the garage to a black Lincoln Navigator waiting a few yards away. “Dee would like a word, if that’s okay?” A much happier ending than any of the reels running in my brain. 
 
    As Malcolm pulled the heavy door open, I was greeted by a second smile. Dee looked and smelt even better than I remember, patting the seat next to her and giving me a second ‘come-hither’ smile, followed by a soft kiss on the cheek and the wafting smell of her perfume as I did as she asked. 
 
    “Good to see you, Dave, honey.” Seeing my confused look, she started explaining. “You’re lovely, the kind-hearted wife didn’t want you to be all alone while she’s out having fun. So as we’re now best friends, she asked me to swing by and keep you company. Make sure you’re not lonely, so to speak.” 
 
    Before I’d even had a chance to speak, I heard the squeal of tires as Malcolm pulled away, taking me to I don’t know where. My phone pinging with an incoming call as we sped away. “Chris Cell.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    Tuesday 12th June 2018 
 
    I felt like I died and gone to heaven as I gazed up at the woman who sat astride my body. Her own body, grinding down, searching right and left to find the perfect angle for my cock to tease and stimulate her warm pussy. Her warm pussy that was wrapped around my cock as she bounced up and down on me, her long painted nails teasing and occasionally digging into my chest. 
 
    Dee looked down at me, smiling. I’ve never had much of an emotional safety-catch, always easy to give my heart away, whether in romance or seeing a needy little African kid on the TV. Gazing up at this smart, pretty and energetic woman, I could already feel an emotional attachment growing. It wasn’t that I’d suddenly fallen in love on our second night together, but I could feel myself being pulled closer and tighter into her orbit. Playing and losing in that time-honored game where egos meet, explore and establish a pattern. Sometimes different but equal, more often follower and followed. 
 
    Already I knew in my heart I wanted to know more about her. About her life, early years in Georgia that shaped her and her current hopes and dreams. About her relationship with Luther, the daughter of whom she was so proud and every other little detail which she cared to share. 
 
    I smiled up at her and pulled her down into a long and languid kiss, nibbling on her lips and pushing my tongue insistently into her mouth as my hands played with her large, hanging tits. Her nipples were hard and proud, telling me she was enjoying this as much as she was. That this wasn’t just some business transaction instigated by her boyfriend Luther. 
 
    I was so wrapped up in making love to this wonderful woman that I’d pushed the earlier call from Chris to the back of my mind. That could wait, right now all I cared about was the lovely squeal Dee gave as I rolled her over and under me as I looked into those blue eyes and started slowly pushing in and out. Our eyes locked together, a couple playing and getting to know each other in the most special way. My cock felt warm and snug and special in her pussy, her legs locked tight around my back as the clearest signal that right now she owned me. 
 
    Our love-making was slower and more languid than our first time together three days before. And as we were making love in our home, in the bed I shared with Jill, this also gave it a very different quality. We were playing on home turf, rather than me stealing a furtive hour or two with her in the midst of Luther’s den. The caveman within beat his chest and enjoyed fucking all the more as I’d brought the cave girl back to my lair, all the better to enjoy the prize. 
 
    “Mmmm,” her happy face told me, our two bodies joined in a slow, sensual dance. Maybe not the fireworks that other guys could achieve. But hey, a slow-cooked roast is often the best and most remembered meal. I smiled to myself, thinking how lucky I was. Blessed with a wonderful wife and family, but also able to enjoy the excitement of this new woman and this new relationship. How many other guys in their fifties can say the same? 
 
    Eventually, I felt that feeling and knew that I wanted to cum. A lady of experience, Dee spotted the signs almost before I did, pulling me down into a wonderful and snake-like kiss, whispering in my ear. “Give it to me, honey, I want all of you inside me, I want to feel you in me when I put on my panties and go home later.” 
 
    Most of us spend our lives with bed partners who are limited and constrained by deeply-held sexual mores and rules. Society's guy-ropes, designed for the greater good to keep our animalistic tendencies in check. But as the last of her warm breath echoed in my ear, I knew I was in bed with a woman who’d long since cut those guy-ropes. Who lived to explore and enjoy her sexuality, giving the same blessing to whoever shared her bed. 
 
    ~~~~~ 
 
    I felt happy and spent as we lay side-by-side in bed, my mind conjuring pictures of my sticky but seedless juices coating the insides of Dee’s pussy, laying claim to her in the most primeval and basic of ways, a female claimed and owned by the victorious male. My hand carelessly playing with her hair, I followed the line of her sight as she looked at the large framed photo on the wall. Jill, me and our happy little family on the occasion of the twins graduating high school. Five happy and loving people, two of them enjoying that love beyond measure of knowing we’d loved, nurtured and grown the three happy young adults. 
 
    Dee’s face had a wistful and deep look and I waited patiently for her to share, clearing her blonde fringe from her eyes to remind her I was there. Her head flicked in my direction as she smiled and came back from wherever she’d been. “You and Jill are so lucky. You know, so many of us have such a different upbringing. Such a different life. I look at the photo of you and Jill and your happy family, and I hope and pray my daughter Staci will find the same kind of happiness as you all have.” 
 
    There was a sadness in her voice. My E.Q. is often way back in last place behind my I.Q., but my sub-conscious spotted the nagging gap. Natural for a mother to wish this for her daughter, but what about her hopes for herself? For her and Luther? After all, she was only in her early forties, and she and Luther seemed to have a strong and happy relationship. Why did she only wish our happiness for her daughter, and not for herself and Luther? 
 
    As this thought occurred and grew, I wondered if I knew her well enough to ask. We were lying naked having made love, but that kind of question is deep and personal. Could I ask it? Was it right? But as her eyes still looked into mine, I knew it was fine to ask. That as much as anything else, this woman lying next to me wanted friendship. 
 
    “That’s a lovely wish to have for your daughter. But, what about you? What about you and Luther?” I asked, leaving the question hanging and deliberately ambiguous, allowing Dee to answer long or short, whichever met her need. 
 
    She leaned forward, kissing me softly with the kind of loving smile that told me she appreciated my concern and didn’t mind one iota. 
 
    “No. Luther and me, that’s not for us. We’re lots of things. Best buddies. Fuck buddies. Playmates, both in and out of the sack. To him, I’m like an old Army buddy, only one with great tits and ass and one he can screw. But no, that’s not for me and Luther. What you and Jill have.” There was no anger or malice in her answer. Just a hint of sadness and a main dish of resigned acceptance. Like she was telling me something she’d thought about long and hard and knew to be a truth that would never change. 
 
    I thought about her words for a while, her eyes still looking directly at me, knowing and feeling things were only half done. “How do you feel about that?” I asked, knowing that I might be pushing just a little too far, but relieved Dee’s expression said otherwise. 
 
    “It is what it is,” that resigned, sad tone replied. “There’s no point wishing for anything else. There’s no point me wishing to sing like Beyoncé, or for you to wish for a ten-inch cock. Ain’t gonna happen, so get over it and move on. Work on what you can work on.” 
 
    This was the voice of a woman used to being dealt a shitty hand, but a woman who’d fight hard and fight long to make the best of what she had. A woman who my heart warmed to just a little more as she shared another part of herself with me. A woman who I kissed again, telling her I understood and telling her thanks for sharing of herself. 
 
    ~~~~~ 
 
    The full extent of how much our lives had changed couldn’t be better demonstrated than by what happened during the next part of that Tuesday evening. During the next two hours, which mixed pathos, humor and one of the most erotic things I’d ever witnessed. 
 
    It started with a scene straight out of some theatrical farce. A scene straight out of the top three stage clichés – my wife coming in and finding me in bed with another woman. 
 
    I’d been so wrapped up in my love-making with Dee and then our discussion of her relationship with Luther that I’d not heard her car, nor the sound of her footsteps on the stairs. Luckily for me, Dee hadn’t been spinning me a line when she’d said that Jill had asked her to keep me company while she was out with Charlotte. 
 
    I was mightily relieved when a loud ‘Ahem’ from the doorway was followed up by a smiling Jill and a playful and teasing rebuke. “Sorry, I seem to be in the wrong house. Is there where MY HUSBAND, David Foster lives?” 
 
    Before I could recover and speak, Dee shot back, “Sorry, sugar, no - this is my boy toy, I think maybe you should try next door.” 
 
    And from there, things got stranger still. I was still near dumbstruck while my naked bed companion and my fully-clothed wife had the most normal of chats. First about how Jill’s evening with Charlotte had been, and then as calm as you like about my sexual performance. Dee talked about me like I wasn’t there and like I was some breeding animal whose performance needed to be dissected and discussed to establish my market price. Dee ending up telling Jill she rated me ‘three-and-a-half out of five, good job but with a few areas to work on,’ adding a final verbal slap that she thought I was done for the night and wouldn’t be much use to Jill for the rest of the night. “Sorry, honey, I think I’ve used him all up. Fingers and a plastic friend for you tonight, girlfriend.” Hoots of laughter, the natural conclusion between the two partners-in-crime. 
 
    I was left alone in our bedroom as first Jill headed downstairs and then Dee, borrowing one of Jill’s nightdresses followed her downstairs. Gathering my thoughts, I pulled on a bathrobe and headed downstairs so I wouldn’t feel quite so left out. Over the last few months, I’d learned more and more about how I had a deep-seated voyeuristic tendency, one of my biggest pleasures being hanging back in the shadows and watching quietly as things developed. 
 
    So, when I’d quietly reached the bottom of the stairs, I peeked through the doorway to the kitchen to see what was happening. At first, there was nothing particularly interesting to see. Just Jill and Dee sat together at the table, nursing hot drinks and carrying on their earlier discussion about how Charlotte was after her recent second break-up with her soon-to-be-ex-husband Callan. It struck me that Dee had never met Charlotte or Callan, but nonetheless, she listened and showed interest in them and the situation. 
 
    After a while, Jill got up and headed to the kettle to make a second drink, still talking as she went. As Jill stood with her back to Dee and the doorway where I was lurking, Dee got up and walked over, standing just behind Jill and placing her hands on Jill’s waist. Jill’s hands were occupied with a spoon and a mug, and so at that moment, she couldn’t do anything. But her head turned, showing a look of total surprise. 
 
    Dee just grinned. “Oh, come on, honey. Don’t act so surprised. Didn’t you enjoy kissing me at the club the other night? Don’t tell me you haven’t wondered what it would have been like if we’d have carried on.” 
 
    Jill said nothing, a stunned, paralyzed look still on her face. Dee’s hand left Jill’s waist and pushed Jill’s hair back a little, revealing the small part of her face it hid, Dee then smiling straight at Jill. Dee’s voice softened as she continued the seduction of my wife. “Dave’s had his fun tonight, and I don’t want you to be left high and dry, Jill. If you’re okay with it, I’ll show you just what fun a couple of girls can have together. That they can have just as much fun, even if there’s no dick on the menu.” 
 
    Jill still hadn’t spoken. She still just looked totally stunned. Dee took this as a yes, slipping both her hands onto Jill’s face so she could tenderly cradle my wife’s beautiful face as she softly kissed her lips. 
 
    It was like a re-run of Saturday night as Dee at first kissed Jill with soft and short kisses, testing the waters, before kissing her in a way that was full of heat and intent, before with a thudding heart I saw my own wife start to respond. Jill’s hands followed Dee’s lead as they played with Dee’s short blonde hair and my wife started kissing back as passionately as she was being kissed. 
 
    They continued like this for what seemed an eternity as I stood there sweating, hoping beyond hope that they’d not spot me and end my voyeuristic pleasure. Dee soon dropped one hand from Jill’s head to cup and squeeze her left breast, causing my wife to moan with happy approval. 
 
    Dee broke the kiss. “Are you ready for this, Jill? Is this something you want to experience? Another box to tick in your new adventure?” My wife didn’t speak; her smile spoke for her, and Dee resumed the kiss, both hands now working at the buttons on Jill’s blouse. 
 
    Until that night, I’d never been one of those guys who goes a bundle on girl-on-girl lesbian sex. Sure, I’d never hated it or found it a turn-off, but neither had it really done anything for me. But watching what happened over the next couple of hours changed all that. I’d grown used to the highs and lows of watching my beloved wife going with other guys and being pleasured by them beyond what I could achieve. But I was about to see something else again: the woman I loved, taken and pleasured by another woman. 
 
    ~~~~~ 
 
    As the two halves of Jill’s blouse were pulled to the side, I looked upon the two beautiful orbs which I loved so much still encased in the semi-transparent sheer white bra Jill had worn to work. I could see her excitement from how proud and swollen her nipples were. Dee wasted little time as she reached behind Jill’s back and unclipped the garment, her hands now able to directly touch and play. Dee savored the moment, weighing Jill’s big, natural boobs before moving on to roll and flick her tongue across my wife’s nipples, forcing Jill to grasp the worktop to steady herself. 
 
    Jill just stood in a happy trance as Dee undid the fastenings of her skirt and gently held my wife’s hand as she got her to step out of the skirt now pooled on the floor next to her discarded blouse and bra. Jill looked delectable, standing there her full breasts naked and slowly lifting up and down in time with her breathing, her only clothing now her stockings and heels. 
 
    Dee kissed her softly and led Jill by the hand towards the door, smiling and telling her quietly, “Sweetheart, I’m going to show you just what fun us girls can have without any need for men.” I’d not had time to move even an inch as the pair of them came straight by me, my cock now hard and my mind jealous at the thought of how good Jill looked like that, but that I’d not be the one to enjoy her. 
 
    “You can come up and watch in a bit, Dave. But give us a few minutes' privacy, please,” Dee asked in a voice oh so reasonable, making it sound like a friendly request, although all three of us knew it was really an instruction. 
 
    How many is a few? The wait was interminable as I stayed in the kitchen, finally losing patience just short of ten minutes, climbing the stairs as quietly as I could, but two at a time in my impatience to see what was happening. 
 
    When I reached our bedroom, my heart sank as I saw that the door had been quietly closed shut. My despair was instantly gone as I tried the handle, pushed and realized it was shut but not locked. Pushing it open as quietly as I could, I felt like a naturalist as quiet and slow as was humanly possible, so as not to disturb the timid and shy nocturnal animals. 
 
    Edging into my own semi-lit bedroom, I stood in the corner, the voyeur watching his own private living and breathing sex show. Looking at the two figures on the bed, I was totally unsurprised to see that Dee was the aggressor and my lovely wife, the receiver. 
 
    Dee’s head was between my wife’s thighs, Jill’s hands tightly wound in Dee’s short blonde hair, pushing her in tight so that her mouth and tongue wouldn’t stop giving Jill the pleasure she was so enjoying. “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” she begged, like some almost religious incantation. From the position of her arm, I guessed that Dee’s thumb and fingers were doubling-up to wreak even greater stimulation upon my wife’s pleasure bud and pussy. The way Jill’s hips were writhing about as she whimpered and moaned told me Dee was giving her a really good going over. 
 
    Every so often Dee’s hands would leave the area between my wife’s legs and travel upwards to her heaving bosom, cupping, squeezing, rolling and tweaking to keep my wife’s boobs happy and her nipples as hard and swollen as when she’d left the kitchen. 
 
    I thought I’d got away with it, that I could silently enjoy my fly-on-the-wall voyeur’s pleasure, but Dee disabused me of this idea. “Come here, cucky boy,” she called, her head turning to look at me as Jill looked at me, disappointed, the source of her pleasure temporarily withdrawn. “Come here and kiss your wife. Show her that you love the slut she’s become. That you’re enjoying this new part of her life as much as she’s enjoying it.” 
 
    I did as she asked, hardly a huge sacrifice, resting next to my wife as I hungrily kissed her. I was so wrapped up in our kiss that I didn’t see Dee quickly scoot off the bed and delve into her large handbag. When she returned to the bed, she laid five things on the bed: four matching red fur-lined bondage restraints and a small vibrator. 
 
    The first thing Jill knew about it was when she heard the buzz of the vibrator, breaking our kiss as she turned her head to see what was making the noise. I don’t know if she’d have said anything or complained, but Dee didn’t give her a chance as before my wife could speak, Dee was using the vibrator on her clit. The strangled cry of pleasure and near-crushing of my hand told me just what kind of feelings that little machine was giving my wife. 
 
    The little machine buzzed away, Dee removing it whenever she sensed that Jill was getting too close to cumming. Several times Jill begged ‘please, please,’ but Dee would have none of it. That wasn’t in her plans – to let my wife cum too quickly, reducing the power she held over Jill. 
 
    When she judged Jill was ready, she handed me the little buzzing devil. “Do it like I did, but for heaven’s sake, don’t let her cum yet. There’ll be plenty of time for that later.” Feeling like the Sorcerer’s Apprentice, I experimented with the little toy, feeling all-powerful as on a whim I could raise or lower Jill’s sense of excitement. As I played, Dee grabbed two of the restraints, gave Jill a long and sensuous kiss and then restrained first her left and then her right arm. Kissing her again and whispering to her not to worry, she then did the same at the foot of the bed, all four of my wife’s limbs now restrained, leaving Jill stretched-out and vulnerable, naked and helpless, displayed in the lewdest of X-shapes on our marital bed. 
 
    Dee then took the little vibrator from me, using her greater experience to soon build Jill back up to the edge of a climax, telling me to go into her bag and get ‘the other toy’ and the lube. As I fished in the bag, I was stunned at what I saw. Next to the KY lube was a huge black dildo. I was so stunned I hesitated to pick it up, but when I did finally pick it up, the weight and size of the thing shocked me for a second time. 
 
    My fingers unable to close around its girth, holding it in both hands, I hardly heard Dee’s words to my wife. “Luther’s sorry he couldn’t be here tonight himself, but for occasions like this, he has a special friend he sends in his place. It cost him quite a lot to get made, but he thinks you should enjoy it until he can be here in person.” 
 
    With that, Dee took the huge black PVC toy and waved it under Jill’s nose, turning to me as Jill stared at it. “You wanted to know how big my man is when he’s hard, well now you know, sweetheart. Lube him up, cucky boy,” she grinned, throwing me the giant dildo as she went back to work on Jill’s clit and pussy with the much smaller vibrator. 
 
    I felt decidedly weird as I layered that huge black toy with a generous level of KY. Nine-out-of-ten guys are straight, so rubbing my hand up and down even a fake dick like that left me feeling very strange, especially as I knew it was a plastic copy of the huge black cock that had pleasured my wife all night just a few days ago. 
 
    But whatever weird feelings I was going through, my perverted need to see Jill take that huge black cock kept me in check. And I was shaking with excitement when I’d finally lubed it enough and handed it to Dee, retiring once again into the shadows where I was comfortable, my breathing shallow and excited to watch the show. 
 
    I remember looking at our bedside clock as I handed that ten-inch monster to Dee, the clock showing just before nine p.m.. And I remember looking at it again when Dee finally gently and tenderly undid first the hand and then the leg restraints. The clock now showed just after eleven p.m. And even though I knew Jill would recover, she seemed a shadow of the woman who’d teased me just a short while ago when she’d found me in bed with Dee. 
 
    After two hours restrained and totally at the mercy of the experienced and expert Dee, my beautiful wife could finally cum no more. She’d passed through so many stages during those pleasure-wracked two hours. First, being allowed to enjoy the exquisite feeling of being slowly and fully impaled on that huge black dildo, Dee keeping up a constant commentary for my benefit about how big the toy was and how it was stretching Jill, how she loved it and how she’d have no use for any little white dicks after this. 
 
    Until then, Dee had been careful to maintain total control over Jill by not letting her cum. But now that she’d worked that black monster all the way into Jill, and with Jill restrained and helpless, there was no reason not to let Jill cum. In fact, it was now totally the opposite. Dee seemed intent on seeing just how many times Jill could cum during one night, using a combination of the deep and powerful thrusting of the massive black toy with the electric vibrations of its little brother to bring Jill to a series of bone-shaking climaxes. 
 
    Each time, Jill’s breathing would build up and up. Her sobs and whimpers would get louder and louder until finally the climax took full hold, causing her limbs to lock tight and her toes to curl as if a thousand volts were passing through her. Four times Dee managed to make Jill cum like that in less than half-an-hour, with Jill calling ‘enough, enough’ after the last of the four. 
 
    Dee had some pity, going easy for a short while, but then she responded by taking things to the next level, rummaging in her bag to find a long, slim toy which she carefully lubed and then inserted in Jill’s ass. Having called me to kiss my wife and hold her hand, she then started all over again with Jill, the big and little brothers working their havoc on my wife’s pussy and clit until she’d had another couple of orgasms. 
 
    By now, Jill looked totally washed out. Her hair was matted and sweat-soaked. Her skin was blotchy, her chest flushed red with passion. Her eyes were rarely open now, but I noticed with interest that despite her exhausted state, her nipples were still swollen and hard. Jill hardly had the energy to cum anymore. When she got to that point, I could tell she was cumming, but her body didn’t have the energy to respond. Only her cries and the twitching of her pelvis told me the truth each time she came. 
 
    Part of me felt guilty at not intervening to call a halt earlier than the two-hour mark. A couple of times I did whisper the question in Jill’s ear, of whether she wanted me to make Dee stop. But even though she’d cried ‘enough, enough’ or ‘please, no more’ a few times, each time I asked her if she really wanted me to get Dee to stop, she said nothing. 
 
    One of the most exciting things for me was the way I actually saw her tummy bulge upwards each time Dee pushed that huge plastic toy all the way into Jill’s pussy. I couldn’t help but wonder what this felt like for Jill, and if her tummy bulged in the same way when she took Luther’s real cock all the way into her body. 
 
    Just after eleven o’clock, Dee finally called it a day, gently and carefully removing each restraint, tenderly moving each of Jill’s limbs to get the blood flowing again and to exercise the muscles. Any worries I might have had that Dee had pushed it too far and about Jill’s feelings were assuaged when I saw the way Jill let Dee lead her to the bathroom, letting Dee administer a refreshing and reviving shower to my exhausted wife. 
 
    By the time I’d returned from seeing Dee out, Jill was fast asleep. I just lay by her side, looking lovingly at her tired face, finally allowed peace and rest after two hours of allowing her body to be used as a sex toy by another woman. 
 
    ~~~~~ 
 
    Dee had given Jill such a thorough working over, that I’d thought it likely that Jill would call in sick the next day. As she walked into the kitchen, she was walking very gingerly, her limbs very sore and stiff from the games Dee had played with her. 
 
    I knew I needed to give Jill space and that she needed to be the first one to speak. That she’d open the discussion when she was ready. She sat there quietly eating her breakfast, lost in her own thoughts. 
 
    As we sat there together in the kitchen, I sensed that Jill was doing some profound thinking. Although we were only feet apart, sitting in the heart of the family home we loved so much, at that moment it felt like Jill and I were a thousand miles apart. 
 
    I knew I needed to give Jill the space she needed. I ate, staying quiet, just monitoring her expression out of the corner of my eye, respecting her privacy but desperately wanting to know what was in her mind. Bit by bit I sensed she was working through whatever it was, until she finally turned to me, now ready to talk. 
 
    I wasn’t ready for the conversation that followed. “Dave, honey. I love you with all my heart. When we get home tonight, I think we have some serious talking to do. The truth is, I think we need to talk about who we are. Who you are, who I am. What we’ve become, and who we want to be in future. I love you with all my heart, baby, but I think the truth is that these last few months, step by step, you’ve allowed the part of you that was always a voyeur to grow and grow. Until like some monster, it’s now totally in control.” 
 
    From the earliest of ages, I’ve always hated being told off. I’m not one of those people who can easily just take it on the chin and shrug it off. I knew the face Jill was looking at looked hurt and crestfallen, but there was nothing I could do about that. But Jill’s always had a gift for being objective and fair, and as I sat there feeling bad, she turned the microscope on herself, with the same painful honesty and insight. 
 
    “Dave, you’ve got to ask yourself if that’s who you want to be. And me, well, I’ve got a few questions I need to ask myself. Neither of us planned it that way, but I’m fully aware that I’ve become a total slut and size queen over the last few months. I know that. I’m not proud of it, but I can’t deny it’s true. And now, to cap it all, I’ve discovered I’m quite happy going with girls. I’ll give myself to anyone who can show me a good time – cock or no cock.” 
 
    There was a rueful look in Jill’s face. Her own honest self-examination made me feel better about myself. Some variation on the old theme of ‘a trouble shared’. 
 
    “I don’t have the energy or time to talk about it now, but tonight we need to talk about where we go next. Who we want to be. What we want to be.” 
 
    I smiled and nodded my head in agreement. Jill was right. But she’d asked some frightening questions, and that was before I even factored in what I needed to tell her about my conversation with Chris. Tonight was going to be a hell of a conversation. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    Evening of Tuesday 12th June 2018 
 
    Jill looked tired as she walked barefoot into our lounge, her slumped shoulders and low-energy face telling me she’d had a hard day. Raising my arm, I gestured for her to come and sit next to me, feeling her respond and feel just a little happier as I pulled her close and hugged her tight. 
 
    “Hi honey,” I kissed her, welcoming her back into our little piece of safety and sanctuary from the world. 
 
    “I’d ask, but I can already see. It’s written on your face,” a second small kiss telling her I was emphasizing, not judging. The slightly turned-up corners of her mouth told me ‘thank you’ and she burrowed in a little closer, enjoying the warmth and security of the man she knew would always be there for her. Happy to just be quiet for a while, until she had the energy to give me a small peck on the cheek, a smile and tell me she was heading for a shower. 
 
    The takeaway arrived just a couple of minutes before Jill arrived back, slumping next to me in her favorite warm and fluffy dressing gown, her hair up and bundled in a tightly wound towel. Her body may have slumped next to me, but her smile told me the hot water had helped restore her spirits and she was in a better place than before. 
 
    I’ve always been impatient, but I knew I needed to let Jill be the first to speak. To open up the conversation she’d so dramatically headlined this morning – our need to talk about ‘who and what we’d become.’ Being patient was made all the harder as I’d spent much of the day thinking about what Jill had said, and what I really thought and felt about the topic. 
 
    I’d had the rare luxury of nothing hugely urgent or important at work and so had headed out of the office a couple of times for a walk or a coffee. Anything to give me the space and distance to get my head straight for what I knew would be an important evening. And now here I was, fired up and raring to go, impatiently itching for Jill to drop the hammer. 
 
    All through the meal I could see and feel Jill slowly warming up. The life and energy slowly returning to her, fed by the food, the conversation and the restorative powers of being with someone who loved you in the place that was your purpose-built refuge from the storms of life. Until finally, with cup in hand, she spoke. 
 
    “Thanks. Thanks, honey, for being patient,” her little smile almost a tease. “I know I was the one who said I wanted to talk, but I needed this. It was such a shitty day. But anyway, now I’m ready for us to talk. So, sweetheart, what do you think? Knowing you, I’m sure that active little mind of yours had been beavering away. So, what do you think?” 
 
    I got the distinct feeling Jill was gently but lovingly getting her own back for the last couple of times. When I’d taken the easy route out, making her the first one to say what she was thinking or feeling. And now she was redressing the balance, getting her own back in the quiet and understated way she always did. 
 
    With a deep sigh, I smiled at my best friend and tried to clearly and succinctly summarize about eight hours of thinking in just a few short sentences. 
 
    “Honey, you asked whether I’m comfortable with what and who we’ve become. And it’s a great question, but boy, it’s also a complicated one. Because it’s missing half the point. The point of whether or not we can turn the clock back or not.” 
 
    I could tell from her expression that Jill was a little annoyed, so I slightly changed tack. 
 
    “Of course part of me wishes we weren’t taking the risks we take. It would be great to have all the fun and pleasure we’ve had, but without any of the risks and pain. But I don’t think that’s possible. So I guess, to give you the short answer, I’m comfortable with where we are. With who we are.” 
 
    Jill didn’t look annoyed now, now she looked perplexed, so I tried better to explain. “But I’m only comfortable because I think we both love the fun and all the positives, and because I think we can handle the risks. I think we learned a whole lot from what happened with Chris, and I don’t think we’re going to make the same mistakes.” 
 
    Jill was looking more relaxed, starting to better understand what I was getting at. 
 
    “Jill, sweetheart. Of course, I wished there were no risks or downsides, but I know we can hack it. I know that, like I said before, we’re smart and determined people and we can keep this thing under control. And partly I know that because what happened with Chris tested us to the limit, and we sailed through that and came bouncing back. Better and stronger as a couple.” 
 
    I paused, giving Jill time to think about what I’d said. Then gently prompted her, “What about you, darling? What do you think?” Leaving my question deliberately neutral, careful not to influence her in one direction or the other. 
 
    As is often the female way, Jill started in a roundabout way. 
 
    “The whole thing with Dee last night really threw me. Brought it home to me what Luther meant when he said he wants me and you to really explore our sexuality. To see how far we’re comfortable to go. And, baby, it kinda freaked me out and frightened me.” 
 
    There was an almost desperate, pleading look on her face as she carried on. “First the sex with Luther on Saturday night, and then the way I responded to Dee when she toyed with me and tormented me last night. It really frightened me, honey. Because I loved it so much. Saturday and last night, I was lost, I was totally out of control. Totally in thrall to Luther and Dee. I’d have pretty much let them do anything they wanted to me. And that frightens me. It’s so different from who I’ve been all of my life. So different to the picture I have of myself, to my self-image…” 
 
    Jill was still speaking, but I grasped her hands in mine and stopped her, knowing exactly what I needed to tell her. The words she needed to understand, to better understand. 
 
    “Honey, you and I have spent the last twenty years spending half our time being mum and dad and the other half being the best-damned employees we can be. And now it’s our time. Our time to still be mum and dad, but to spend time for us. To explore and try new things. And what we’ve both learned these last few months is that there’s a rich new world of sexual and emotional pleasures for us to enjoy and explore. And there’s not one, single negative thing in any of that. Not one, I promise you.” 
 
    I paused, wanting her to feel as confident and certain about this as I was. “Jill, darling, the only negative thing isn’t the exploration, it’s whether or not we think we’re so weak that we might let it get out of control and destroy all of the other great things in our lives. And that’s not you, and it’s not me. I know we’d never let that happen.” 
 
    I could see my words were getting through to Jill, her eyes and the flush of her cheeks told me that. “Jill, honey, sure there might be some bumps along the way. Like the bumps, we had with Chris. But I know you and I know us. We’d never let things go so far that they’d seriously damage the more important things in our life.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    That conversation with Jill had ended up with this wonderful person who was my wife giving me a huge, tight hug. She said little, but her eyes told me I’d told her exactly what she wanted to hear. And after I’d enjoyed that wonderful hug, I led her upstairs and, shushing her when she tried to speak, I had her stand by the bed as I slowly stripped her naked. Had her lay naked on the bed as I kissed every inch of her body. 
 
    And having kissed every inch of her body, I let my eyes feast on the swell of her breasts and the flatness of her tummy before putting my lips on her hardening nipples. Sucking them gently at first, and then with more hunger and venom. Lips giving way to teeth as I nibbled and pulled, all the time my fingers rubbing and probing at the core of her body, her womanhood that I so loved worshipping. 
 
    My mind filled with memories when I’d only been able to listen on Saturday night, I then placed my head between her legs, trying to get her to make the same sounds I’d heard her make for Luther when his mouth had been warming her up for his huge cock. Jill was soon responding with a series of long, low moans to show her appreciation for the good work my tongue was doing, making me happy but honest enough to know it was less than I’d heard on Saturday. 
 
    A little disappointed but also strangely excited, I then smiled to myself as I readied myself to use something which I knew would surprise and almost certainly delight Jill. Reaching under my side of the bed as if I was some kind of magician, suddenly rubbing the plastic cockhead of the big replica cock all over Jill’s face, in my mind imagining it was the real thing. 
 
    My startled wife opened her eyes. Just for a moment, I was nervous as to how she’d react, until a smile slowly broke, her words telling me she was up for the game as well. “Oh, Luther, baby. I’ve missed you so much. How did you sneak in here, passed my jealous husband?” 
 
    For the next hour or so both Jill and I had a wonderful time, enjoying every minute in our very different ways. Jill enjoying the stretching and probing of that life-like and so large and heavy fake cock. Most of the time her eyes screwed shut, no doubt helping her to imagine and pretend it was really Luther there with her that evening. Me enjoying both the looks and sounds from my wife, and the strange pride and feeling of knowing just for a while what it must be like to be a guy blessed with a really big cock. 
 
    Finally several orgasms later for Jill and one large cum for me, we lay in each other’s arms, happy and content. All of the angst and worry of the earlier conversation seemingly a million miles away. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Morning of Wednesday 13th June 2018 
 
    Compared to the day before, it was a much happier and more contented Jill who sat opposite me at breakfast. Even the conversation we’d had to have about my phone call with Chris hadn’t phased Jill. 
 
    When we’d finally talked about it the previous night, Jill had taken Chris’s request that she spend a few days in L.A. on company business in her stride. Chris had asked me in a very proper and appropriate way. Telling me he’d fully understand if the answer was no. Taking the time to explain why it was important, that it related to some issues which Jill knew best from when they’d done the pre-Christmas nationwide roadshow about the new employee deal. Explaining how he knew we had to come to L.A. for John and Becky’s wedding anyway, and reassuring me that he’d not try anything inappropriate with Jill. 
 
    Like I said, Jill had been fine when I’d shared all of this with her as we lay in bed the previous night. She’d asked me what I thought, and I’d simply told her that I totally trusted her and would back her up whatever decision she made. She’d smiled at this, and told me she’d think about it, promising to make a decision by the weekend as it was that following Monday that Chris was asking her to come to L.A. – which made sense as that was the week before the wedding. 
 
    With our customary kiss goodbye, we each headed off to work, knowing that today would be the opposite to Tuesday for me. Wall-to-wall meetings and calls, most of them relating to difficult sales bids or project situations. My heart sinking a little as I knew the rest of the week was mostly going to be like this. 
 
    The Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday pretty much went exactly as I expected they would, and it was one very tired Dave that climbed into the car on Friday evening for the drive home. Tired but relieved that the weekend was finally here. 
 
    I was barely out of the garage when my phone went. “Hi honey, I’m just on my way home,” I told Jill, anticipating the question about my movements she was almost certainly going to ask me. 
 
    “Okay, anyway no need to hurry, I’m out. Dee rang me earlier, and she made a great suggestion.” My heart was instantly exploding into my throat. The quiet Friday evening I’d been so looking forward to now seemed an unlikely possibility. I was just about to ask when Jill started explaining. 
 
    “Her brainwave was that before I made up my mind about Luther’s offer to come work for him, we could use the weekends for me to get a little flavor of what it’s like helping to run the clubs. And knowing we’re away next weekend with the wedding, I agreed with her that I could have my first little try-out tonight.” 
 
    I could hear the nervous tension in Jill’s voice as she waited to see how I’d respond. 
 
    All she heard was a deep sigh, and then the matching nervous tension in my own voice, wondering what highs and lows the evening held for her already tired and stressed husband. 
 
    “Okay… I get it… so where do you want me to meet you then?” 
 
    Jill just giggled. “Not yet, silly. It’s only six now and things are still quiet. Dee said for you to come over to The Pink Cabaret around ten, when things should be more lively. By then I should have had a chance to learn the ropes a little and settle in, with having to worry about my poor old husband. Is that okay, honey?” 
 
    Another deep sigh, my tired body suddenly surging with adrenaline and my empty stomach filled with butterflies. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    In the whole history of humanity, I don’t think any guy has ever experienced four hours passing more slowly than those snail-like minutes that tortured me that Friday night. No matter what tricks or diversions I tried, I couldn’t stop myself thinking about Jill in the heart of Luther’s sex and dining empire, learning the ‘ropes’ in his exotic dancing club. 
 
    Thinking of the no doubt revealing clothes she was wearing. Thinking of the staff, dancers and patrons she’d be interacting with. Thinking of her proximity to Luther, or maybe the man-mountain Malcolm who might be on duty there tonight. 
 
    Finally, the clock reached nine-thirty and almost shaking with nerves, I picked up my keys and headed to the club, trying my best not to get pulled over for driving too fast. When I arrived I saw that my guess had been right, Malcolm was indeed present on the door. Greeting me with a big grin, talking into his mouthpiece and asking me to wait while I told Dee I’d arrived. 
 
    I started to go in, but he politely but firmly told me Dee had told him to get me to wait until she arrived to escort me into the building. As I stood there looking at him, neither of us spoke, but something nagged away at the back of my mind. He reminded me of someone, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. 
 
    When Dee finally arrived I felt my cock harden from the way she was dressed. Short, tight mini-skirt. High heels and a flimsy blouse with a very low, plunging neckline that showed off the full size of her breasts to all and sundry. Perfect marketing to encourage the punters to buy a few more lap dances, and who knows, maybe even try and persuade the management to put on a special show. 
 
    Dee greeted me with a kiss on the lips and a big hug. “Hi, honey. Glad you could make it. For Jill’s debut night as Assistant VP Ops and Customer Service.” No doubt a made-up job title, but the ‘Customer Service’ part said in such a way that it gave me pause for thought, not helped by the fact Dee’s hand was surreptitiously giving the front of my pants a quick squeeze. 
 
    “Come on in, honey. Let me get you a drink and get you settled.” 
 
    When she’d said she’d get me settled, I’d thought I’d be sitting by the bar or by the stage. Able to chat with Jill when she wasn’t busy. Able to be with my wife while she worked her first trial shift. But the sweet and kind Dee I’d made love to before was off shift that night, replaced by her twin sister, the evil witch Dee. 
 
    Because instead of being shown to a seat where I could be with and talk to Jill, I was ushered into a stale smelling security booth somewhere in the inner guts of the building. Not able to see or talk to Jill, but instead confronted by a bank of sixteen color monitors showing various CCTV feeds from all over the club. 
 
    There was already a large tumbler of whiskey on the desk, freshly placed there as the ice hadn’t had time to melt yet, despite the oppressive heat of the room. Before I knew what was happening, Dee had given me a peck on the cheek, told me she was sorry she couldn’t stay but that she’d check up on me in an hour or so, and then she was gone. 
 
    As the door shut behind her, I suddenly noticed there was no handle on the inside. The empty screw holes showing the handle had only recently been removed, the sound of the latch closing telling me I was stuck there until Dee made good on her promise to come back later. 
 
    All kinds of feelings went through my mind as I stared at the door. Frustration and anger at having been played. Fear at seeing just a little more of the games Luther and Dee had planned for us. But, I’m ashamed to say, also a huge surge of excitement at what I might be about to see and hear. My mind going back to last Saturday night and the memories of how Dee and Luther had so expertly played with my love of being the hidden voyeur. 
 
    It took me a few moments to adjust and push my anger to one side. That bank of sixteen monitors was just too tempting to the voyeur in me. I was soon scanning them as quickly as I could to try and spot my wife, to spot her and see what she was doing. 
 
    It only took me a few seconds. She was on the screen in the middle of the second bank down, stood behind the bar and talking to one of the patrons having just taken his money. She was smiling and looked very happy and alive, the guy surprisingly young and handsome. From the way she was making eye contact and playing with her hair, I knew she was attracted to him and I’d have given anything to know what they were saying. But there was no sound, so all I could do was guess what they might be saying. 
 
    As I watched their conversation continue, I took in the details of Jill’s outfit – instantly seeing it was totally identical to Dee’s clothes. The same thin white blouse that put Jill’s 34Cs on full show for the young guy and all the other patrons. The same short black mini-skirt to show off her toned legs, and the same matching black high heels to give her that classy but slutty look that no doubt added just a little to the club’s takings. 
 
    I don’t know what they found to talk about, but they chatted for an age before Jill gently touched his hand, said something and then disappeared off through a door into what I knew was the girls changing rooms. 
 
    As she disappeared through the door, I quickly scanned the other monitors to see which one she’d next appear on. It was like some surreal and very sick advent calendar. I spotted her after a couple of seconds and did a double-take as I realized the girl she was talking to was none other than Amber. The mature but still sexy Latina who we’d met before. 
 
    This time the conversation seemed more earnest, the two women looking into each other’s eyes but no smiling or laughing like Jill had just shared with the young guy. I saw Amber reach out to hold Jill’s hand, the hand-holding then turning into a hug, as if she was saying thank you to Jill for something or other. The always inquisitive half-child in me desperate to know what had been said. 
 
    My torment went on like that for the next hour or so. Unable to speak to Jill, but nearly always able to see her as she flitted around the club. Serving drinks, chatting to customers and staff alike. More often than not with a warm and happy smile on her face. I was happy to see that she was enjoying everything, but in torment that I couldn’t talk to her. Locked in the smelly bowels of the club, watching as numerous guys young and old mentally undressed Jill as she chatted to them or served them drinks. Her low-cut sheer blouse, tight mini-skirt, and heels an unspoken invitation for their leering eyes. An unspoken offer from Jill that she was okay for them to stare lustfully at her sexy married body. 
 
    One of the hottest yet most painful moments for me was when Malcolm the man-mountain left his post on the door to do a circuit inside the club and ended up stood next to Jill at the bar. Again I was in torment as I could only watch, trying to guess at their conversation from the gestures and sights I saw. The smiles that passed between them and little flirty signals giving way as Jill looked at her watch and then left the bar to sit next to Malcolm in one of the darkened booths. Time seemed to drag by as I watched their flirting resume, the air full of smiles and laughs. Little touches of the hand and flicks of Jill’s brunette locks. 
 
    My mind full of thoughts about what might happen, until finally with a second look at her watch Jill gave Malcolm a chaste kiss on the cheek and headed back to the bar. Malcolm still seated and enjoying the show as Jill wiggled her way back to the bar, an extra little wiggle in her hips for the express enjoyment of the Head of Security. A lustful look on his face, as I looked at him desperately trying to remember who he reminded me of. It was like I’d seen him somewhere before. 
 
    I thought that ‘hour’ would never end. Looking at my watch, I saw that an hour had passed and I started looking at my watch every five minutes or so as I remembered that Dee had said she’d pop back in an hour or so. But by the time the door into my stale-smelling booth finally opened, it was nearer an hour and a half, and I was about to remonstrate with Dee when I saw that the person coming through the door wasn’t Dee, it was Amber. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 19 
 
    Evening of Friday 15th June 2018 
 
    The pretty forty-something dancer gave me a smile that immediately set my heart running. There was something about the mix of coy nervousness and the knowing wantonness of her profession that I found intoxicating and hypnotic. At that moment my chest and my cock were filled with desire for this intriguing Latina, so much older than most of the other dancers and yet still maybe five or ten years my junior. 
 
    I felt guilty staring at her body, but the way her dancer’s uniform put her slender yet womanly body on full display left me little choice. The way her large breasts over-spilled her tiny bikini top taking me back to that night when Dee, Amber and Jill had kissed and played in the private back room at the club. The night when Jill had been told to unclip Amber’s top so that me and the other guys could feast our eyes on Amber’s shapely tits and hardened pink nipples, so expertly enhanced by whatever surgeon Luther had no doubt paid. 
 
    A little uncomfortable from the way I was staring at her, she coughed and I mumbled an apology as I returned to the here and now, taking the fresh glass of whiskey she offered me. 
 
    “Hi Dave,” was all she said, sounding as nervous as I felt. I replied the same way, both of us feeling like nervous teenagers, totally at odds with the garish and sexually charged environment. 
 
    Seeing the way she continued to nervously smile at me made me just want her all the more, my emotions mixed between a selfish desire to reach out, take her in my arms and kiss her – and a more tender desire to comfort and protect this nervous-looking woman. 
 
    I guess the large tumbler of whiskey I’d consumed was partly the cause, but as we silently stared at each other I surprised myself by impulsively reaching out and pulling her hand until her body was pressing next to mine and I could lower my head to kiss her soft lips. 
 
    That first kiss lasted forever, the hunger and need growing by the second as our tongues pushed and fought. When we finally broke for air, I don’t know which of us was smiling more. A mutual desire and want from when we’d first seen each other now made reality. Still unspeaking, the look between us was now less nervous and more one of quiet contentment. Amber finally the first one to speak. “That was nice. I wanted to do that the first time I saw you.” 
 
    I’m sure I blushed, after so many years married still totally unused to this flirting and dating game. I just grinned back like some juvenile fool, until finally, I caught myself. “I think I’m the lucky one,” was all I could offer back, the warm feeling of Amber’s skin next to mine making me feel so happy and content. Aware I was again trying to stop my eyes staring at her heaving bosom, softly rising and falling inside that little white bikini top, so inadequate for the task at hand. 
 
    She kissed me again, this time just a brief kiss before she pulled back and ran her hand through my hair. A playful smile on her lips as she locked her arms around my neck. 
 
    Suddenly remembering the conversation I’d seen on the monitor between her and Jill, I asked her what they’d been talking about. Amber’s smile inching wider as she explained. 
 
    “You’re a lucky man, David Foster. Jill’s a wonderful lady and you’re lucky to have her as your wife,” as she paused before continuing. “We were talking about you. I felt bad as Jill’s been so nice to me, so I wanted to get it off my chest with her how I’ve got a little crush on her husband.” 
 
    Amber just stopped there for a moment, her explanation hanging there only half-finished. “And?” I asked with a shaking voice, Amber smiling just a little more as she continued, obviously enjoying teasing me. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Foster, your lovely wife was very sweet about it. Said she understood, that you were a great guy and that if I wanted to I should feel free to see if you were interested in spending a little time together.” 
 
    I could almost hear Jill’s words as Amber explained, immediately knowing she was telling the truth. The picture she was painting fitting perfectly the images I’d seen on the monitor earlier. 
 
    Having unburdened herself, I felt her arms tighten a little around my neck, responding myself by pulling her closer and starting another deep and emotion-filled kiss. This time the kiss was softer and more gentle, both of us knowing we weren’t in any hurry. That we’d have plenty of time for this and a lot more before the night was out. 
 
    When our kiss finally broke, a little of the nervous Amber returned. “Dee and Jill have given me the rest of the night off. Will you come back to my place?” 
 
    Her obvious nerves made me feel gentle and protective, leaning in to kiss her. “Of course, I’d love that.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Minutes later, I was greeted by the door opening again and a beaming and now fully clothed Amber dressed in a far more chaste and conservative outfit. The tiny white uniform that had struggled to contain her over-spilling and boobs and to hide her shapely ass now replaced by a thigh-length pleated grey skirt and an almost virginal plain white blouse. Despite the change in clothes, Amber’s curves were sufficiently generous to not be entirely hidden by the change, the fullness of her breasts and shapeliness of her rear still obvious to any man with a pulse. 
 
    I only received the briefest of kisses before Amber pulled me by the hand through the throbbing crowds of the busy Friday night club. There was no point trying to talk in that overwhelming wall of sound, so I just smiled to myself at Amber’s obvious air of urgency and what this meant for later. 
 
    It was Malcolm who held the door open as we climbed into the waiting cab, and happy as I was, I couldn’t help but wonder if the warmth of his grin was because he now had Jill all to himself in the club. The pair of them now able to resume their earlier flirting with me safely out of the picture and otherwise occupied. 
 
    Amber snuggled up next to me on the backseat, her soft fingers turning my face towards her so our lips could once again touch, our mouths exchanging breaths before our aggressive and hungry tongues resumed their earlier battle. As our heat and passion built up and up, I was slightly taken off guard as Amber’s lips left mine and she whispered in my ear. “I want you so bad, Dave. I want to feel you deep inside me. I want you to fuck me slow, then fast, before I fuck you right back and you cum deep inside me.” 
 
    Her message delivered, her wet tongue ran around the rim of my ear before she kissed my ear lobe and then looked deep into my eyes. That look hammering home her recent words but also telling me all about her lust mixed with a deep need for love and companionship. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Back at Amber’s simple one-story house, however horny she was, her first act was to have a quick look into her young daughter’s bedroom to check all was okay and deliver a maternal goodnight kiss. Then turning to me with a most non-parental smile, she again pulled me by the hand along the short corridor to her bedroom. 
 
    With the door safely locked behind her, Amber gently pushed me to sit on her bed and gave me a small demonstration of her professional skills. A small bedside CD radio providing the rhythm as Amber seductively shed her skirt and blouse, before tormenting me with kisses as she sat on my lap and wriggled around to get me harder still. Only when she knew I was sufficiently worked up did she reach behind her back to unclip her bra and let her beautiful full breasts fall free to take their natural place and shape. 
 
    Her proud smile telling me she knew just how much I wanted to touch and play with them, her twin orbs feeling so good as I held and played with them. Loving their weight and the way she moaned and her nipples hardened and became bigger as I played with them. 
 
    I don’t know why, but it felt somehow different as she helped me strip off my own clothes and we were finally joined together. My cock deep inside her as her legs locked around me and we were a couple just happy to enjoy the moment. Soft kisses alternating with deep looks passing between us as I just pushed as deep as I could and held still. Loving every single sensation and emotion coursing through my heart and brain. Loving the way Amber was looking at me. 
 
    For twenty-plus years I’d been faithful to Jill, the two of us only knowing each other's bodies. And then these last few months there had been Gemma and then Dee, but this felt different, more than just the sex there had been with the other two. At the time I didn’t overthink it, forcing the thought to the back of my head, but even that first time I knew there was a deeper and more emotional connection with Amber. 
 
    With the smallest twitch of her hips, Amber signaled that she wanted me to start, and as I started to slowly move in and out I felt her body start to respond. I felt her hips roll and push in response to my slow and deeply felt strokes. I slowly made love to her, soft moans my reward as she held my head between her hands and kissed me. Alternating soft and short kisses with deeper or firmer kisses depending on her feelings. 
 
    I was so excited I knew I wouldn’t last long, but Amber seemed to read my mind. “It’s okay, Dave, honey. Just do it, cum in me. There’ll be plenty of time to get me off later… before I’m done with you,” she teased. 
 
    Hearing her unselfish words made me feel good, her smile telling me she meant every word. Giving me license to speed up and push deeper and harder with each thrust, knowing I was only seconds away. As I gave up any semblance of control or trying to postpone myself, I felt Amber’s legs tighten around my midriff and back, heard her moans and sighs just a little louder and breathy. 
 
    “Give it to me… shoot it, honey… I want you, I want all of you, Dave,” she whispered to me, a faraway and loving look in her eyes. It felt so wonderful as I accepted her precious gift and gave myself to the moment, one final push and a loud and bellowing cry of triumph. 
 
    “Aaahhh,” I bellowed, not caring about the sleeping child down the corridor, instead intent only on inseminating her sexy and beautiful mother, our mouths locked together in that magical moment of union. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    I really struggle to do justice to describe the next couple of hours. When I’d shot my load deep into Amber’s receptive and welcoming body, we were happy to just lay next to each other, my chest rising and falling more than Amber’s – not surprising as I’d been the one doing all the work and bellowing out as I finally came. 
 
    We were soon talking, exchanging life and family details, immediately feeling at ease with Amber as she told me about how she’d ended up married to her no-good ex-con husband. That her daughter Haley was the only good thing that had come from that part of her life. As we carried on talking she asked me to use her real name, Veronica, and I made a silly little speech about being 'pleased to meet you Veronica’ and we both laughed before she carried on asking me all about me and Jill and our kids. 
 
    After a while, Veronica’s hand started playfully stroking and toying with my cock, and when she sensed some proof of life there she smiled at me. She stopped asking about Jill and the kids and kissed her way down from my lips until her lips were nestling in my groin. Gently kissing me before enveloping my slimy and sticky cock in her warm mouth. 
 
    I felt real feeling and emotion as she tenderly sucked and kissed until I was finally back nearly as hard and erect as before. I tasted myself as Veronica kissed me twice, before without a further word just placing herself above me and slowly sinking down until she was atop me. My cock reaching as far into her body as I could, loving the happy and contented look on her face as she squeezed with her pussy muscles to send me a clear message. 
 
    I knew I was with a woman who knew what she wanted as she took control of the next part of our time together. Lowering her top half and face next to me so we could kiss, before giving me a cheeky and confident smile as she pushed herself upright and started using me like a human sex toy as she rode me. Able to get just the right position, placement and pace to enjoy two small and satisfying climaxes. Reaching down to pull my hands up and onto her breasts, smiling as she saw the happy way I stroked and played with her hanging fruits. 
 
    Having cum once already I was able to last a long time and I even worried that I might not be able to cum again. Again, there seemed to be some kind of telepathic connection between us as Veronica must have seen something in my face, smiling down at me. “If you think it would help if you fuck me…” her soft voice sharing, squealing happily as I pulled her down and spun us both around so I was now the boss. 
 
    Happy to take my masculine position between her thighs, gazing into her dark brown eyes as we kissed and I made the first thrust before just resting and loving the moment. Deep inside and just content for the moment to look down at the woman beneath me. Her long brown hair framing her pretty features. Those big, full breasts lying flat but still large on her chest, topped perfectly by her large and swollen nipples. The sparkle in her eyes and the warmth of her smile telling me how much she was loving this special time between us. 
 
    This time there was no little shimmy or movement from her. No little ‘come-on’ to kickstart me to make love to her. This time she was almost perfectly motionless beneath me until the moment was right for me to start to move in and out. And like some old but magnificent (at least in my own mind!) machine, I slowly kicked into gear and started slowly moving in and out. Like one of those old steam-powered piston engines, my well-oiled piston sliding smoothly in and out of the velvet glove that was Veronica’s pussy. Nature at it’s most complete in my imaginative little brain, a man taking a woman and a woman all too happy to be taken, to give her body to me. 
 
    We had all night, so I settled in at a steady pace, loving the snug feel of Veronica’s glove tight and warm around my cock. Thrilling at the feelings sent back by a thousand different nerve endings in my cock. My heart was warm and full at the way Veronica was looking at me. Happy at the perfect mix of emotion and physical pleasures we’d created together. 
 
    I enjoyed this long, slow luxuriating way of making love for maybe five or ten or fifteen minutes, Veronica’s soft moans telling me she was just as happy as me. But then the greedy, impatient side of my nature took over and this particular little devil wanted nothing more than to look into Veronica’s eyes as she once again took my seed. To hear her moan and sob as I once again owned her body and soul. 
 
    Urged on by these thoughts, I pulled her close and started going as deep and fast as I could manage. Both disappointed but strangely excited by the thought that I wasn’t as thick or as long as some of the guys who’d entered Jill’s life recently. Having to work all the harder to get anything like a similar effect from Veronica. 
 
    I may not have been super-cocked like Luther or Chris or Daryl, but Veronica seemed happy enough as she clung to me, encouraging me and calling out my name. Her moans and sobs in synch with my own, telling me she was loving this as much as I was. Until finally I looked deep into her eyes, kissed her as hard as I could and gave the death push. 
 
    Pushing with every sinew in my body as my cock flexed, expanded and contracted and shot my seed as deep into this beautiful woman’s body as I could achieve. Millions of little fellows busy searching out an egg to say hi to. Or at least that’s what my mind told me, temporarily rubbing out the little detail of a vasectomy operation way back when. 
 
    My Darwinian job done, I allowed myself to collapse down and half-crush Veronica. Enjoying how close our bodies were, the feeling of her nipples and breasts now crushed hard into my chest. Happy to see her smile telling me she was enjoying this new closeness as much as me before finally a gentle hand on my chest signaled she had a selfish need to breathe! 
 
    I lifted myself up and off, but after our second round together and all the things we’d talked about, now felt confident enough to pull Veronica to lie right next to me with her head resting on my chest. The two of us happy to just lie there silent. Enjoying the fourth act of our love-making. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    We talked some more, managed one more bout of love-making (although I wasn’t able to cum again) before Veronica mentioned someone and something I’d totally forgotten. Jill and the club. 
 
    She had a slightly nervous and shy look on her face as she raised the subject. “Before she gave me the evening off to be with you, Dee told me to ask you if you’d like to watch a little more of Jill at the club.” 
 
    The question came at me like a bolt from the blue. Ever since this intoxicating woman had headed into my little viewing chamber with her glass of bourbon, sexy uniform and alluring smile, I’d pretty much forgotten all about Jill. I wondered if this was what it was like for Jill when she was with Luther or one of the other guys. 
 
    I had to refocus my brain to answer Veronica’s question. Before the last couple of hours between Veronica and me, it would have been an easy question to answer. But as excited as I always was to watch Jill, a big part of me didn’t want this to intrude on what Veronica and I had shared and were enjoying between just the two of us. 
 
    There was just the slightest of smiles on Veronica’s face as she waited for my response – as if she knew what I was thinking. As if she knew and was taking it as a compliment and some type of small victory for her. However much she’d described Jill as a friend and someone who’d been so nice to her, competitive in just the smallest way with her boss and friend. 
 
    My silence stretched out as I tried to work out what I really did want to do. Veronica, emboldened and happy at her little victory, finally being the one to nudge me to a decision. “Dave, I don’t mind. Really, it’s fine. Maybe we can watch a bit, while you get your breath back, and then I’ll have you all to myself again later,” she grinned. 
 
    Decision made, I kissed her softly and before I knew what had happened the single press of a bedside TV remote had brought to life the large TV that sat at the end of the bed. Probably more used to displaying Dora the Explorer or other kids shows than the type of pictures I was now bracing myself to see. 
 
    Actually, the fifty-five-inch picture that greeted us was a lot more staid and moderate than I’d expected. The picture showed some kind of backroom at the club with four people sat as two couples in two adjacent large armchairs. Dee was sat in one, sat on the lap of the man she’d described as her erstwhile fuckbuddy – Luther. And just next to her in the other armchair, my wife Jill was sat, sitting on the lap of Malcolm, the club’s head of security. 
 
    “So how did you find it? Your first night as the manager of ‘The Pink Cabaret?'” Luther playfully asked with a big, shit-eating grin on his face. 
 
    “I enjoyed it. It was fun. Plenty to keep me busy. A really nice buzz in the place. Really alive with a great feeling. And I couldn’t speak more highly of the team,” she laughed, looking over at Dee whilst her hand stroked the back of Malcolm’s neck. 
 
    “Glad to hear it,” Luther smirked. “So does that mean I’ve got me a new hire then?” he added. 
 
    “Hang on a minute, not so fast. I’ll need to talk things through with Dave first before we come to any hard and fast decisions.” 
 
    “Okay,” Luther conceded, hands held up as he backed off a little. “But I’m sure hubby won’t mind. After all, if it means he gets to spend a little more time with Amber when you’re working, from the look on their faces as they left, I think that will make for two very happy extra people.” 
 
    Jill chuckled. “She seems really nice. And it was kinda sweet, when she came up to me, looking all bashful and guilty and confessed how bad she felt about having a crush on Dave.” 
 
    “She’s a good kid,” Luther replied, looking almost wistful and paternalistic, Veronica squeezing my hand and blushing a little as she heard her boss and my wife talking about her. “She’s had it kinda rough, what with that shit bag of an ex-husband of hers that I had to sort out. Honestly, if it hadn’t been for her how much she loves that little girl of hers, sometimes I swear she’d have given up and done something stupid.” 
 
    All of them went quiet for the moment at the thought of what Luther was describing before he lightened the mood. “But she’s in a good place now, a whole lot better. And maybe a night of fun with your hubby is just what the doctor ordered for her.” 
 
    Jill let out a deep smile, wrapping her arm just a little tighter around the thick black neck of the guy she was sitting on. “You know, when she told me about her crush, I was honestly happy to share. Dave deserves a little fun. I love him to bits, and he’s been so great through everything. Even when things have been bad, he’s been great. He’s allowed me to have my fun.” 
 
    One hand stroking Dee’s hair, Luther chuckled. “You’re being too generous, Jill honey, only telling half the story. After all, Dave loves this whole game almost as much as you do.” 
 
    Dee grinned and chipped in. “Almost as much, but no-one could quite enjoy it as much as my new BFF Jill. Quite the size queen. Quite the little married white slut for BBC these days. However much Dave loves it, he’s always going to be bested by my cock-hungry friend Jill.” 
 
    All four of them burst out laughing – Jill included, and just for a moment I didn’t know what I should think or feel. Once again I was on the outside looking in, listening as they all joked about what a slut my wife of twenty years had become. How she had a rampant love of big black cocks, a love only slightly smaller than my love of watching, which all four of them had also laughed at. 
 
    Should I feel worried? Should I feel embarrassed or humiliated? Or should I just own it for the truth it was, however hard it might be to admit this? In that moment I was confused, feeling a real mixture of all of these feelings – embarrassment, honesty, humiliation and excitement. Only the squeeze of Veronica’s hand in mine and her soft, understanding smile making me feel a little less lonely and isolated. 
 
    She snuggled a little tighter, nuzzling her head into my chest as we both continued to watch the foursome at the club, Luther again being the one to move the conversation along. “I’m really happy that Dave’s ok for you to explore. Many husbands wouldn’t be, they’d be incredibly insecure. Up for a bit of fun, but then bringing the shutters down hard and fast the moment the little woman shows a spark of independence or might want something they’re not on board with.” 
 
    “That’s not Dave,” Jill added in a quiet and thoughtful voice. “You know, I was the one having second thoughts. I was trying to get my head around it this week and make us have a really good look at who we are and what we’ve become. And you know, I wouldn’t say that Dave has absolutely no doubts or second thoughts. But between the two of us, he was the one who felt more confident and assured. He was the one who helped me to see that there’s really no going back from here. He helped me believe that even if we have ups and downs and bumps on the road, we love each other enough to get through any problems.” 
 
    “Oh, so me and Malcolm here are ‘bumps in the road’ are we?” Luther joked as everyone chuckled. 
 
    “That’s not very nice, is it?” he continued. “What do you think, Malcolm. Do you think we need to teach this little married white woman a bit of respect for the black brotherhood?” 
 
    “I think you’re spot on, boss,” Malcolm piped up, for the first time the man-mountain sat with Jill adding to the conversation. As he spoke, it finally came to me, who he reminded me of. He looked just like the big black guy in the movie ‘The Green Mile’. The same ridiculous height, intimidating bulk, and bald black head. Jill had always loved that movie, and now I was wondering if she’d had the same thought as me and that this was one reason she’d been so flirty with Malcolm earlier that evening. 
 
    Luther grinned back at his head of security, a slight nod of the head eliciting a matching nod back from Malcolm. I don’t think Jill spotted the exchange, but she spotted what came next as Malcolm’s hands moved from being wrapped around her waist to a place underneath her low-cut sheer white blouse, instantly cupping Jill’s 34C’s and rubbing at her nipples. 
 
    “Mmmm,” came Jill’s instant response, encouraging Malcolm to turn her head towards him so that they could lock their mouths together in a deep and passionate kiss. 
 
    After what seemed forever, they finally broke their kiss and Malcolm’s hands had now brought Jill’s nipples to full hardness. Pulling Jill’s blouse over her head, he kissed her again and told her, “You know that when you’re working here, I’m going to fuck you every night, don’t you?” 
 
    Jill just giggled, turning to look across to Luther. “Well, boss, is that right? Is that one of the perks of the job? Medical, dental and a big black cock whenever I want it?” 
 
    Luther didn’t answer, he just gently lifted Dee up off his lap as if she weighed nothing and got up out of his chair. “Absolutely, and it’s a two-way street. As the club manager and Malcolm’s immediate superior here, you get to have my head of security’s big black cock whenever the desire takes you. And as your immediate boss, I get to have your sweet white ass anytime the desire takes me. Just like right now, when I intend to share you with Malcolm and send you home to your little white hubby when you’ve got a pussy full of black cum and legs that will hardly carry you.” 
 
    Just for a moment, I noticed a look of nerves on Jill’s face, and from what he said next Malcolm must have seen the same thing. “What, getting a bit nervous now, honey? I warned you that I planned to expand your sexual horizons. And from what I know, you’re not exactly a stranger to being with two guys at once. Chris and Rocco. Josh and Freddy. You’re hardly some shy, virginal novice at this game.” 
 
    Jill blushed at Luther’s crude but honest summary of how her sexual experiences and boundaries had already changed over these last few months. 
 
    “Now, be a good girl, take your panties off and put your ass nice and ready on top off that bench over there for whichever of me or Malcolm wins the coin toss and gets to fuck you first,” Malcolm added, not backing down one bit from his early firm tone of voice. 
 
    Jill looked at him as if she wasn’t sure if he was joking or not, which just made Luther laugh, his expression and words making it clearer still to Jill. With a gesture towards the padded leather bench, he added, “Go on, before we lose our patience and find some other hungry white slut to fuck. Take your panties off and lay face down on the top part of the bench.” 
 
    Jill was now blushing a deep red, but as Malcolm lifted her to her feet she began to know that both Luther and Malcolm were deadly serious. But still, she stood frozen like a deer in the headlights, and it took Dee to come over to Jill and lead her gently over to the bench. Slipping her panties down her legs before she helped her into position. Her torso lying flat and face down on the black leather padded bench, while the front of her legs rested on two padded leg supports which ran parallel to the ground and about two feet up. 
 
    With Jill visibly shaking but going along with whatever Luther commanded, Dee whispered something into my wife’s ear before she started fastening the two straps that held each leg in place on the padded supports, before moving to affix two similar but thicker straps that now held Jill’s torso in place. Happy with her work, Dee again whispered something else before removing Jill’s miniskirt and then finally pushing her head down into a circular padded leather shape that reminded me of the hole you find on massage tables. 
 
    With my shaking wife now restrained and helpless, Malcolm and Luther both began stripping out of their clothes. Their cocks both already very hard and intimidating in their size. I have to admit to feeling actually a little disappointed as Malcolm revealed his cock and I saw that despite being taller and heavier than Luther, his cock was a little shorter than his boss’s cock, albeit it was just as insanely thick, with a girth that would have given a household aerosol a good run for its money. 
 
    If his cock was marginally less big than Luther’s his body was something to behold. From the first time, I’d met him, the expression ‘man-mountain’ always came to mind when I thought of his appearance. He must have been a tiny bit taller than our next-door neighbor Byron’s six-six, but his huge frame, arms and chest must have meant he must have been near to three-hundred pounds. Strapped on the bench face down as she was, Jill couldn’t see the gleaming muscles on his giant body, but I had no doubt that when she finally saw him she’d love his huge and masculine body. 
 
    As Luther neatly folded his pants on the chair, Luther took a coin from his pocket and then suddenly looked directly into the camera. “Hey, hubby. Hope you and Amber had fun. She’s a great girl, you’ve got yourself a real keeper there. Anyway, less about you and Veronica. I know how you and your kinky little wife love to play games, so me and Malcolm thought we’d arrange this little ‘welcome to the club’ party for your sweet little wife. After all, it’s Friday night and neither of you has to go to the office tomorrow. So me and Malcolm thought we’d see how much big black cock your sexy wife can take before she begs for mercy.” 
 
    He winked at me before delivering the final hammer blow. “And as I’m such a nice guy, and I promised to help Jill explore and we both know she’s kind of a bit bored with only two guys at the same time, I thought it might be fun to invite Josh and Freddy as well. After all, ever since I came on the scene, she’s kinda cut them off, and that’s just plain not fair. So I’ve invited them along for a little reminder of how sweet your little wife’s pussy is, and so we can see how well the beautiful mother of your children can cope with four big black cocks for a whole night.” 
 
    A second, final wink and Luther threw a last barb at me. “After all, I know next weekend Jill’s got to be on best behavior at your son’s wedding. And so it seems only fair that as she’s going to be starved of proper cocks next weekend, that we give her a double ration now to keep her going. And who knows? Maybe we’ll even send along a little video so that the in-laws and all the family can see just what a little slut the beautiful Mrs. Foster really is.” 
 
    And with that Luther made good on his earlier comment and flipped the coin in his hand, briefly looking at Malcolm before looking back at the camera. “Well, looks like Jill’s about to get her first taste of Malcolm’s big cock. First taste, but I’m sure it won’t be the last.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    And with that, a veritable fuckfest started up as Luther took the next step on his promised path of helping Jill to explore new parts of her sexuality. My beautiful wife moaning with satisfaction as Malcolm sank all nine inches of his thick cock slow and deep into Jill’s body. If Luther had been intent on paying attention to me through the camera, Malcolm didn’t seem to care about me at all. He seemed totally focused on finally enjoying Jill’s body, telling her as he slowly drilled in and out how he’d ached for her since the first night he’d seen her when we’d done the tour of Luther’s clubs. 
 
    Not to be outdone, although she was strapped down and so couldn’t even turn to face him, between her sobs and moans of pleasure, Jill managed to let Malcolm know that the feeling was mutual, that she’d fancied him since that same first evening. This seemed to please Malcolm, who reached under the bench to stroke at Jill’s boobs and nipples which were available to him through two purpose-built cut-outs. 
 
    This extra stimulation, combined with the faster pumping of Malcolm’s hips driving his thick cock deeper and deeper only heightened Jill’s pleasure, making her moans louder and more impassioned. “Yes, yes. Oh, baby… So good… So good… That’s it, that’s it.” 
 
    As the lovers got higher and higher, Luther just grinned and gave me a running commentary. “Don’t they look great together, Dave? And to think, Jill will be getting that big black cock of Malcolm’s every day. Just like she used to get Chris’s big cock every day. Do you think you can handle that, Dave? Do you think your marriage can handle it? Does it make you break out in a cold sweat, just thinking about it? Or does it make your cock even harder? Diamond hard, at the thought of the risk, at the thought of how things might develop?” 
 
    He let his words sink in. Somehow having known just what to say. Just which buttons to press, to take me to the highest planes of fear and excitement. Silent, he just looked directly at the camera for ages, letting me take in the sights and sounds of the passion building higher and higher between Jill and her newest sexual partner and lover. Only speaking again when it was clear to all of us the lovers were approaching a shared climax. 
 
    “Don’t they look good together, Dave? When I’m not fucking Jill, Malcolm will be the one making her cry out with pleasure. Filling all of those little breaks in the day. Giving her a quickie with his big cock when they can sneak away for a quick one. Maybe getting her to ring you and tell you she’s got to work late when they need longer together. Oh, Dave, it’s gonna be so hot for you. Hot but hard and painful. Not quite knowing where Jill is and who she’s with. Your gonna love it, man. Love it almost as much as you hate it,” he chortled. “Anyway, why don’t I just shut up and let you enjoy watching them cum together for the first of what I’m sure will be many times.” 
 
    And with that he did finally stop needling me, no doubt calculating that it was even harder and more exciting for me to watch the final spasms of their love-making as Malcolm held Jill as much as the straps would allow and gave one final hard and deep thrust as he roared like a bull and shot his seed deep into Jill’s strapped-down body. 
 
    Malcolm’s cum was so intense that he almost seemed to collapse down onto Jill, and I was worried that given his size he might actually crush or suffocate Jill’s normal-sized body, but she didn’t seem to care, screaming and shrieking through her own orgasm. As intense and nerve-jarring as Malcolm’s climax had been, the two of them were well-matched in how strongly they’d both cum. 
 
    When he’d finally recovered, Malcolm slowly walked around to the top of the bench where Jill’s head was pushed down hard against the padded leather of the circle with the hole cut out. This device had muffled some of Jill’s cries of ecstasy, and I hate to think how loud they’d have been without it. As he reached the top Malcolm gently pulled Jill’s body up so that her face was now visible to him. Without any prompting, Jill turned to the left where he stood and their lips were instantly locked in a hungry and passionate kiss. A kiss that seemed to go on and on, alternating between soft and tender and hard and needy. 
 
    Finally, Malcolm broke the kiss, smiling at my wife. “Are you okay with all of this?” 
 
    “Yes,” came my wife’s almost whispered answer. “I told Luther I wanted to experiment and explore.” 
 
    “Okay,” this seemingly now gentle giant replied, “But just to check, you do know we’re going to fuck you and fuck you, and then fuck you some more. That is what you want, right?” 
 
    Jill giggled, the slightest of blushes returning to her cheeks. “I hope you’re not shocked. But, yes. That is what I want. My husband loves watching me like this. And I’ve never been with four guys before, and I’m looking forward to being the only girl at the heart of all of that testosterone and all those cocks.” 
 
    Malcolm finally seemed reassured, stroked away a stray hair from Jill’s brow and gave her a final tender kiss before looking back at his boss and giving a small nod of the head to signal that Luther should push his waiting cock into Jill’s pussy. 
 
    Even as he was pushing his fat ten inches deep into Jill, he looked across at the camera. “Josh and Freddy will be here in a minute, then we’ll really give your sweet wife a party she’ll never forget. And then, as a thank you for all his years of loyal service, I’ve told Malcolm that he can take Jill home to his place for the next couple of days. Of course, she’ll be free to leave at any time, but who are we kidding. I’m sure there’s little chance of that. Knowing your sweet Jill, the next time you’ll be seeing her will be Sunday night when she finally has to come home for a rest and for a change of clothes for Monday.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Luther was done with his taunting as he turned away from the camera and concentrated his efforts on enjoying Jill’s tight pussy as he started a slow and steady fucking of my prone and strapped down wife. Sometimes reaching forward to fondle Jill’s hanging breasts or to tweak or squeeze her sensitive and very erect nipples. Sometimes leaning even further forward to pull her hair or pull her head backwards so that he could kiss her. 
 
    Jill was loving every minute of it, her lover Malcolm seemingly now forgotten as a new male gave her what she needed. Enjoying three earth-shattering orgasms before a more restrained Luther gave one final push and emptied himself inside Jill. His seed now joining Malcolm’s as my wife’s pussy and uterus was now awash with the seed of two different black males. 
 
    As if with perfect timing, the door to the room opened just seconds after Luther had pumped his load into Jill, and Freddy and Josh were soon stripping themselves to join the action. Their arrival marking the next phase of Luther’s plan for Jill’s evening. A coin was again tossed, with Josh winning and allowed to be the next one to go balls deep into my wife’s body. His friend Freddy deciding to offer his cock to Jill’s mouth while he waited for his turn at the other end. Of course, once Josh was done, Freddy became the fourth man that night to dump his load into Jill’s now sodden and very loose and wet pussy. 
 
    They allowed Jill a short break, unstrapping her so she could stretch a little and get her circulation going again, and after Dee had strapped her back down, she inserted a long, thin anal dildo into Jill’s back passage. Smiling at Jill before giving a not too cryptic message to her friend. “Not tonight, honey. But before too long, right. After all, you’ve got such a nice ass, and you know how black guys love a shapely booty.” 
 
    Without anyone talking, there seemed a natural order as Malcolm again took his place between Jill’s splayed and strapped down legs. Kissing her soft lips as he slid his big cock back into Jill’s body for only the second time. Their kissing only finally stopping when Luther moved to the other end of the bench and pulled Jill’s head away so that she could put her lips around his big cock. 
 
    Luther’s enjoyment of Jill’s mouth set the pattern for the next round of ‘let’s fuck Jill’, as whichever of the four guys was fucking Jill, at least one of the other guys normally had his cock being sucked or worshipped by my wife. I wondered if Jill might find this too tiring, but she seemed happy to oblige, only taking the cocks from her mouth whenever she orgasmed. 
 
    It had been about two-thirty in the morning when this sordid game of tag had started, and it was a little after seven in the morning when Luther finally called time. Each of the guys having come around four or more times in my wife’s body. Jill had seemingly enjoyed every minute, although as the time went on it was clear that she was getting tired and was, bit by bit, less responsive. Cumming less often, but still happy to let the guys have her body and to encourage them and kiss them when they wanted. 
 
    A couple of times, Luther had called a break when he sensed Jill needed a rest and some TLC to re-invigorate her. On both these occasions, it was Malcolm who led her to a small shower room towards the back where he lovingly and gently washed her and allowed the steaming hot water jets to play over her and bring her back to life a little. When he’d toweled Jill down, they’d snuggled up together in one of the big armchairs while the five of them talked awhile before Luther got things rolling again. 
 
    Both if the breaks followed this pattern, and it was notable how immediately after each break Jill was much more engaged and responsive than she’d been before the break. More noisy, responding eagerly and clinging to whichever guy it was who was fucking her at the time. The break having replenished her energy levels that she was physically able to respond to the constant stimulation her pussy was getting from those four big cocks and cum as nature had always intended. 
 
    I think it was during their third round on Jill, after the first time Malcolm showered her, that the trash-talking was at its peak. Inevitably it was Luther, clearly the big boss and Alpha in the group, who started it all off. Malcolm had just finished making love to Jill while Freddy had positioned her head so he could fuck Jill’s mouth. 
 
    The guys took her in a variety of positions, sometimes using the bench and the straps. Sometimes using the armchairs or a table in the corner of the room. I lost track of how many times Jill had cum by the time things ended. Most of the time the guys just concentrated on their pleasure, but at other times they’d trash-talk. Sometimes to each other, sometimes to me through the camera. Telling how Jill was now a confirmed black cock slut, how white guys wouldn’t do it for her anymore and that tonight was a watershed moment in her life. Her first proper ‘blacking’. 
 
    All of these sights, sounds and verbal onslaughts drove me into a crazy mix of highs and lows. Part of me was disgusted at just how debauched and depraved the gangbang of Jill I was watching was. Part of me was excited and aroused, knowing this was all just a big game. A game Jill evidently wanted to play, and a game that didn’t in any way change the real person I was married to or our real lives that would resume after tonight. 
 
    But however much I comforted myself with these thoughts and feelings, I was still glad that I had Veronica snuggled next to me. Especially when the night finally reached its endpoint and my newly clothed and very shaky-legged wife was helped through the door by Malcolm, with Luther the last one to leave the room as he looked straight at the camera and winked. 
 
    “Have a great weekend, Dave. After all, I know Jill will! Enjoy Veronica, okay. Jill will be home with you Sunday. Maybe?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 20 
 
    Saturday 16th June 2018 
 
    Malcolm led my tired-looking wife out of the door from the little room where he and the other three black guys had fucked Jill for four and a half hours, and then the screen went blank. With the screen now blank, suddenly the bedroom where Veronica and I were lying seemed a very quiet and empty place. After all the highs and lows and moans and grunts we’d been watching and listening to all night. 
 
    Feeling physically and emotionally drained, although it was now light outside and seven in the morning, I hoped to finally get some rest. But an insistent turning of the locked door handle about thirty minutes later put pay to that. Both of us rushing to make ourselves decent before finally letting Haley in. 
 
    Haley gave her mum a big hug and only then turned to look warily at the strange man sitting on the bed next to her mother. Slowly through the normal morning routine of breakfast, chatting and planning Veronica’s daughter slowly warmed to me and accepted me. By late morning she’d come as far as telling me about a movie she’d watched the previous evening and asking me whether I had children and then happily quizzing me all about them. 
 
    As we ate an early lunch, mother and daughter were chatting away and I found it quite nostalgic and emotional as it took me right back to when our children were that age. This made me suddenly think of Jill, my stomach immediately twisting and turning in knots at the thought of what she and Malcolm might be doing at that very moment. I was desperately torn – loving this time with Veronica but also filled with a burning need to know what Jill was doing with the new man that Luther had inserted into our lives. Thinking back to his bragging words from last night about how Malcolm would fuck Jill every day as they’d be working so closely together. And how he’d become the new, black version of Chris. The cuckoo in our marital nest that would cause the same or even bigger highs and lows as Chris had caused. 
 
    Just as I thought I was about to explode with all these thoughts of Jill and Malcolm together, seemingly out of nowhere Haley turned to me and asked if I’d take her and her mum to the park or the zoo. This brought an instant rebuke from her mother, who told the six-year-old that I had better things to do and that I had a family of my own. 
 
    Haley looked confused, picking up her phone and showing it to her mother as she spoke. “But Uncle Luther said that if I asked your new friend from work would take us all to the zoo. Mummy, did he mean Uncle Dave?” Veronica handed me the phone and sure enough, there was the text message from Luther saying virtually word-for-word what Haley had just repeated back. 
 
    Veronica looked at me with a questioning look. The type of look I’d seen from Jill over the years as we’d brought up our own kids – a look that said ‘honey, surely you’re not going to disappoint the kids.’ 
 
    Recognizing I had little choice, I smiled weakly at Veronica, deciding to make the best of it. However much I was burning up with a need to be back close to Jill and to know what was happening, there were far worse ways to spend the afternoon. So, like a beast of burden with a heavy loud, I settled to the task at hand and spent the afternoon playing the role of a surrogate Dad to Veronica’s sweet little daughter. 
 
    Occasionally panic, anxiety and lust broke at what Jill was doing broke through. But for the most part, it was a great afternoon. Haley was a sweet kid and watching her interaction with her mum brought a wonderful warm feeling to my chest. With our kids having grown and left, it was lovely to be back as part of a little family unit with an excited little girl so happy and excited at nearly everything she saw. 
 
    The zoo was followed by a burger meal and the latest cartoon movie – happily, one which was good enough to be enjoyable both for kids and grown-ups. By the end of the zoo, the meal and the movie I was little Haley’s new best friend. As we walked back to the car, she happily held our hands and skipped between me and her mother as she chattered away about her likes and not-likes from the movie. 
 
    When we got home her strict Latina mum had made her shower, brush teeth and change ready for bed. And then the nostalgia really went into overdrive as I was pressed into service to read a bedtime story – taking me right back nearly fifteen years to when our daughters Abigail and Sarah had been small enough to want bedtime stories. 
 
    With Haley finally settling down to sleep, after the obligatory goodnight kiss, I quietly closed the door as Veronica and I headed to the lounge. I’d been on best behavior all day, very aware of Haley’s presence and not wanting to do anything inappropriate. But with the little girl safely tucked up in bed, I gave in to temptation and a day’s worth of pent-up desire and pulled Veronica towards me as soon as we were in the lounge. Spinning her around to face me and kissing her with a hunger and need that even took me by surprise. 
 
    When we finally broke for air, Veronica left her arms possessively wrapped around my neck but pulled her head back and gave me a wonderfully warm and emotion-filled smile. She didn’t say anything, just smiled, and again without any thought process, I found myself pulling her by the hand back to the bedroom. 
 
    The door safely locked against interruption, I repeated the spin and kiss routine just as I’d done in the lounge moments earlier. But this time when we broke for air I found my fingers instantly moving to the front of Veronica’s blouse to unbutton it. She just had a playful smile on her lips, seemingly amused at my urgency and need to see her beautiful tits again and to enjoy her naked body. As I stripped first her blouse, then her bra, panties and skirt she didn’t help me but nor did she hinder me. She just stood stock still with that knowing and slightly smug little smile on her face. Enjoying the way the anticipation of enjoying her body again was giving her power and driving me crazy all at the same time. 
 
    When I’d stripped myself equally naked and jumped down onto the bed with her, suddenly Veronica’s attitude and demeanor changed. Rather than let me continue as the aggressor and sexual predator, she had me lie on my back as she straddled my body and held my arms high above my head. Her kisses started on my mouth, moved swiftly to the rest of my face and then slowly descended down the entire length of my body until her lips had kissed my thighs, my balls and were now working on the tingling bell end of my throbbing cock. 
 
    Veronica’s lips, tongue and warm wet mouth worked on me for several heavenly minutes before she kissed her way back up my body until her lips and tongue were doing amazing things first to the sensitive skin on my neck and then as they toyed with my ear. Veronica’s hot breath tickling my ear before she spoke. “My boss wants to play a little game. He says you can have me to midnight, but then if you want to stay after that, you have to agree to watch a little movie he’s going to send across to show you what your naughty wife’s been up to today.” 
 
    The way that Veronica was looking at me, I knew she was for real. She seemed to have feelings for me, but whatever these might be Luther was the man who put bread on the table and who’d fixed her problems with her ex-husband. The look in her eyes told me that however much she wanted me to stay the night, she’d not go against Luther. 
 
    Her face was nervous as she watched the pained look on my face as I tried to make up my mind. Luther’s game and rule had come out of nowhere, shattering the heavenly little world I’d enjoyed with Veronica. Forcing my pained mind back into the highs and lows of the new lifestyle Jill and I were living. A big part of me hated being manipulated like this, but just as much as I craved the healthy pleasures I was enjoying with Veronica I also craved my fix of watching Jill. Alongside the need to see and reconnect with her and know what was happening between her and Malcolm. 
 
    The dislike of being manipulated was finally outweighed by my own perverted needs and the look on Veronica’s face of how badly she wanted me to stay the night. My heart went out to her and I kissed her softly, a simple ‘okay’ telling her what she needed to know. The last little indignity being the way she reached for her phone to text her boss before our love-making could continue. 
 
    “Sorry,” this lovely young woman said, her face showing she meant it before she did her best to make me forget as she kissed me with a mix of soft tenderness and then increasing lust urgency. 
 
    Last night when we’d been together a couple of times it had struck me how much Veronica was on my wavelength, almost telepathically knowing what I needed or wanted. And tonight she seemed to carry on in the same way, gently moving beneath me and onto her back, making clear that she wanted me to take control – no doubt sensing my anger towards Luther that I needed to somehow exercise. 
 
    As I thrust hard and deep into Veronica she immediately wrapped her legs around me, enveloping me and giving me a clear signal that she was mine to do with as I wished. I started pounding her as fast and deep as I could, grunting and breathing heavily at the effort, but happy at the sighs and sobs coming from Veronica as she responded to my cock. I kept up this pounding for several minutes until I felt that familiar feeling in my cock and I pulled her to me as I kissed her hard. Veronica accepting my tongue and fighting back with her own, clinging on tighter to me with each extra thrust I gave her. Until I screamed out loud and gave that final push before shooting my scalding cum deep into her receptive body. Holding myself as deep as I could, freezing my position as I imagined my seed doing its job. Feeling so good to be as deep as I could get inside her tight and warm pussy. Only allowing my muscles to slightly soften after five or ten seconds as I rejoined the real world and smiled shyly at this wonderful woman who’s just taken my seed. Feeling warm and happy as I saw the contented and loving smile on her face. 
 
    As I slowly eased my weight off and lay next to her, Veronica snuggled up next to me. She hadn’t cum, but she didn’t seem to mind. For the moment she seemed contended to just snuggle up next to me, knowing she’d cum later. 
 
    We lay like that, silent and peaceful for some time before it was Veronica who eventually broke the silence. “Dave, honey. As much as I want to just think about you and me and this right now, I gotta ask you how you got into all of this. And although I’m the one benefitting from it, I gotta ask are you really okay with what Luther’s doing. How he’s setting Jill up with Malcolm and all the other shit?” 
 
    Veronica’s big brown eyes were looking directly at me as she finished her question. I grimaced and pulled a face. “Honey, forgive me. I really don’t want to get into all that right now. Maybe later. Can we just concentrate on this? On you and me? Please, do you mind?” 
 
    Veronica looked guilty, sensing she’d struck a raw nerve. “Of course,” and with that she just lay her head on my chest and we went back to just enjoying that special post-love-making tranquility and peace. 
 
    We lay like this for maybe fifteen or twenty minutes before a little beeping sound on Veronica’s phone alerted her to an incoming email. She looked at her phone, her face instantly showing a nervous reaction. She looked to be trying to decide what to do or say, before finally turning to me. 
 
    “I know it’s only nine, but Luther’s sent the film he mentioned. The one he wants you to watch.” Her choice of words deliberately avoiding the subject matter of the film. 
 
    The trouble was that Luther knew me all too well. Even though I’d not expected it for a few more hours, he knew that once it was there I’d be drawn to watching it like a moth to a lamp. Unable to fight my multi-layered needs. To enjoy my kinky wife-watching addiction. To soothe my deep need to see and link back with Jill in even the smallest and strangest of ways. 
 
    My voice shaky and dry from emotion and nerves I managed to just about tell Veronica that yes, I wanted to watch it now. She had a look almost of pity as she smiled back and started pressing various buttons on her phone and on the big TV. 
 
    As the picture burst into life my ears were hit by the sound of laughter. A little clock in the corner of the picture showed 4:23, so the movie had been shot around five hours ago. I immediately recognized the setting as the pool at Luther’s house, with the laughter coming from four people paired off and enjoying a leisurely afternoon in the pool. Both couples were standing neck-deep in the pool, with Luther’s arms wrapped around Dee’s body and Malcolm and my wife standing together in a similar position. Jill’s back pressed into the front of Malcolm’s body as she looked across at Dee and Luther as they all chatted and laughed. 
 
    I felt a twist in my gut as I realized they were talking about me, and I couldn’t help but wonder what had been said to cause the laughter. “I hope she doesn’t kill him, aside from work I don’t think Veronica’s had a boyfriend for quite some time. I hope she doesn’t break her new toy and that there’s still enough to send home to you later today.” 
 
    Again, a peel of laughter. “So that’s what my husband is, is he? He’s her boyfriend now, is he?” my smiling wife playfully quizzed Luther. 
 
    “Well that seems only fair, Jill baby. After all, he had Gemma before when Chris was your boyfriend. And now, if you and Malcolm are going to be seeing each other every day. Well, I mean, it stands to reason, doesn’t it,” a grinning Luther shot right back. 
 
    “Hey, who said I was going to work for you and see Malcolm every day? I told you Dave and I still need to talk about it,” she replied, her voice still playful and not angry. 
 
    “Oh, come on, get real, Jill. You and I both know you loved being the boss at the club the other night. And we also both know Dave loves playing this game. Hell, it was only a couple of weeks after the shit that went down with Chris that he virtually pushed you into the arms of Josh and Freddy, and they live right next door to you. Hell, if that’s not a textbook, twenty-four-carat case of a cuck who can’t help himself, then I don’t know what is. Hell, Jill, you said it yourself, however much you might sometimes hate it, there’s no going back for you and Dave. As the good book has it, you’ve tasted the forbidden fruit and now you can’t unlearn what you both know. That you love your husband but that you love big cocks almost as much or maybe even a bit more. And that your adoring hubby loves to indulge you and let you play. Even if that sometimes means flying a bit close to the sun and maybe getting a bit burned.” 
 
    When he’d finished, he raised a champagne flute from the side of the pool and toasted Jill. “Here’s to exploring. And here’s to the love of a good man who’s happy to let the wild child that’s been locked away in his beloved for twenty years come out to play and explore.” 
 
    Jill momentarily stopped smiling, instead looking thoughtful. Probably thinking through all the things Luther had said. Maybe like me marveling at how succinctly he’d summarized the current state of our marriage. 
 
    What came next stunned me. Exciting and upsetting me in equal measure. 
 
    Jill’s thoughtful look slowly turned back to a playful smile, and as she grasped her own champagne flute she toasted Luther right back, her voice quiet but steady as she spoke. “Okay, Mr. Boss Man. You have yourself a new hire. I’ll talk to Chris and see if I can start when I come back from the wedding next week.” 
 
    Luther positively beamed, re-toasting Jill a second time. “Welcome aboard, Mrs. Foster, Joint General Manager for Clubs. I’m sure Dee will be happy to show you the ropes – both physically and metaphorically.” 
 
    His glass back on the poolside flagstone, he playfully teased. “Don’t think me ungrateful, but what happened to ‘I’ll have to discuss it with Dave’?” 
 
    Sat in Veronica’s bed watching the video, I thought to myself ‘yes, that’s a very good question’ as I eagerly awaited Jill’s reply. 
 
    My beautiful wife, encouraged by me to be an adulteress and spread her wings these last few months, just smiled and gave Luther an enigmatic smile. “I hate to make you feel smug, but you were right. About pretty much everything you said. I’m sure Dave wants me to come and work with you. However, most parts of it will tear him up, he’ll be like a moth to a flame.” 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Sometimes we don’t like to admit painful truths, especially when they clash with the images of ourselves we’ve patiently built over many years, but both Luther and now Jill were right in what they’d said about me. Deep down I knew it was true, but sometimes it was still hard to look in the mirror and admit it. But the evidence was right there in front of me. I had a beautiful and sexy woman laying right there next to me in bed, and yet I’d opted to watch Luther’s video rather than make love to or spend time with the lovely Veronica. 
 
    And I carried on watching that video for the next couple of hours as the action soon moved from the poolside up to the bedroom. All the conversation about work and about me stopped as Luther’s huge head of security picked Jill up as if she weighed nothing and strode purposefully out of the pool. His huge and obscenely muscled three-hundred-pound frame glistened from the sheen of water on his dark skin, and he carried Jill like some African warrior taking his bride back to his cave, with Jill looking more than happy at what was happening. 
 
    They were soon inside the house and the film flicked to a different camera. I guess from his security system. The thirty-something man-mountain placed Jill on the bed with a surprising tenderness, reminding me of how he’d always been the one to look after Jill during the breaks during last night’s gangbang. 
 
    For quite some time they kissed, hands slowly exploring and playing with each other’s bodies, until Malcolm moved things on by reaching behind Jill’s back to unclip her bikini top and release her beautiful tits, nipples already very hard and swollen with anticipation. Malcolm’s mouth alternated between sucking and nibbling on Jill’s tits and kissing her welcoming lips. If that last time I’d seen them had been an impersonal and high-octane gangbang, this was very different. This was two lovers getting to know each other, the first act of a play that would act several hours through waves of physical pleasure and ecstasy and then would no doubt move on to intimate conversations as the two of them got to know each other better as people. 
 
    Malcolm stopped his kissing and sucking of Jill’s boobs as his head kissed lower and lower until his huge shiny head was nestled between Jill’s thighs, which looked tiny and fragile in comparison to the hulking size of Malcolm’s body. Again the man who looked so fierce and threatening surprised me as he tenderly and skillfully lapped away at my wife’s pussy, the darkness and size of his head and bulging neck looking almost surreal next to Jill’s pale skin. An effect made all the more stark by the moans and sighs coming from my wife’s screwed up face as her hands pushed Malcolm’s head closer and closer to her womanhood. Wanting the maximum possible connection between his lips and tongue and her most sensitive flesh. 
 
    Malcolm brought Jill to the edge of orgasm not once, not twice but three times before he pulled away and locked eyes with my bewildered and confused wife. Confused at why he’d three times denied her the blissful pleasure and release of a cum. Her look changing to a far happier and understanding one as Malcolm re-positioned his three-hundred-pound body above her and rubbed himself up and down Jill’s pussy lips. 
 
    With the head of his fat nine-inch cock safely lodged in the mouth of Jill’s pussy, he looked up and moved to share a deep kiss with Jill as his huge hips and tight buns pushed up and towards Jill, slowly driving all nine inches deep into my wife’s welcoming body. Even though their lips were locked together in a passionate and heartfelt kiss, I could hear Jill’s satisfied and happy sigh as the walls of her pussy were pushed wide apart and she received Malcolm’s huge cock deep into her body. 
 
    Not only could I hear her moans and sighs, but I could see the way her arms tightened around his neck and the way the muscles of Jill’s legs became tauter, all evidence of that most primal of female responses as they receive a large male member ready to pleasure them and then breed them. 
 
    Malcolm was happy to just support his immense weight and hold still, no doubt savoring the tightness of Jill’s pussy, stretched tight like an elastic band around his fat girth. Kissing Jill just as she kissed him back, her hips wiggling just a little as if this helped her enjoy the feeling of his manhood so deep in her body. 
 
    Seeing them joined like this, no need for movement, just happy to both savor the impact of Malcolm’s cock size I was suddenly struck by a wave of jealousy, mixed in with a strong sense of insecurity and inferiority. It was something I’d become numbed to feeling over the many months of our new lifestyle. So feeling it so strongly again hit me hard as it took me by surprise. It just felt so damned unfair, how some guys were so well blessed physically. Getting a leg up in the whole area of winning and satisfying a mate. Malcolm able to pleasure Jill and make her look so damned happy by the simple act of just being so deep inside Jill’s body and stretching her so thoroughly. 
 
    It was only the gentle squeeze of Veronica’s hand that brought me back, maybe caused by her seeing something in my face that she thought meant I needed reassurance and help. 
 
    With my eyes still glued to the screen as Malcolm pulled back and started his lover’s dance with my wife, the next twenty minutes were a weird mix of watching Jill give herself to a new man and answering a stream of questions from my inquisitive bedmate. 
 
    “Dave, why do you do it? Why do you let Jill sleep with other guys? Especially when you know she gets off more with them, and knowing this tears you up inside?” 
 
    Just for an instant I tore my eyes from the screen and looked at Veronica, her face a picture of genuine confusion and lack of understanding. I don’t know why, but seeing this look just made me feel for her more strongly. I kissed her softly and split my attention between the sex sounds and sights from the TV and trying to answer her. 
 
    “Honestly, I’m not sure I fully understand either,” I sighed. “Some of it I get. I mean, look at her. Jill’s always been and always will be a lot more attractive than me. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not beating upon myself, but I’ve got eyes and I’ve known from the first day we started dating that Jill’s a nine to my four or five.” 
 
    Veronica looked upset and started to say something, but I just held my hand up. “It’s okay, I’m okay with it, better to be honest rather than fool yourself. Anyway, I know Jill loves me and hopefully, I don’t sound arrogant when I say I know I’ve got plenty of other, compensating qualities other than the way I look.” 
 
    Veronica squeezed my hand again and I looked at her again as I continued. “And knowing all of this, I guess there’s some kind of weird logic. Like, if she’s a nine and I’m a four, and I’ll always be a four, why don’t I let her play with some other nines and tens as the best way of guaranteeing that I get to keep her in the long term. Kinda get someone else to give her what I can’t give her, be the missing piece in the jigsaw I’ll never be. That way she’s totally fulfilled and happy and always comes home to me at the end of the day.” 
 
    Even though I was looking at the TV screen, I sensed Veronica was thinking. A few seconds later she shot back. “I get that. But what if it goes further? What if Mr. Big Dick isn’t content to just be one part of your jigsaw, of your game? What if he wants the whole picture and what if Jill falls for him and wants more than just sex from him? Aren’t you running a huge risk, playing this game?” 
 
    The pictures from the TV screen made it difficult to concentrate on answering. I’d explained the easy bit to Veronica, the next bit was harder. But as I tried to find the right words I was more than a little distracted by the way Malcolm’s huge hips and ass were slamming in and out of Jill with a fearsome power and energy. Making Jill squeal like a wounded animal every time he slammed nine inches deep into the core of her womanhood. Her chest now splotchy and red from the way her body was reacting to the new man in her life. 
 
    Malcolm’s body was so huge that I could see little of Jill, she was so well covered by his glistening and muscular black body. ‘Covered’ – isn’t that the term they use for when a stallion breeds a mare. ‘The stallion covers the mare’ – an ironic thought that went through my head. All I could see of Jill were her two white legs locked around Malcolm’s powerful dark back, her arms similarly locked around his neck and the side of her face as the two of them seemed forever joined in a never-ending kiss. 
 
    But even if I could see little of my wife, the wounded animal sounds she continued to make told me just how thorough and pleasurable the fucking she was getting was. These sounds penetrating into my skull and ricocheting around like shrapnel, making me feel stressed and worried at the same time as they made my cock as hard as iron. 
 
    How the hell could I explain this to my confused bed partner, who rightly had pointed out the huge risk I was running, that Jill and one of her big-cocked lovers would fall for each other. With one eye on the screen and one eye trying to pay attention to Veronica, I did my best to answer her. “You’re right, I am running a huge risk. And maybe it would have been better if Jill and I had never started this game. We’ve even talked about it as a couple. At different times we’ve both wanted to stop. But I think we both now know there’s no going back. Now that Jill and mI have tasted the pleasures.” 
 
    I thought my answer might satisfy Veronica, but she was like a dog with a bone, still not wanting to let go. “But I don’t get how you can still be okay with it. After what happened with Chris. After it went from sex to the two of them being in love and him asking Jill to leave you. After all of that, how can you still be okay with this thing? How can you calmly lay here and give her to a guy like Malcolm? Knowing that Malcolm’s got a real crush on her and will be with her every day? Aren’t you terrified it will happen all over again? Only this time Jill might not have the strength or desire to come home?” 
 
    Hearing Veronica voice my deepest fear out loud suddenly made it seem ten thousand times worse. It was like hearing and seeing a monster that until now had only been some distant name spoken by grown-ups to frighten. But hearing Veronica say it out loud – what if Malcolm was about to become Chris mark two, only with a less happy ending – suddenly brought me up short and made me realize the full enormity of the risks we were again taking. Making me suddenly realize I’d just sleep-walked right back into the minefield that had so nearly claimed Jill and my twenty-year marriage. 
 
    This realization caused a sudden tightening in my chest, all of the pain and emotion of that terrible last weekend Jill spent with Chris coming flooding back to my mind. I was caught in a terrible pincer movement – the memories of Chris hitting me just as the scenes from the TV showed me that Jill and her new man were fast approaching a shared climax. Jill’s squeals and sobs having given way to the shallow panting that always signified she was about to cum. Her legs and arms now noticeably even tighter around the new man who she was spending the whole weekend with. 
 
    Although I’d have thought it not possible, Malcolm was now bouncing up and down on top of my wife with a power and energy that was even more than before. Obviously, his own orgasm was close, now making little grunting sounds each time he thrust deep into Jill. Her panting breaths and his little grunting sounds coordinated and in time, as if one single over the top sex soundtrack. Telling anyone who cared to watch of their closeness and intimacy, how well they worked together even on their first day together as lovers. 
 
    Their jointly made soundtrack and the urgency of their movements told me just how close they both were, and sure enough after just a few more seconds, my ears were assaulted by a loud shriek of ecstasy from Jill and a loud, bellowing roar of conquest and victory from Malcolm as he gave one final thrust and embedded himself as deeply as Jill’s much smaller body could take him. 
 
    There was a symbolic symmetry, as once again the lovers held still as unseen by me Malcolm’s huge cock must have been contracting and releasing, contracting and releasing as he pumped spurt after spurt of his no doubt virile seed deep into my wife’s sobbing and orgasming body. A fitting end to this beautiful mare being covered by the huge black stallion who she’d be working with every day now. 
 
    Veronica squeezed my hand and I felt her push her body a little closer to mine. “Wow, that was intense. They look so good together, don’t they? You’d think they’ve been lovers forever, the way they move together, the way their bodies seem so much in synch.” 
 
    There was a wide-eyed innocence in Veronica’s tone, and as I looked across at her part of me felt angry at her words. Part of me also confused as moments earlier she’d been the one seemingly trying to persuade me to put a stop to Malcolm and Jill. And here she was just minutes later almost in awe and telling me how good they looked together. 
 
    But looking at her caring and innocent face I couldn’t be angry at Veronica. And it pained me to say it, she was just being honest about what she’d seen. It was difficult for me to admit, but Jill and Malcolm did look good together. My wife’s pale feminine beauty perfectly complemented by Malcolm’s hulking dark masculinity and muscles. And they did move with a feeling and timing they had no right to enjoy after less than twenty-four hours together as lovers. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    The next couple of hours were spent like the junkie I’d become. Ignoring the prospect of making love to the beautiful young Latina woman by my side, instead, binge eating on the poison of watching both the lovemaking between Jill and Malcolm and the equally intoxicating recovery periods when the two of them talked as the lovers they now were Getting to know each other better as they talked and shared about a whole host of different things. 
 
    The lovers made love twice more, a mix of making love and fucking, depending on how the mood took them. Each time Malcolm skilled and dominant as he took Jill to the heights of pleasure as she experienced more climaxes than I could count. They enjoyed each other’s bodies in a myriad of different positions. Kissing and close in missionary, powerful and raw in doggy as Malcolm’s insane thrusts made Jill’s boobs swing and bounce with an intoxicating eroticism. Cowgirl as Jill did all the work, for once her body and face not covered by Malcolm so I could see just how much she was loving her time with him and the sex he was giving her. A couple of standing up fucks where Malcolm carried Jill around and bounced her up and down his huge cock as if she was a little rag doll that weighed nothing. Each time their lovemaking ending with a massive shared climax, their mouths always joined together in an intimate kiss, whatever position they were in at the time. 
 
    Watching the intense and energetic sex between them was a bittersweet pleasure – especially after Veronica had reminded me of the risk that I was watching the creation of a new monster. A black version of Chris who might well stress and pressure our marriage in ways even more troubling than Chris had done. I loved watching Jill getting such amazing pleasure from another man, especially such a virile and masculine big-dicked guy as Malcolm. But the only way I could cope with the other side of the coin was to almost continually push my fears and worries to the back of my head. 
 
    But if watching Jill and Malcolm’s lovemaking was bittersweet, watching and listening to their conversations and growing closeness in the times they weren’t having sex was even more intense. Maybe not with the same sexual highs, but with the gut-wrenching and chest clenching anxiety and tension that came from realizing how close to the edge of the cliff this new relationship might take us. 
 
    They talked and shared about all manner of things. At first, Malcolm seemed slow and reticent to open up about himself. Superficial flirting and then fucking was one level of intimacy, but I got the strong impression that Malcolm wasn’t a guy who easily let people inside the curtain. Maybe as befits a head of security and ex-Army Special Forces guy, at first he seemed guarded. Maybe life had taught him not to talk and share about himself and his feelings. More of a gruff man of action, than a man of words. A fighter not a poet or a lover. 
 
    But as he sensed Jill’s genuine interest in him, the barriers seemed to drop piece by piece. It was as if being so used to holding the world at arm’s length, he was relieved to finally have someone to share with. Someone who was interested not just in what he could do at work, but interested in Malcolm the person. 
 
    With her patient attention and soft, caring smile Jill slowly encouraged him to drop his barriers. Slowly learning about Malcolm’s life. About how he had a really tough upbringing from a drug-addled mother and an absentee father, running with the gangs in South L.A. How, after seeing his best friend gunned down in a gang drive-by shooting he’d joined up to escape this life. And how although he was sixteen years younger than Luther they had served together in the Special Forces. And that when Malcolm left the Army he’d taken Luther upon a longstanding offer to look him up as Luther was always looking for good people. 
 
    Having gotten the basics, Jill gently asked him about family, girlfriends and that kind of stuff – careful in case there was a painful trapdoor that might offend. A man more used to success than failure, Malcolm looked sheepish as he told Jill he’d been married in his twenties but that it hadn’t worked out, and that his ex-wife and eight-year-old daughter lived back in L.A. as his ex was a childhood sweetheart. 
 
    Seeing the sad look in Malcolm’s face as he talked about a lost wife and daughter, Jill instinctively leaned over to kiss him, stroking the side of his face as she gazed into his sad eyes. “That must be tough. You must miss them … miss her.” 
 
    Malcolm said nothing, just giving a soft and slightly embarrassed smile by way of thanks. 
 
    “What about now, anyone special? Maybe one of the girls from the club? Maybe someone else?” Jill asked in her softest voice. 
 
    Malcolm hesitated before answering, looking just the slightest bit embarrassed. “No, not really. Veronica and I dated for a bit, but it didn’t work out. She needed and deserved someone better than me, someone more stable. And then after that, just the occasional fuck buddy or two. Nothing heavy, just good wholesome sex between consenting adults when we need to get our rocks off.” 
 
    Even after all she’d been through and seen in our new life, there was enough of the conservative Jill left that Malcolm’s crude honesty made her blush and chuckle. 
 
    “Fuck buddies? Is that what this is? Is that we are?” she chuckled, her tone showing amusement, not anger. 
 
    Despite Jill’s amused smile, Malcolm looked nervous. 
 
    “No,” he exclaimed. “Not like that. You’re different. You’re special. Not like those other girls. I’ve thought that since the first night Luther and Dee brought you round the clubs. Not a fuck buddy … hopefully something better … something more special ….” 
 
    His voice trailed off, looking more nervous than when he’d started. The nervous look on his face now matched by that on Jill’s face, as she again touched his cheek. 
 
    “Malcolm, don’t get me wrong. I think you’re a really nice guy. And I’m happy that we’re friends and that we’re lovers. But Dave and I are just coming off a bad situation that nearly wrecked our marriage. Where we let things get too intense, too emotional …” 
 
    Jill was going to continue, but Malcolm stopped her, putting a large black finger to her lips. “I understand. I get it, Jill. Let’s just take one day at a time and see where it leads.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 21 
 
     Just after midnight, Saturday 16th June, early hours of Sunday morning 
 
    The video Luther had sent me, a potent mix of scenes showing Malcolm and Jill having earth-shattering sex followed by the sweet conversations of lovers had lasted several hours. And by the time the screen went black I was a nervous wreck. Not only had I seen the huge black man’s ability to pleasure Jill in ways I never could, I’d also seen the tenderness between them and Malcolm’s rather clumsy attempt to tell Jill he wanted to be much closer than just friends who fucked. I was relieved that Jill had gently warned him off. 
 
    But even allowing for this, just seeing the way they were together and the sexual and personal chemistry between the two of them had my chest tight with nerves and fear. Wondering what particular ski slope we’d just pushed off onto. And how steep and how fast events would be and whether we’d land on our feet or all mangled and messed up. 
 
    When the video did end Veronica looked at me and kissed me softly. “I hope you and Jill know what you’re doing.” 
 
    “Me too,” was all I could think to say, an answer so lame as to be inane bearing in mind what had happened with Chris and what I’d just witnessed. 
 
    Veronica sensed that more talking and thinking could wait for another time, and so instead she went for the opposite strategy. Her lips soon wrapped around my hard five-and-a-half-inch cock, her hands gently squeezing and teasing my balls as her tongue tickled the most sensitive parts of my cockhead. 
 
    “Oh, fuck … mmm, yeah,” I gasped, words soon ending as I started panting, wondering if I’d be able to last out or whether I’d shoot down Veronica’s throat before I had a chance to pleasure her. 
 
    Her technique was amazing and she soon had me torn between an intense desire for release and a sense of duty that I should repay her patience through the video by making love to her and giving her the pleasure and closeness she so obviously wanted and deserved. 
 
    By a hair’s breadth duty won out, and Veronica and I were soon kissing like hungry teenagers as we enjoyed a slow and satisfying fuck. I loved looking down at her as I slowly worked my cock in and out of her. Loving the happy look of contentment on her face – knowing that I was making her feel like this, happy and fulfilled at many different levels. Sometimes we’d kiss, sometimes we were just happy to look into each other’s faces. 
 
    I loved everything about it. The soft, almost shy smile on Veronica’s face as she felt my weight above her and felt my slightly under-sized cock rummaging around inside her body. The swollen and erect shape of her nipples, making me proud that I was the one making this happen. The feeling of the soft skin of her thighs and calves wrapped tight around my torso, pulling me in and making sure I’d not leave her body. The continuous sound of this woman’s quiet and happy moans. Maybe not the loud shrieks and sobs a Mr. Big Dick might be able to achieve, but enough for a man like me. All of it came together like a perfect meal, making me feel happy and fulfilled as we made love like this for what seemed ages. Before I shot deep into Veronica, happy that she came at the same time just before our two sweaty bodies untangled themselves. 
 
    It was now just after midnight, the early hours of Sunday and both Veronica and I were desperate to sleep. Watching the intense video feed of Jill being gangbanged by four black guys in a side room at Luther’s ‘Pink Cabaret’ club had deprived me of sleep Friday night, and we’d just had a busy zoo and burger day with her sweet six-year-old Haley. 
 
    So Veronica and I were happy to drift off into a deep and satisfying sleep. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Morning of Sunday 17th June 2018 
 
    We were only woken around six hours later by an insistent rattling of the locked door handle. This time there was little need for pretending when Haley bounced into the room and gave me a big hug. She’d already come to accept and like ‘Uncle David’ as a new best friend, and so it was no problem that I was lying under the duvet in bed with her mother. She happily chuntered away making plans for what the three of us would do today, and with a sideways look and smile at her pretty Latina mother, we both shared the same thoughts. That we didn’t have it on our hearts to disappoint the little girl, but that we had to be careful to make sure that her expectations didn’t run away so far that she’d get hurt later. 
 
    The rest of that Sunday morning was spent as a little make-believe family unit of three, or at least I think that was probably what was playing out in Haley’s head as she skipped between her mother and me as she held our hands in the park. Just like at the zoo the day before, it brought back all kinds of nostalgic feelings and memories for me, from when my kids were this age. Not all the time, but for a good chunk of the afternoon, I found myself thinking of how on earth Jill and I had gone so quickly from a happy and conventional marriage to what we had today. A married couple supposedly still together and committed to each other, but spending the weekend with different partners. 
 
    After lunch, Haley had a play date with a friend, and as Veronica walked back to her home she kissed me and thanked me be for being so kind and loving to her daughter, with a mischievous smile adding that she’d show her gratitude in a way she was sure I’d appreciate when we got home. 
 
    Sensing my tiredness, Veronica did all of the work. First, she stripped me out of my clothes and got me to lie face down on the bed, giving me a back rub which started off proper and legit but which got more interesting as I felt the weight of her soft breasts and the touch of her swollen nipples on my back. She eased my legs apart and still rubbing her soft chest against my legs and ass, she reached between my legs and started to tickle and tease my balls. 
 
    As I moaned my encouragement and spread my legs a little further I felt one hand grasp my shaft as the other one moved from my balls to play with my ass hole. In all our years of marriage, Jill and I had never indulged in much ass play and I found myself groaning and writhing around as Veronica slid her little finger into my bum and started gently massaging my prostrate. 
 
    “Is it nice?” I felt the soft skin of hers next to my face as she whispered in my ear. “Just relax honey, let yourself go and enjoy it.” 
 
    I guess like many men deep down I’d always thought anything to do with my ass was just a bit too gay for my liking, imbued with deep homophobic thoughts since childhood. But the sensations going through my cock and body were rapidly making me re-evaluate. My cock felt like it was steel and from the feelings Veronica was giving me I knew when I did cum it would be a huge one. 
 
    “Rollover,” she instructed me. I eagerly did as she asked so she’d soon be back exciting my cock. She kissed me and then put a couple of pillows under my ass, then scooted up the bed and started rummaging around in her bedside table. With a smile of victory, she produced a small black anchor-shaped device and a bottle of something. 
 
    She pressed a button on the base of the anchor and the thing immediately started buzzing, my eyes now wide as I realized what it was. It was a damned anal vibrator. I might have just enjoyed the feel of Veronica’s finger wriggling around and massaging my prostate, but I wasn’t sure I was ready for this. Deep-rooted fears of masculinity and gayness going onto high alert. 
 
    “V, I’m really not sure about this.” 
 
    “Dave, sweetheart. It’ll be fine. Trust me, you’ll love it,” she reassured, with a smile that veered from reassuring to mischievous. “And anyway, you seemed happy enough for Dee to use something similar on Jill. And is she the only one who can try new stuff with sex?” 
 
    “V, I’m really not so sure.” 
 
    “Trust me, baby. If you don’t like it after a couple of minutes, then I promise I’ll stop,” she reassured again,” now laying back by my body and kissing me, her hand stroking my ramrod cock as that little thing lay there buzzing like a sexual mosquito. 
 
    We kissed like that for a while, until Veronica reckoned I was ready, then with a final kiss, she scooted down the bed, her hand never once leaving my hard cock. 
 
    First came her little finger again, wiggling until it found its target, my hips bucking up as she hit my prostate, my cock doing the impossible and notching two levels harder. Fuck! How could she be doing this to me, where were these feelings coming from? 
 
    She wiggled and massaged, massaged and wiggled until I thought my cock would burst as wave upon wave flowed over my body, the joints between thigh and groin tingling with a delicious sensation, my own breathing short and labored, reminding me of how Jill sounded in the middle of it. 
 
    Then the finger came out, and just for the shortest of moments, I felt empty, before my hips lifted as I felt the buzzing touch of the little dildo next to my ass. Veronica kissed me again, her smile warm and reassuring, before returning her attention to my ass and the little buzzing invader. It felt cold and slippy, the lube I guess, and as Veronica gently pushed I could feel the slim point of the head slowly start to make progress, pushing past the muscle in my ass. 
 
    "Relax, baby,” she whispered, another little kiss before she went back down the bed. A huge chunk of brain told me this was wrong, too gay and not something for me, but the buzzing sensations as it slipped deeper told me otherwise. Fuck! It felt good. I was so conflicted, my gut churning away not with angst or fear but with the effects of that damned little vibrating plug on my prostrate. 
 
    My breath was now coming in short, sharp pants as Veronica’s little hand firmly grasped my cock, pulling my foreskin all the way back to create a fat, angry head, her nail teasing the glans as she gave me the most wicked grin. All the time her other hand was pushing gently, forcing the fattest part of the little device through my ass’s resistance, before something seemed to give and the rest slipped in with little no effort. 
 
    I felt the cold feel of the device’s T-bar resting against my butt cheeks and I realized it was all in now. All three or four inches buzzing away in my ass, wrong as it was creating the perfect accompaniment to the tight grip Veronica’s hand was working up and down my manhood. 
 
    Her work down there now done, the fat little device happily buzzing away and doing its worst, she repositioned herself by my side, the look on her face a strange one I couldn’t quite fathom. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You,” she smiled. “Frightened of a little piece of plastic. Afraid it’s an affront to your masculinity.” A soft kiss on the lips and a smile more relaxed and tender. “Mr. Buttoned up. Relax a bit. Live a little, Dave, honey. Why should Jill be the only one who has all the fun.” 
 
    Without any words, my smile back to her told her I knew she was talking sense. The curse of the over-educated. Always overthinking. Always afraid to just live for the moment. To party and have fun as so many others easily do. 
 
    Another little kiss, this time a hundred percent loving, the touch of her lips on mine wonderful. “This will be mine. Our own little thing, just you and me. A little piece of you that I have, that Jill doesn’t. Our thing.” 
 
    I could see how much this meant to her, and I couldn’t help but smile back. She was so lovely, yet also lonely and needy, with a sadness at the heart, something she most often managed to hide. My heart couldn’t help but respond as I returned her kiss and looked into her dark brown eyes, thinking back to the time we’d spent with her daughter earlier when she’d been so happy and contented. 
 
    She touched my cheek and kissed me a last time, her expression slowly turning back to naughty rather than loving, her hand gripping my throbbing member tighter. “Dave, baby, this is my thank you for such a lovely weekend … I’m gonna make you come like never before … you’re gonna cum like a geyser … I’m gonna empty those balls so dry there’ll be nothing left for Jill or any other woman …” 
 
    *** 
 
    Veronica was as good as her word. No sooner were the words out of her mouth than she smiled wickedly and touched the base of that buzzing little devil, which immediately kicked up a gear, making me groan with a mix of pleasure and an urgent need for release. Shit! I so wanted to cum, to feel that tingle in my cock ever man knows as your juices start to boil and you know it’s near and past the point of no return. She grasped me tighter and slowly, slowly teasingly worked her hand up and down me with a languid pace, as if she could do this forever and think nothing of it. Every now and then stopping to admire the scenery, nails scraping and teasing my glans, or maybe a little kiss and a suck. 
 
    Fuck! I was in heaven and I was in hell, as for over thirty minutes she built me up and kept me right on the edge of climax. Each time I got close, she’d smile impishly and back off. Fifth to fourth, or maybe down to third if she thought I was too close. I discovered that damned little device had not just two speeds, but had an extra higher speed for when Veronica really wanted to take me skywards, but even she knew she could only use this for a few seconds at a time otherwise my cock would have literally exploded, spunk cock and balls being something hard to get off the ceiling. 
 
    Towards the end, I was so needy for a cum that I begged her. ‘Please … please … please’ I seem to remember asking her more than once. The first time she just smiled … the second time she kissed me and grinned, telling me ‘maybe’. The third time she negotiated, getting a promise of a weekend with her and Haley and a trip to the Aquarium as the price for her promise to finally let me cum. 
 
    It was a small price to pay as when she finally got me to cum it was like nothing I’d known ever before. The little devil dildo was turned up to a fourth speed I never knew was there. V’s little hand was working me with a firmness and a speed that belied her size. And she was smiling sweetly and full of love at me as I thrust my hips up like there was no tomorrow and cried out like a man possessed, felling a heat and power in my cock I’d never known in y entire adult life. As rope after rope, spurt after spurt of my stuff shot up and out, leaping higher than it should from a fifty-year-old guy and landing back down on Veronica’s soft and tan skin. Making me feel proud and close to this beautiful woman who was now wearing my cum, wearing it like a branding or some precious jewelry. 
 
    My cock carried on spurting and spurting, making me feel proud and nostalgic for my younger days. My heart pounding in my chest for the excitement, my bursting lungs keeping them company as I tried to make sure I didn’t expire from a coronary. V smiling at me from my side, her hand still on my cock, only now it was slow and soft, like a mother softly laying a child to bed, I almost expected her to tuck my little man in and say ‘night, night.’ In my mind she was some overly sexy nurse, performing her final nursing duties to make sure her patient recovered okay, all that was missing being a crisp white uniform. 
 
    *** 
 
    Finally, it was done, my heart was back within a few points of its normal pace and my breathing sounded half human again. I smiled weakly at this wonderful woman by my side. She smiled back, almost shy and embarrassed. “Same time tomorrow, mister?” We both laughed, grateful for the release and I hugged her to me and kissed her. At first soft, and then a little more hungrily, before I remembered just how spent I was. 
 
    *** 
 
    We held each other for a while, a new closeness and bond between us from this new thing we ‘d done and the intensity of how it had been for me, both physically and emotionally. We were happy to be like this, physically and emotionally close, yet each one lost in our own thoughts. 
 
    Eventually, I was the first to voice my thoughts. 
 
    “V, did you mean what you said? About wanting this to be our thing? A little piece of me that you have and Jill doesn’t?” 
 
    She looked at me with a look of mild guilt and embarrassment. “Would that be so bad? So selfish?” 
 
    Before I realized what I was saying the words came out of my mouth. “I guess not,” but once said I felt a strange closeness to Veronica but a dull ache of guilt towards my absent wife, as if I’d just committed an act of unfaithfulness and betrayal. The way Veronica smiled in response only exaggerating both conflicting emotions I was feeling. 
 
    I was rewarded with a kiss and a hug, and a question to match my own. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that?” she smiled hopefully at me. 
 
    “What do you think?” I answered rhetorically. “I felt like one of those oilfield blow-outs when I came. I thought the head of my cock was going to shoot off and hit the ceiling, that you’d broken my dick and I’d never be able to cum again.” 
 
    Veronica grinned at my silly joke, just for a moment not looking like an often stressed forty-something single mum, but a sweet and innocent young woman, a look that suited her and made me feel warm inside. 
 
    Her hand was slowly stroking my sticky cock as she looked down there and asked her next question. “And do you feel less of a man? How’s your masculinity feeling?” 
 
    “My masculinity’s just fine, thanks for asking. And when this old guy gets his strength back, I intend to prove it to you. When I get my masculinity all nice and hard, put you where you belong, on your back, and masculine you until I’m all done in and give you whatever little bit you left in my ball sac ….” 
 
    My beautiful sexy lover giggled in reply. “Promises, promises,” and maybe I imagined it but her beautiful breasts seemed to rise and fall with just a slightly deeper and faster pace. 
 
    *** 
 
    I did indeed give Veronica the benefits of my masculinity, not just once but twice more before we left the bedroom. It took me a good hour to get steam up, and as predicted, there was little left to give as my balls waived the white flag, not that Veronica seemed to mind, I think taking it as a compliment to her earlier skills and expertise. 
 
    Around five we made ourselves decent and headed out to go pick up Haley from her playdate and having returned her and her mother safely home I gave Veronica a last kiss and headed back to my home. My day and a half of nostalgia, warmth, and escapism at an end, leaving me with a strange mixture of feelings. Knowing that I’d miss Veronica until I next saw her, and also with a thrill of excitement and foreboding at what I’d find at home, and what the next few days might hold. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 22 
 
    The evening of Sunday 17th June 
 
    I got home from Veronica’s around six p.m. and wasn’t remotely surprised that the drive was empty, with no sign of Jill’s car there. Still absent, just like when I’d arrived home two days ago on Friday night and I’d patiently waited at home before heading out and watching her first try-out as a club manager. 
 
    I smiled a wry smile to myself. Of course, she wasn’t back yet. Unlike Veronica, Jill had outgrown her motherly responsibilities and only had a husband to come home to now, our kids having all flown the nest. Why wouldn’t she make the most of the weekend and return home from her weekend with her new lover as late as possible? 
 
    Knowing she was almost certainly still with Malcolm, a strange mix of desires drove me to pick up my phone, gazing at it and wondering if I’d call her. 
 
    I certainly wanted to hear her voice again. It was now Sunday evening and we’d not spoken properly since Friday night when she’d called me to tell me about Dee’s plan for her to spend Friday evening, seeing how it was helping to run one of Luther’s clubs. 
 
    But I also wanted the strange masochistic high I’d so grown to love. The one that would come from speaking to Jill, knowing she was with another guy. A guy she’d temporarily put on top of the podium as she relegated me to second place to spend time with him. It was a bittersweet and intoxicating pleasure, one that both hurt and excited and that if taken to the extreme, could have consequences I didn’t want to think about. And it was a pleasure I knew I couldn’t resist. 
 
    I was just about to press speed-dial for Jill when my phone lit up with an incoming call. ‘Veronica mobile.’ I smiled to myself. It was good to be wanted. We’d been apart less than an hour and she was already calling. It reminded me of my very first puppy love experiences with the girl I’d first dated back in High School when being apart for an hour felt too long. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” I answered the FaceTime call. “Missing me already?” Not the most original line, but good enough for a man who was still exhausted from the way that this lady had sexually used me all afternoon. 
 
    “Even if I was, I wouldn’t tell you,” she quipped back. “After all, you’re a happily married man with a wife waiting for you in the family homestead.” Ouch, that hurt, but nonetheless I smiled. 
 
    There was a pregnant pause between us, neither sure whose turn it was to speak next before Veronica broke the silence. 
 
    “Before you get too big for your breeches, mister, thinking I’m only calling to hear your voice, I had a question to ask you, and it’s important as I don’t want to get Haley’s hopes all up and then dash them.” 
 
    I had a feeling I knew where this was headed. 
 
    “D, baby,” she asked, mirroring my single letter affectionate nickname for her, “when we were in bed earlier, you said you’d take Haley and me to the Aquarium when you get back from the wedding.” 
 
    I stayed quiet as she continued. 
 
    “Well, before I tell Haley and get her hopes up, I just wanted to check if you meant it. After all, you were rather ‘pre-occupied’ when you made the promise,” she smirked. “So, now that you’re back on planet earth, I just wanted to check, because she’s been asking after you and asking me when she’ll next see you again.” 
 
    Great! I was really getting used to these mixed emotional parcels that my complicated life seemed so often to deal up these days. I’d loved spending time with Haley, making her happy and the nostalgic memories that it brought back. But I wasn’t sure I was ready to be her ‘new daddy’ just yet, I had a wife and kids of my own. It felt good to make her happy and to be wanted, but I guess little kids aren’t renowned for their sense of emotional calibration and steady as she goes pacing. 
 
    But a promise was a promise, and the rational part of my brain reminded me I’d spend the next couple of weeks with my real family, so a trip to the Aquarium in a couple of weeks was no big deal. No real betrayal of Jill and my own kids. 
 
    “Sure, V. I meant what I said, even though someone may have had me ‘under duress’ at the time I promised.” 
 
    She grinned broadly. “Under duress! What a strange choice of words. I seem to remember you ‘under duressed’ all over my tummy and tits. And as I recall you weren’t exactly complaining at the time.” 
 
    I grinned right back into the little phone camera. She had me there. We shared a moment, just smiling, and neither with anything to say. 
 
    As I looked at her pretty Latina features a thought came back to my head. Something I’d meant to ask her earlier, but which I’d forgotten as the strange events of the afternoon had unfolded. 
 
    ‘V, baby, do you mind if I ask you something? Something about what Malcolm said when he and Jill were talking in bed Saturday afternoon.” 
 
    She looked a little nervous, aware I’m sure of where my question was headed. 
 
    When Jill had asked Malcolm whether he was dating or whether there was anyone special in his life, he’d casually mentioned that he’d dated Veronica for a while. And now knowing this, I felt an irresistible need to know how I compared to Malcolm. Both in Veronica’s eyes and by inference also in Jill’s eyes. 
 
    “V, honey… you know how Malcolm said on the video, about you and him dating.” Veronica was now looking at me with a slightly perplexed and slightly annoyed look, but I was helpless to stop. 
 
    “Sorry for asking, but when you were with Malcolm… how was it?” 
 
    Veronica’s expression on the little screen had slightly softened, now almost with a look of pity mixed with tenderness. As if she realized how bad I had it. “Dave, do you really want to know? And what is it you want to know anyway? How it was with Malcolm? Or how it was with Malcolm compared to you?” 
 
    She might not have a college degree or letters after her name, but she’d seen right through me, and all I could do was quietly mumble ‘both’. 
 
    “Shit, you do have it bad, don’t you?” she said softly. “Do you really want to know?” she asked again. “You might not like the answer.” 
 
    Even though my guts were twisting and turning like a tank of live eels, I felt a little stronger. “Veronica, I’m not under any illusions. I kinda already know.” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Okay then, you asked for it, so fair warning.” And then she was off. “If you really want to know, he’s an amazing lover. Not only the size of his cock and that big, muscly body of his. But he’s also very skillful and sensitive. Not at all what you’d expect from a guy looking like him, with his job. With guys, Malcolm’s all gruff and tough exterior. But when he’s with a girl he cares about he’s sensitive and thoughtful, letting them see the real him. And you take it all together, he’s a wonderful lover and boyfriend. I honestly wish we’d never broken up.” 
 
    Wow! I’d only really asked about the sex, but instead, I’d gotten a whole essay in praise of Malcolm – telling me how great he was between the sheets and also describing the kind of sensitive, rough diamond kind of guy that many women found irresistible. Part of me wished I’d never asked, as Veronica’s words left me even more nervous and worried than before. But even despite the kick in the guts her words had delivered, I was the moth heading straight for the flame as I asked Veronica to answer the second part of my question. “How was he compared to me?” 
 
    She knew I was asking not just for her, but also how Jill would compare me to Malcolm. Even knowing this, Veronica didn’t pull any punches, looking me straight in the eye as she spoke. “Honestly, Dave honey. I enjoyed our time together yesterday and tonight, what we enjoyed was special and I hope we have many more days and nights like that. But if you really want to know the truth, as a lover, physically, there’s simply no comparison. But I guess you already know that.” 
 
    I thought she might go on, but she left it at that. Anything more would have been a crude anatomical exercise in describing the differences between being with a guy with a normal-sized body and a cock that didn’t stretch and only went shallow. With a guy whose body was the very archetype of maleness and whose cock both stretched wide and penetrated as deep as a woman could safely accommodate. There was no need for me to hear these words. Just hearing Veronica’s words ‘no comparison’ had been enough. 
 
    With my mind still slightly numb from Veronica’s words, we looked at each other for long and rather awkward moments, before Veronica broke the spell. “But from my chat with Jill on Friday, I know just how much she loves you. Malcolm doesn’t have that,” she added, trying to still use the truth to make me feel better. 
 
    *** 
 
    I had a stiff drink as I thought about what Veronica had said. It was nothing I didn’t already know or suspect, although the kind, sensitive side of Malcolm that Veronica described came as a bit of an unwelcome surprise to me. What girl wasn’t programmed from her first storybook to want the handsome knight who combined bravery, safety, and also a lover’s sensitivity? But the strange man I’d become shivered with both fear and excitement at the implications of what Veronica had told me, in terms of how much of a threat Jill’s new guy represented to my hold on Jill’s heart. 
 
    I was half-way through my second glass when I suddenly remembered I’d been about to call Jill just before Veronica phoned. To call her to be soothed by speaking to her for the first time since Friday and at the same time of getting my unhealthy kick of her being in touch with her when she was in another man’s home. ‘With him’ in both the physical and emotional sense of the word. 
 
    I looked at the wall clock. It was now just after six-thirty. Maybe Jill would be home soon, the part of me that wanted to avoid the gut-churning nerves told myself. Maybe I didn’t need to call. 
 
    But when there was still no sign of Jill by eight o’clock, with nervous fingers and clammy hands I picked up my phone and rang. 
 
    The phone rang once, then twice, then a third time. It carried on like that six, maybe seven times. Before with a sinking feeling in my heart, I heard it go to voicemail. 
 
    ‘Hi, this is Jill. I’m afraid I can’t come to the phone right now. If you’d like to leave your name, number, and a message, then I’ll call you right back as soon as I can. Thanks for calling.’ 
 
    My gut felt like it was right down in my boots, my heart aching and painful from the reality that my wife was ignoring me. Maybe only temporary, but it hurt like hell and felt as bad as if it was permanent. Her new man still on the top podium as she declined the call from the also-ran guy standing in second place. 
 
    But a little voice in the back of my head told me this was the game I’d wanted to play. It was the game we’d played with Chris which had brought such highs and lows and nearly cost me my marriage. And it was the game that I’d pushed Jill back into barely two weeks after the near-miss with Chris. Not that she’d needed much pushing, with the temptation of our three hunky black neighbors just over the back-garden fence. 
 
    I calmed myself, telling myself she’d be home soon, hearing Veronica’s recent words in my head, about how much Jill loved me. Even if she wasn’t picking up, and even if she was making the most of her time with Malcolm, I knew that what Veronica had said about Jill’s love for me was true. 
 
    I used this fact to calm my fears and dull my pain as I poured away a half-drunk glass of a very expensive single malt from the shores of Islay. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jill’s car finally rolled into our drive just before ten-thirty. I peeked out of the window to see Jill getting a small suitcase out of the back of the car. I don’t think she saw me as she walked towards the house, looking tired and like her mind was still someplace else. 
 
    I heard the sound of her key in the lock and then the opening of the door. “Hi honey, I’m home. Where are you?” she slightly flat voice called. 
 
    “In the lounge.” 
 
    Jill’s beautiful face appeared around the corner of the lounge door frame. A soft and warm smile making my heart skip as I felt a warm feeling in my chest. She walked across to me, wearing a plain but quite tight white T-shirt which showed he had no bra and tight light blue denim jeans. Plain and simple, but to me she looked a million dollars. Partly because she did look good, but mainly because she was finally back where she belonged. Next to me in the place that had been home for so many years. 
 
    She snuggled up next to me and kissed me, smelling the whiskey on my breath. 
 
    “I don’t suppose I could get me one of those, could I?” she asked with a tender smile. 
 
    “And make it the good stuff, please. None of that cheap stuff you keep for guests. Islay I think, unless my nose deceives me,” even though she was obviously tired, managing a proud little smirk of victory. What a nose? If anything ever happened between Jill and me, where would I ever find another woman to share my life and my interests like this wonderful woman did. 
 
    Returning with a large glass and two cubes as she always demanded, I handed her the drink and gave her a long and needy kiss. I smiled. “I needed that,” I unashamedly told her, giving her just a little glimpse of the pain and worry I’d been feeling. 
 
    Jill put her arms around my neck, smiled at me with a love that melted my heart, and said words that melted it for a second time. “Dave, honey. Let’s go to bed so I can show you how much I love you and how much you mean to me.” 
 
    *** 
 
    As we pulled our clothes off each other, my eyes were drawn to the sights and marls that Jill’s weekend with her three-hundred-pound black lover had left on her. Her boobs had several red marks, with her nipples looking swollen and a little sore. There were a couple of hickeys on her neck and a couple more on her chest, and I could only imagine what her normally tight and snug pussy looked like. Jill caught me looking, and just looked straight back with a slight smile on her face as if owning it and making clear she wasn’t the tiniest bit embarrassed by the marks she’d allowed Malcolm to make on her. 
 
    We dived under the duvet and lay next to each other, for a moment just smiling at each other like love-struck teenagers, before after a few seconds kissing. A kiss that lasted and lasted, moving from tender and gentle to hot and steamy. 
 
    I felt Jill’s fingernails walking down my belly (in an adult version of ‘round and round the garden’) before she chuckled as her fingers hit gold and wrapped themselves around me. Feeling her grasp me like that made me think back to just a few hours ago when Veronica had taken me in hand, the memories of the anal dildo also flooding back and making me feel guilty. 
 
    As Jill’s hand squeezed and pumped, I wondered why I was so reticent to tell Jill what had happened. ‘Maybe later,’ I kidded myself, knowing very well I wouldn’t, the stigma and shame just a little too fresh to share when I was processing so many other hard to handle emotions. 
 
    Jill’s voice broke my thinking and brought me back to the here and now of our marital bedroom. 
 
    “What’s gotten into Mr. Floppy? Or maybe I should say ‘what’s not gotten into Mr. Floppy?'” my grinning wife asked. “You’ve never had this problem before, honey. Is this what happens when I lend you to one of my staff, then I’m not sure I’m going to let her play again. After all, it’s bad manners to send a toy home broken and pretend it’s still working.” 
 
    It was the perfect opportunity to tell her about the anal dildo and the other things Veronica and I had done which explained my current predicament, but the words just wouldn’t come, so I just grimaced and tried not to blush too much. 
 
    Jill continued to try, but that third and last time with Veronica was obviously one time too many, so with a sigh of frustration, Jill gave up, for now, biting her lip as something else occurred to her. 
 
    “Go down on me, honey,” she whispered into my ear, pulling back to look into my eyes with a guilty look. I’d always loved going down on Jill, over the years my touch, tongue, and fingers being my most guaranteed way of getting her off. But in all the months we’d been playing our new games, I’d never once gone down on her when she was fresh back from one of her lovers. Not with Darryl, not with Chris and not with any of the other marks on the bedpost she was rapidly accumulating. 
 
    Jill and I just stared at each other, each knowing that I faced a decision, another lock to the next level in our game. We both knew this, and I could see Jill nervously biting her lip as she waited for my response. 
 
    With a shaky voice, I asked the sixty-four-million-dollar question. “Is he still in there?” 
 
    Jill’s face slowly moved from lip-biting nervous blush to a mischievous grin, her breathing deep and excited. “Why? What would you like the answer to be?” 
 
    We shard another moment while she just looked at me, waiting for me to answer, before realizing I was too frightened to speak so she’d speak for both of us, giving me my answer. 
 
    “I showered before I came home to you,” but her smile told me more was coming, as she also played on my love for her. “But I’m sure there’s still some of him in there. Why don’t you take a look and see, baby? After all, my poor pussy’s all battered and sore from Malcolm’s big black cock. It could do with some TLC from my loving husband.” Her voice her best exaggerated ‘little girl lost’ voice as she reached the end of her request. 
 
    I carried on looking into her eyes, looking deep into my soul. I’d already crossed one new threshold earlier today with Veronica when I’d allowed her to use the finger-sized anal dildo on me. Jill was inviting me to cross another. Invite being too weak a word, what she was doing was actively requesting me to soothe her battered pussy with my mouth. At the same time, shower or no shower, inevitably tasting the salty tang of her new lover. A powerful, six-foot-seven black man-mountain of a guy who’d been in bed with Jill most of the weekend as far as I knew. 
 
    It was a difficult decision to make, but as I looked into Jill’s eyes and tormented myself, I could almost hear Veronica’s voice in my head. That same voice that had reassured me about the dildo and my masculinity telling me that this thing didn’t make me gay. It just made me brave and adventurous, somehow closer to Jill as the two of us together explored new sexual horizons. No longer just her exploring and me cheering on from the sidelines, both of us as a couple trying new things. 
 
    My instincts told me that Veronica was someone I could trust, but in truth, I had no real idea whether the voice in my head was one I should trust or a serpentine voice that would lead me to my doom. But gazing into those beautiful sparkling hazel eyes I knew I’d do what Jill wanted and what I might want. 
 
    Kissing Jill on the lips and then gazing into her eyes, I told her, “I hope you appreciate this.” Trying to make a joke to hide my nerves, I kissed my way down her neck, chest, and tummy. Each kiss as soft and loving as I could make, trying to convey to her the depth of my love, despite how things might sometimes look to the outsider. 
 
    I was rewarded with Jill’s happy moans as I kissed my way lower, each kiss taking me closer to her core, to her womanhood where she’d incubated my seed three times, our joint DNA intertwined to make three wonderful children. “Yes, baby… yes… that’s it… mmm… yeees… yes… lower, honey… lower…” I loved the noises she was making, loved the way she was urging me on. 
 
    At that moment, promising myself that whatever the taste and whatever I might find I was going to bring off my wonderful wife at least once and maybe twice before I let her up. And then I’d be good and ready to put my little cock back in my wife and make love to her, reclaiming her body to go with her heart. 
 
    I kissed her thighs, left then right, licked a little, and kissed all around her pussy, but not once giving her the satisfaction of my mouth actually touching her. She moaned and begged, please in her throat maybe five or six times, and only then did I put my lips and tongue where Jill so desperately wanted them. Immediately I heard her sigh of relief, as I started gently lapping at what as a very sore and reddened pussy. 
 
    As my tongue and lips soothed and excited in equal measure, I couldn’t help but wonder how many times Malcolm had shot his seed deep into my wife’s pussy over the last couple of days. And I couldn’t help but ask myself the morbid question of whether Jill had douched herself up there, or whether she’d deliberately avoided so she could carry Malcolm inside her for the whole weekend. Thinking that even if she had douched, they’d almost certainly had a last fuck before Malcolm let Jill come home to me. 
 
    Jill’s pussy truly looked battered and worn. I’d seen it like that many times since we’d started this game less than a year ago, but honestly, this looked the most worn I think I’d ever seen it. Her love lips stretched and distended, letting me and anyone else who looked see right up past her vulva into her normally snug vagina. From the look of it, I wondered just how loose I’d find her womanly channel as and when I managed to get hard and make love to my wife. 
 
    I might not have known whether or not Jill had douched before returning from her new lover, but I certainly detected a new smell and taste down there. Not unpleasant, but definitely different. A tangy, salty taste, and smell that told me that Malcolm had left at least some of himself in my wife before sending her home to me. 
 
    As my tongue found Jill’s clit and started slowly and gently flicking back and forth, her excitement built up, her hands soon grasping my hair and pushing me in closer and deeper. “Ahh… yes… mmm… so good… so good, baby… that’s it… just there… mmm… more… yeess… yes… oh shit, that’s good…” her encouragement now in full flow. 
 
    If she could dig her nails in and scrape my scalp, it was fair game for me to hold her hips in a vice-like grip and lap away as hard and fast as I could. Sometimes still the soft and gentle soothing she’d wanted, but more often the hard and fast strokes designed to make her cum on my mouth just like she’d been cumming all weekend on her new boyfriend’s cock. Sometimes all my attention was on her little nub, sometimes I’d stiffen my tongue and push as deep as I could, then more than ever aware of the new and different taste in my wife. Sometimes I’d really take her high, dragging the hard serrated edges of my front teeth over her sensitive and sore clit, not caring if she squealed and sobbed and asked me to go slow, only slowing down and going softer when I’d made my point. 
 
    Jill’s juices were really flowing now as I used every trick in the book, mouth between her legs as she pushed me in tight, hands stroking her hard nipples and squeezing her big boobs with a milking action she loved. 
 
    With her hands forcing me in so tight I nearly struggled to breathe, I don’t know why but I just decided to up the ante. 
 
    Between my own desperate gulps for air, I told her just what I could taste. “Jill… Jill… I can taste him… I can taste your fucking lover… I can taste his black seed… for fuck’s sake, baby, coming back here with his muck up you…” 
 
    Excited my words and this new part to our game, Jill’s nails somehow found a way of taking a firmer grip on my hair, to dig deeper into my scalp and I heard her slowly start to make words. Between sobs and pants gradually her words started to make sense, started to reach me through her thighs wrapped around my head. “Oh, baby… honey… is that right…? can you… can you taste him… oh, baby, he pumped so much… so much of his spunk into me… it felt so good baby… so fucking good… and honey… baby… now you’re sharing it too… oh, baby… oh, Dave honey…” 
 
    I don’t know why I’d decided to start this, but Jill’s words excited me, driving my mouth and hands to work on her harder and faster, a growing determination that I wanted her to cum in an earth-shattering climax. Everything together was really making Jill pant and moan, her breathing now finally in that familiar pattern that I knew meant she was close, this knowledge just driving me on in more frantic playing with her pussy. Until she finally screamed, her nails drawing blood from my skin as she exploded in a prolonged series of screams and spasms. 
 
    Bucking her hips hard at me as wave after wave of orgasm hit her until finally, her muscles started relaxing and my head was released from the death grip of her thighs. Still gulping down oxygen in huge spade loads of air, eyes still squeezed shut as her descent to earth slowly soothed her body. My face now next to hers, my lower face covered in her juice, as I smiled at her and awaited the moment her eyes would open and she’d look around like a newborn animal blinking their way back into consciousness. 
 
    As predicted, just a few moments those beautiful hazel eyes, soft with emotion and the intensity of what she’d just experienced, looked left then right. Alighting on me, at first confused, then understanding, then thankful and loving. “Oh, honey… wow, that was amazing… wow… just fucking wow… I don’t think I’ve ever come like that before… with you… thank you, baby.” 
 
    Exhaustion in her arms, still she reached out for me, and having proved myself, I was tender and loving as I took her in my arms, cradling the woman who’d cradled our kids. At that moment the way she looked at me telling me more than any words could how much she loved me and that nothing would ever split us apart. 
 
    *** 
 
    As the two of us lay there in our togetherness, there was no hint of accusation or hurt as we each shared about our weekends. My cock was finally hard, but we both knew it would still be there and still do its job as we talked and shared. Jill was occasionally squeezing and stroking him, just to keep him warmed up and race-ready for when we’d finished sharing. 
 
    I don’t know why, but the way Jill had come on my mouth made me feel a whole lot more comfortable telling her of my slightly unnerving experimentation with the anal dildo. Relieved that Jill’s first response was a huge grin and a peal of laugher. “Who’d have thought it? My beloved, buttoned-down, strait-laced husband on his back, legs writhing around like a dying fly as sweet little Veronica does you in the ass with an anal vibrator. I’d have given a million dollars to see that!” 
 
    I didn’t need to tell her about my reticence and deep-bred fears, she was making me see the funny side so there was no need to get all deep and Freudian about what she saw as just a bit of fun. Jill’s final word on it being that it was good to know she wasn’t the only one taking it up the ass. Which gave way to a quizzical look as she made a mental note to self to ask Dee if she’d suggested it to Veronica, as it had been Dee who’d been the one to do Jill with a long thin anal dildo just two nights before. 
 
    As we cuddled and held each other Jill told me about her weekend. Everything from the fun she’d had learning about running the club on Friday night. Though how she’d enjoyed the ‘games’ on Friday night, Saturday morning when Dee and Luther had acted as joint master of ceremonies as Luther, Malcolm and our two black neighbors had run a train on her. How they’d then headed back to Luther’s house and how she’d spent the rest of the weekend with Malcolm. First at Luther’s place, and then at Malcolm’s home. 
 
    I didn’t need or want all of the mechanical details, but from what Jill did share and the way she talked about Malcolm I got a sense of how that even just in two days she’d grown closer to him. No doubt the same disarming openness I’d seen between them on the video was just a small part of what they’d shared. The sex and love-making between them just cementing and deepening all of this. 
 
    As we talked, the way that Jill was now stroking me told me she wanted me, and I kissed her softly and slipped into her, balls deep in an instant. Jill had a playful grin on her lips, but neither of us mentioned the elephant in the room. Both wanting this to be a special moment, just the two of us reconnecting, no outside parties involved, even if only by name. 
 
    Jill’s arms and legs wrapped around me, pulling me in deeper and our mouths locked together in love and union, as they’d done so many times down the years. We were just lost in each other’s eyes, a feeling of absolute total love and trust between us. Each knowing that there were still many laps to run in the race and that there might be many bumps and twists in the road ahead. But each believing none of these would derail us as a couple. 
 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
    Monday 18th June 2018 
 
    Exhausted from both the physical and emotional highs and lows of the weekend, Jill and I drifted off to sleep before I’d had a chance to remind her she still owed Chris an answer about his request that she come across before the wedding to sort some things out face-to-face. 
 
    As Jill and I pottered around in the kitchen I reminded her, and she uttered a most unladylike expletive, saying that the whole thing had slipped her mind, what with everything else that had happened since Friday. 
 
    “What do you think, honey?” She asked. “If I am going to take the job with Luther, then my best chance of getting Chris to agree to a short notice is if I help him this week and get a chance to talk to him face-to-face. But of course, I’d understand if you prefer not, after everything that happened.” 
 
    ‘If I’m going to take the job with Luther’ – those had been her words. She’d been pretty open about everything that happened since Friday night, but last night she’d left out that single little detail. That she’d toasted Luther and accepted his job offer, telling her soon-to-be new boss that she could sweet-talk me round to agreeing as I loved our new lifestyle so much. I was learning a lot of new things about our new lifestyle these last few days, including the fact that Jill keeping this little detail back from me excited me more than it pissed me off. 
 
    I chewed my toast and thought a while. Perfectly aware that Jill was trying to pretend to be relaxed about my decision, but the slight blush in her cheeks and pattern of her breathing gave her away. 
 
    Still chewing and now on my third slice, I wasn’t taking my time to be mean. I was taking my time because I genuinely wasn’t sure what I was comfortable with or what I wanted. My decision made more complicated by the fact that I had to be in L.A. myself on Thursday-Friday for work, as we had the first major update to deliver to the client my incompetent team members had so royally fucked over with their negligent and poorly executed modeling and analysis. I really wasn’t looking forward to this as I had so little confidence in the local team and I knew we’d not get another chance from the client if the local numbskulls screwed up a second time. 
 
    “Can I think about it, honey?” 
 
    Jill winced and pulled a face. “That’s a bit difficult, sweetheart. I was meant to be in L.A. already, so I’m pretty sure I’m going to have Chris on the phone first thing, asking me what’s happening.” 
 
    I saw her point, the germ of an idea finally starting to form in my mind. “You know I have to be in L.A. Thursday-Friday anyway, well how’s about you fly across with me Wednesday evening.” At least that way I’d be able to keep tabs on her. I was feeling a lot more confident that she’d not run off to L.A. to join Chris after everything that had happened with all of Jill’s new friends and the way she was looking forward to her new job – the one she’d not gotten round to telling me she’d accepted yet. 
 
    Jill winced again. “There’s lots to do and he really wanted me there all week, Monday to Friday. And now you're suggesting less than half of that. If I flew out Tuesday night then at least we’d be giving him more than half the week, which should at least keep me in his good books if I decide to take the job with Luther.” 
 
    There it was again, still talking about the job with Luther as an ‘if’ not a ‘when’. Her lack of transparency still excited my cuck gland, but it was beginning to piss me off just a little more. 
 
    “Why not go the whole hog and fly out tonight?” I replied in a sarcastic tone. 
 
    Something in her face told me there was something more that Jill wasn’t telling me. And the way I looked at her and the way she looked back told her I knew, and that I knew she knew. Jill and I have always had that level of understanding, with the brief exception of the end of her affair with Chris, when and I found her difficult to read for the first time ever. I just looked at her and waited for her to tell me. 
 
    I could see the gears whirring, as my smart and normally open wife worked out what to do, before wisely choosing her customary openness and honesty. “Sorry, baby. There are a couple of things I didn’t tell you last night, I was so tired. I kinda already told Luther I’d take the job,” as she paused to see my reaction before continuing her explanation. “He said a whole bunch of things about me and about you and made me realize that even if we’d not told him yes, we would do so in the end. And when I thought about it and realized he knows us better than we know ourselves, I told him yes.” 
 
    She paused again, letting her words sink in. “But honey, nothing’s set in stone. If you’re not happy with it, then I’ll tell him I’ve changed my mind. I’ve not signed a contract or anything.” 
 
    She looked at me, waiting for my answer for the second time today. And we’d not even finished breakfast. 
 
    Better late than never, I thought. To be fair we’d both been pretty wiped out last night, so at least she did have some cover for her omission. Hell, she’d forgotten all about Chris’s need for an answer, so it wasn’t like the job thing was the only thing she’d forgotten. 
 
    Jill read my expression, and although she tried to hide it, she smiled a little before she even heard the words. “No, it’s okay. I can see how much you want to do it, and we’ve always supported each other, so no, I’m on board with it.” 
 
    Her suspicions now confirmed Jill’s smile got a little wider and a whole lot less concealed. “Thanks, baby. Which brings me on neatly to the other thing I forgot to tell you last night, and this one I promise I didn’t give an answer to before we’d had a chance to discuss.” 
 
    So, this was the second thing she’d ‘forgotten’ to tell me last night, and this was the one about which I was in the dark. 
 
    “It was last night, just before I left his place,” she told me, suddenly less smiley and little more nervous. “Malcolm said he wanted to thank you for the weekend, and that to say thanks he’s invited you and me over for dinner, and the invite’s for Monday night, which is why I didn’t suggest flying over to L.A. end of work this evening.” 
 
    I could see she felt better for getting it off her chest. But her honesty, combined with Malcolm’s supposedly kind and altruistic offer, had put me in a spot. I’d been really looking forward to some alone time with Jill, having not seen her since Thursday night. 
 
    Jill grinned at me. After all the games we’d played and all we’d learned about each other's foibles and desires, she knew exactly the equations going on in my brain as the two parts of my personality played tug-of-war with my plans for Monday night. 
 
    With that ‘butter wouldn’t melt’ look on her face, Jill smiled sweetly at me. “No need to decide now, honey. Let me know sometime this morning or early afternoon, and I’ll let Malcolm know a yes or no. Meantime, I’ll email Chris and tell him I’ll fly across Tuesday.” 
 
    While we’d been talking, Jill had finished the last of her fruit and coffee, and she was out the door before I had a chance to say anything. I’d not signed off on her Tuesday flight to L.A., but given her last words and the fact she was already backing out of the drive I knew it would be hard to make changes to her plans. 
 
    And whether by accident or design, Jill and I both knew I’d be spending most of the morning trying to make up my mind on Malcolm’s dinner invite. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 23 
 
    Monday 18th June 2018, morning 
 
    Monday morning was a clusterfuck of people getting on my nerves. A series of three one-hour conference calls, mostly to give people the opportunity to let me and their colleagues just know that they were there and had something to say, however inane or blindingly self-evident the point they made was. But hey, what did they care? They’d ticked a box, had their voice heard and could move onto the next call to justify their existence and monthly pay-check. 
 
    By the start of the third of these calls, I was thinking back fondly to the days when a small team of two or three would actually just do the work, rather than have a five-month process whereby one poor sap did ninety-nine percent of the work and another nine or ten had ‘stakeholder’ meetings and ‘peer reviews’ twice monthly for a half a year, to critique what should have been a simple one month project all along. 
 
    The only good thing was that this seemingly never-ending round-robin of people listening to their own voices gave me plenty of time to start thinking over the bombshell Jill had left ticking in my lap as she’d scooted out the door and headed to work. Malcolm’s kind offer of dinner that evening, as a thank you to me for letting him spend the last weekend with Jill. 
 
    My mood wasn’t great from all the garbage I was forced to listen to, and with an acidic attitude, I thought that if he wanted to thank someone, that someone ought to be his boss Luther rather than me. After all, I’d not been the one who’d agreed and set up for Jill to spend the weekend with him. That was purely Luther, just the latest little turn of the crank on the game of exploration he’d warned me he wanted to play with me and Jill. 
 
    As the pointless back and forth continued on the call, I reflected on the fact it had only been just over two weeks since we’d first met Luther. And already in those two weeks, he’d seduced Jill into his own bed (not that she’d needed much seducing), sent his girlfriend Dee over to tie Jill up and play with my wife in a sapphic display of lust, arranged for a four cock black only gangbang for Jill, before topping the whole thing off by lending Jill to his Head of Security for the whole weekend. And if that wasn’t enough, he’d also persuaded Jill to come work for him, no doubt so he could repeat the whole thing all over again. 
 
    Taking this all on board, the thought of Jill being in L.A. for a few extra days didn’t seem so bad after all. At least she was away from the clutches of Luther for a few days. When he’d shared a beer with me and had a ‘mano-a-mano’ chat about how he thought Jill and I would enjoy him expanding our sexual horizons a little, I had no idea he’d work so fast and on so many different fronts. 
 
    All of which brought me right back to the question at hand – the one I was desperately trying to avoid. What to do about Malcolm’s offer of a thank-you dinner later today? Malcolm didn’t strike me as the same arch-manipulator that his boss Luther was. From what I’d seen and heard he certainly had the same capacity for extreme violence if and when crossed. But compared to Luther he struck me as a more straightforward and less ‘chess-player’ kind of guy. 
 
    But whether he was manipulative or not, he’d struck a bullseye in identifying and targeting the softest part of my armor. My overwhelming inability to resist temptation when it came to sharing Jill with other guys and watching quietly from the shadows while we played our game, each enjoying it in our very different ways. 
 
    I knew Jill and I had been apart since Friday morning and that the rest of the week after today would be hectic for both of us with two sets of work commitments in L.A. and all the hustle and bustle of wedding preparations and rehearsals. Tonight had been the only night available to Jill and myself for some quality time together as a couple. To reconnect and guard against the risk we let things get out of control like they did last time. 
 
    All of these were very good and very strong arguments in favor of declining, but on the other end of the seesaw was my big fat desire to see Malcolm and Jill together up close in real life. Between them, Luther and Dee had tormented me from Friday night onwards, forcing me to watch the budding relationship between by wife and their man-mountain friend through a series of semi-adequate camera feeds, first from the club and then from Luther’s house. I was now being offered the big fat temptation of trading in a loving, romantic night with Jill for an evening of gut-wrenching, nerve-jangling wife-sharing angst and adrenaline. 
 
    And I guess that’s the thing with addictions and lifestyles like this. Even when you know they’re bad for you and that the other road represents a choice much healthier and better for you, the healthy road lacks the outright high-end screaming intensity and living-on-the-edge buzz of the dangerous path. Maybe poor taste to mention it, but my mind went back to Michael Schumacher. 
 
    A man who’d lived his life on the edge, driving race cars at insane speeds around hairpin bends and life-threatening chicanes. And when push came to shove, he no matter how many world championships he won, he just couldn’t stop pursuing the adrenaline-fueled highs. Ending up living a life permanently under intensive care, the result of seeking just one more rush, and then another, and another. Until his luck ran out and all that awaited was Intensive Care. 
 
    With a shiver down my spine, I wondered if that was what awaited Jill and me. If whether with Malcolm, or the next Malcolm or the one after that we’d meet our Michael Schumacher moment when our luck ran out and Jill and Dave paid the price. 
 
    That shiver brought me up short and strengthened my resolve to call Jill after the last of my morning calls and tell her I’d made my call and we’d be spending the evening at home, curled up together with a good bottle of red and an evening of talking and making love. 
 
    But of course, the life of an addict isn’t that straightforward. The life of an addict is full of good intentions and broken promises, to self and to others. That shiver ran down my spine mid-way through the second call, and that left a good hour-and-a-half for the demons that tormented me to do there worst and drag me away from my good intentions. And sorry to say, I didn’t put up much of a fight, because by twelve-ten I was calling Jill and telling her what she was smart enough to probably already know. Giving her a green light to ring Malcolm and say yes to his dinner invite. 
 
    I could hear the happiness and lightness in Jill’s voice as she heard me. I could almost picture the smile and anticipation on her face. It was the first of several twists of the knife that I was going to experience that day, although if I was more honest with myself I’d admit that this was at least half the reason I allowed Jill the life I did. 
 
    *** 
 
    The next big twist of the knife in my gut came in the early evening. When I got home a little early from work, only to see that Jill had come home even earlier. I guessed the reason for her uncharacteristically early exit from work, and entering my own home as quietly as I could my guess at her motives was confirmed. Because as I quietly eased our bedroom door open, there she was quietly singing to herself as she sat at her dressing room table in new lilac lingerie which I didn’t recognize, concentrating on carefully applying her make-up. 
 
    Another half twist to the dagger in my gut as the little demon in my head whispered how Jill never took this much time on her prep and make-up with me anymore. I know that she loves me deeply, but I guess the saying familiarity breeds contempt has a basis in fact and human behavior. Jill and I had been lovers and friends for more than twenty years, making it hard for me to compete with a relationship that was just in its early and most exciting stage. All the newness and anticipation of what might be and what was to come. So different from a marriage which had a strong rearview mirror and a forward windscreen of work, stress and babysitting grandkids – with the odd date night squeezed in between work and parental commitments. 
 
    With a light cough, I announced my presence. “Hi, honey,” Jill responded, the smile on her face telling me how pleased to see me she was and making my sense of self-pity recede to the back of my brain for a while. Although the fact that Jill’s smile meant she was unaware of how the happiness of her mood might hurt my feelings did tweak my angst button. 
 
    With an air of rueful reflection rather than hurt, I decided to say something, making sure to choose my words and tone carefully. 
 
    “You look good, honey,” I told her, standing behind her and kissing the back of her neck. “I remember when we were like this,” leaving my words deliberately vague in order to seed the conversation but not start a fight. 
 
    Jill turned and looked at me with a smile, her beautiful breasts full and gently heaving against the soft lilac material of her bra cups. “I love you, baby. Just say the word if you’d prefer to spend tonight at home. That would be just as nice.” 
 
    Despite how looking at her boobs and her sexy body was making me feel horny, I knew that Jill had called my bluff. Even if I did take her up on her offer, I’d probably change my mind ten minutes later. And Jill knew all of this very well, which is exactly why she’d been happy to make her offer. Playing the doting and faithful wife, knowing there was precisely zero chance I’d have the resolve or backbone to take up her offer. 
 
    We just looked at each other, in that moment our eyes telling each other we both realized how far this game had come in the last eight or nine months. Both knowing how far into this thing we were. How impossible it now was to close the lid on this new game we were both so hooked on playing. 
 
    She was still sitting at her dressing table stool. With a playful waggle of the finger, she beckoned me to lower my head next to hers so that we could share a kiss, Jill taking great care not to smudge her lipstick. 
 
    “I thought so, honey. But never mind, we’ll be together in L.A. later in the week.” My stomach flinching as a light-headed feeling came over me. The unspoken inference of Jill’s words being that she and I wouldn’t be spending tonight together. Of course, I’d considered the prospect that ‘dinner’ might end up as a lot more than dinner. But I’d thought that the die wasn’t cast, that there was a chance that Jill might still be coming home with me tonight. But the fact that even this early in the evening she was suggesting that the die was cast brought me up short. 
 
    If true, this would be the third night in four that she’d spent with Malcolm, and my heart was beating faster and I felt myself wince as I remembered back to that terrible last weekend of Jill’s affair with Chris when I thought she had left me for him. All of the pain and the hurt came flooding back as if it was only yesterday. 
 
    It was as if Jill could read my mind. “Baby, don’t overthink it. This isn’t the same as Chris. You and I will have the rest of the week together. Together with our family, celebrating our family. This is just one night baby, and I promise you we can stop and come home any time you want. Okay, honey?” Her look one of genuine love and concern. Only slowly changing to a hint of a smile as the seconds passed and I didn’t take her up on her offer. Which was something she pretty much knew from the get-go. 
 
    *** 
 
    There was a nervous tension between us as I drove us across town to Malcolm’s house. My joints and muscles felt alive with the tension and excitement of it, the fear and anticipation all mixed together in a cocktail I knew was bad for me but which I was powerless to resist. 
 
    After what had happened with Chris, I’d grown used to the more carnal and unemotional activities that she’d shared with our two young neighbors Josh and Freddy, and similar events with Luther after that. But this felt more like a return to how things had been with Chris. In those long months when she’d switched from seeing Chris nearly every day as his PA, to still being his PA but also now his lover and quasi-girlfriend. 
 
    I told myself I was being stupid. After all, Jill had known Chris for five years before our new lifestyle had allowed their long-suppressed attraction to finally flower as they became lovers. Jill had only known Malcolm a handful of days, so any comparisons with her relationship with Chris were surely fanciful, more a creation of my fears than based on reality. But however much I rationalized things and told myself otherwise, I couldn’t escape this nagging feeling. Something about how the two of them looked at each other, the way I’d heard them talking and bonding on that damned video Luther had manipulated me into watching on Saturday night. 
 
    My mental toing and froing and hand wringing was interrupted by the squeeze of Jill’s soft fingers on mine. “We’re here baby. Are you sure you’re okay with this? You sure you want to go through with this?” 
 
    I knew my subconscious was pulling a face, unable to hide the whirling mix of emotions I was feeling. And I wondered how this face looked to Jill and what it made her think. Whether it made her think any the less of me – a man who’d rather watch and share than have her all to myself back in our home and matrimonial bed. And whatever she might have been thinking about me, she wasn’t letting on, just smiling lovingly and repeating her go-to reassurance from last night. “Just remember, honey, anytime you want to stop, just say the word.” 
 
    *** 
 
    As our feet crunched on the drive, I had to admire Malcolm’s place. For a guy around fifteen years younger than me, he’d done well for himself. The alimony payments to his wife and daughter in L.A. obviously hadn’t made too much of a dent on his savings judging by the size and style of his one-story ranch style home. My ego was pleased that it wasn’t as big as our place, but then again that had been a home for the five of us paid for by more than fifty years of Jill and my combined salaries. This guy’s only slightly smaller home was just home to Malcolm and had been paid for just by him and over a much shorter period. Maybe crime, or whatever polite society classified Luther’s business as, really does pay. 
 
    Having surveyed the house and made my comparison, the next thing my male pride focused in on was the way Malcolm smiled at Jill and gave her a big hug as he opened the door and greeted us. His smile spoke volumes, and I was glad that he stood next to Jill so I couldn’t see the way that she looked at him, because instinct told me that might have been too much for my pride. 
 
    We handed over two bottles of wine and a homemade peach crumble that Jill had specially baked for him before she’d started primping and preening herself for him. (Apparently over the weekend he’d complained about a lack of real home cooking in his life and had shared his grandmother’s family recipe for peach crumble from before the family had moved to L.A. and home had been in Georgia.) Malcolm then shook my hand with a power that was noticeable but stayed just the right side of playing some cliched adolescent power game. 
 
    “Hey, Dave. Glad you and Jill could make it,” he greeted us, his smile warm and welcoming and not displaying any hint at what things he, no doubt, had planned for my wife later that evening. 
 
    He took both our jackets and handed them to Jill. “Jill, honey, could you put them in the closet, while I take Dave through to the lounge,” his inference clear, that while I was a newbie and stranger in his house, my beautiful wife already knew her way around. As I followed him through the kitchen into the lounge I felt really light-headed and more than a bit nauseous at how the rest of the evening was going to play out. Jill had given me the option of us backing out several times, but now it was too late and I wondered whether I was up to what lay ahead. For some reason, a mental picture of Chris’s smug face kept popping up large as life in front of me. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jill wasn’t long and I soon had the comforting feel of her body next to mine on the sofa, as she grasped my hand and stroked it as Malcolm did his best to stoke small talk to ease the tension. He asked about work, about the upcoming wedding, even going so far as to ask if I was looking forward to being a grandad when John and Becky’s baby arrived at the end of the year. He shared a little about himself, saying he hoped his own daughter would one day make him proud like John and our daughters had made us proud. 
 
    I asked him about his family and career in the Army and how he’d met Luther, the answers to many of these questions I already knew from the Saturday night video feed Luther had manipulated me into watching. But it seemed the polite thing to ask, and slowly the ice thawed a little and the tension reduced somewhat. 
 
    After a while Malcolm excused himself, saying he had to do some turning and basting in the kitchen, and while he was out I took the opportunity to use the toilet. I wasn’t gone long but when I came back I saw that Jill was no longer in the lounge. 
 
    During all the polite conversation, I’d almost managed to forget the nature of the relationship between Jill and Malcolm. But with Jill now missing from the lounge, I had a sense of foreboding as I looked at the door between the lounge and the kitchen, which had been slightly ajar when Malcolm had gone through and which was now firmly shut. 
 
    Feeling like a naughty child, I put my ear against the wood of the door and heard hushed voices, but after a few seconds the voices stopped and all I could hear sounded a whole lot like kissing. Even after everything Jill and I had been through and done in the last few weeks, I’d never get used to the knowledge that my wife was next door making out with another man. I felt that sick feeling in my stomach, wishing for all the world I had superpowers to look through the shut door, not knowing always being a million times worse than knowing, however painful the knowing might itself be. 
 
    The lounge had a sliding door that led out onto the back decking and when I pulled at the handle I was excited to hear it silently slide open on its runners. Taking a deep breath (strangely thinking this would make me more stealthy) I slowly put one foot after the other on the wooden decking, easing my way along the twenty feet or so that would allow me to see into the kitchen, which had a matching sliding door slightly open to allow some airflow on the balmy June evening. 
 
    Easing my head just an inch or two further along I was no longer looking into the lounge, but into the Kitchen, my heart stopping as I looked through and saw Jill and Malcolm locked in a tight clinch, lips locked together as they shared a seemingly never-ending kiss. 
 
    When they did break for air, they just looked at each other hungrily, for the moment neither of them wanting to speak, just enjoying being back together after a whole twenty hours apart. They looked so incongruous stood there together in each other’s arms. The giant black man, all six-foot-seven and three-hundred-pounds of him, head bowed as he looked down at the beautiful white woman, wrapped in his arms and still half a foot shorter despite her heels. 
 
    But however incongruous they might have looked to the outside observer, I had to admit, painful as it was that they looked good together. ‘Beauty and the Beast’ were the words that came to mind, before I told myself off for maybe an undertone of racism. But whatever I or anyone else might have thought, they didn’t care as my wife and Malcolm only had eyes for each other as their lips locked together again, this time seemingly for even longer. 
 
    You’d think I’d be used to this by now, after all, we’d been playing this game for nearly a year now. But looking at Jill and Malcolm kissing with such evident and deep desire for each other scrunched up my innards as if this was the first time I’d seen anything like this, my hands and forehead clammy with nerves and fear. There just seemed to be a certain something, a certain difference compared to what I’d seen between Jill and the other guys recently. 
 
    As they carried on kissing, arms still locked around each other in a mutual declaration of ownership, I took deep breaths to try and calm myself, trying to work out what to do. Thinking again of how much this reminded me of how Chris and Jill had looked in the early part of their affair. 
 
    I decided to head back to the lounge and pretend I’d not seen any of this, a sick little part of me wanting the pleasure of seeing how they’d react when they came out of the kitchen. Wondering whether they’d pretend nothing had happened or would be brazen and unabashed about it. 
 
    I sat back down, again and waited, my body shaking a little from nerves and anticipation, my gut sending a horribly tortured mix of hollow emptiness and butterflies up to my brain. 
 
    It seemed to take an eternity before the two of them finally rejoined me. The first thing I heard was the sound of Jill’s giggling, before she appeared through the door with very unsexy oven mitts as she carried a large soup terrine in front of her, with Malcolm just behind her ogling her swaying ass as he carried a large tray with assorted other foods and plates. 
 
    “Come on, Dave,” Malcolm’s deep bass voice commanded as the two of them passed straight through the lounge to the adjoining dining room, Malcolm’s eyes not leaving Jill’s ass for a single moment, seemingly not caring how this looked to her husband. 
 
    I had little choice but to follow them and soon found myself trying to choose a seat at a round table set for three. The whole choosing a seat thing reminding me of that horrible night Jill and I had the huge fight when I thought she’d manipulated the seating plans in our home to put herself next to Chris at a dinner party during a week she’d promised to be ‘Chris-free’. Wherever I sat I knew Jill would be next to both myself and Malcolm so in the end I just sat at the nearest seat. 
 
    Jill and Malcolm made another couple of trips back and forth to the kitchen, each time taking a little bit longer than seemed strictly necessary, and each time looking a little bit more flustered than they’d been when they last left my sight. But finally, they joined me at the table, and it was Jill who made the toast. Smiling first at me and then giving a longer smile to Malcolm. “Here’s to friends… to new friends and old friends… to new relationships and old relationships!” 
 
    As we sealed the toast with three sips of the wine, the conversation soon moved on, but my brain was left wondering what Jill had meant by her toast. My mind going back to how just two days ago Malcolm had told Jill she was special, not like the other girls who were just ‘fuck buddies’. I recalled how Jill had gently warned him off, letting him know she wasn’t looking for anything serious after the whole Chris debacle. I couldn’t help but wonder if her toast indicated she’d started to soften on this question of whether this was just a bit of fun or something deeper. 
 
    Throughout the meal, both Jill and Malcolm tried their best to make it a three-way conversation, and I did my best as well. But it was a losing battle as their friendship and mutual attraction was new and exciting and I felt like I was fighting nature itself. However great, who wants to see an old classic of a movie when there’s an exciting new Steven Spielberg showing? There were just so many little looks between them. Shared little jokes, or sentences started by one and finished by the other. Taken individually, it was bad enough. But taken together it was unnerving in what it signaled to me. Unnerving, but equally an intoxicating high that I was powerless to resist watching. 
 
    For as long as I could I kept up my end of the conversation. Even being louder and a lot more gregarious than I’d normally be, earning me a couple of quizzical looks from Jill who knew my behavior was out of sorts. But slowly as the meal progressed and the wine took effect, I quietened down and gave in to the inevitable, the conversation morphing from three friends chatting to two people spending an evening together with an occasional interjection from a third. 
 
    And as I sank into a bit of a funk as I felt more and more left out, I ended up just playing the role of passive voyeur, an acid voice in my brain saying maybe that’s all I was fit for and was what I wanted all along. 
 
    It took her a few minutes but Jill picked up on my change of mood, reaching across to Malcolm and touching his hand. “Malc, would you mind? Could you give Dave and me a few minutes?” 
 
    “Sure, darlin’. Whatever you need, I’ll be in the lounge, just come get me when you’re done,” and with that I found myself looking at his immensely broad back as he left, amongst all my angst for some reason wondering if he had to buy bespoke or was okay off the peg. 
 
    With Malcolm gone, Jill reached across the table and took my hand. “Are you okay honey?” her simple question. 
 
    I looked into her beautiful, worried eyes. “I don’t know. All of a sudden it just got a bit too much for me. Seeing you and Malcolm together, seeing the way the two of you are. The way you look at each other. It so reminds me of you and Chris, and it frightens me, babe. It really frightens me.” 
 
    Jill continued to hold my hand, looking into my eyes as she thought, her mind no doubt full of all kinds of emotions. Squeezing my hand and moving just a little closer she finally shared. “Sweetheart, I get it. I really do. I know how what happened with Chris hurt you. How it nearly broke you in two. I get it, baby, I really do,” her gaze loving and reassuring and reminding me of just how much I loved this amazing woman. “But, sweetheart, this isn’t another Chris situation. I hardly know Malcolm at all. And sure, he’s a nice guy and an attractive guy. I won’t deny it. And the sex is great, really great. But it’s just sex, and him and me… well… that’s just friendship… nothing more.” 
 
    Jill paused to give me a chance to think about what she’d said, her eyes locked on mine, making me think of all the times we’d shared and that expression about eyes being the window into the soul, thinking how Jill’s beautiful soul was full of love and concern for her insecure husband. A husband who one minute was eager and keen to play our game, the next minute anxious and needy and wanting to take his bat and ball home. 
 
    Having waited long enough for the flour to rise and the cake to bake, Jill spoke in a soft and tender voice. The type she’d used a thousand times to soothe and comfort our kids, reassuring them all was well with the world and that she’d never let anything bad happen to them. “Honey, if you’re really feeling like this, maybe we’d better go home. I hate to see you suffer like this. I’m sure Malcolm will understand.” 
 
    And there it was. Jill had made the offer, and she’d been genuine and meant it, even though I knew she was looking forward to a night of fun and more with ‘Malc’. But now, time seemed to stand still as my new life played out in that moment. The moment in front of me a microcosm for what my life had become, as slowly bit-by-bit my wife-sharing desires had grown and multiplied to a point where they were, like tonight, often in control and near impossible to resist. 
 
    Just as when I was lying next to Veronica’s warm and soft body at the weekend, I’d chosen watching Jill and Malcolm over making love to Veronica, so I now faced decision time and in my heart, I knew what I’d choose. However much I tried to kid myself I could walk away and have a normal night back home with my lovely Jill. 
 
    Jill could see me thinking and, just as she always did, she waited patiently for her often indecisive husband to work out what he wanted. 
 
    “Thanks, baby. I really appreciate everything you’ve said. I can’t imagine life without you. Thanks for being patient, coz I know it’s hard for you sometimes as well. But look, I’m feeling a lot better now. What you said has made me feel a whole better and more comfortable. It’s helped me see I’m not about to lose you to Malcolm or anyone else. So, if you want to, I’m fine that we stay.” 
 
    I noticed a little flicker of annoyance in Jill’s face, but it passed almost before I’d had a chance to notice it. Her face returning to one of caring concern. “Honey, it’s not what I want to do that’s the question here. The question is what do you want to do? Dave, you have to tell me, you can’t put this all on me, that’s not fair. What is it you want to do?” 
 
    After that flicker of annoyance, she’d been gentle about it, but she was right and I knew she was a little pissed. Loving, caring, but also a little pissed. So after another few seconds of indecision, thought, and then decision, I kissed her softly and decided to act rather than speak. 
 
    I pulled Jill to her feet and kissed her. Kissing the lips which had so recently been kissing another man during her unseen time in the kitchen. Kissing her first with the tender softness of a husband and a friend, and then with the heat and passion of a horny man who wanted excitement. As our kiss entered this second phase my shaking fingers started unbuttoning the front of Jill’s blouse, shaking with excitement as I pulled the fabric to the side to reveal those two lacy and heaving cups. 
 
    The material was so thin and delicate that I could see that Jill’s nipples were already a little swollen with excitement. As our kiss continued I reached behind her back and with a practiced hand unhooked the three little hooks from the three little eyes, taking care to place Jill’s expensive new lilac bra carefully on the dining table. 
 
    I pulled back from our kiss to look into the flushed face of my lovely wife, pleased to see that she was also now shaking with the excitement. I didn’t say a single word as I worked Jill’s skirt down until she was just standing there in her heels, hold-up stockings and lilac panties. 
 
    Jill’s shaking was getting more pronounced as I gave her a tiny kiss and left the room, heading into the lounge and grabbing a couple of sofa cushions, for once feeling like a man and in control as I grinned at our host. “We won’t be too long now,” my simple and ambiguous message to him. 
 
    Returning from the lounge I cleared the plates and our stuff to the side and placed the cushions on the table, only then taking Jill’s hand as I lead her to the table and helped her into position. Happy to see her nervous shakes and a face more flushed with excitement than when I’d left the room. 
 
    Her back was lying on the table and I took up position, standing between her parted legs, leaning over her and my face close to hers. “Well, my naughty little slutty wife. Now that we’re here, we might as well have some fun. After all, our host has gone to so much trouble, it would be rude not to give him a little thank you present, don’t you think? Sort of a nice dessert to go with the main course we just had. What do ya think, my naughty little slut?” 
 
    Jill’s chest was rising and falling with deep breaths. She was unable to summon words, her eyes looking deep into mine, telling me how excited she was and how she wanted more. 
 
    In my mind, I had the wicked smile of a Dr. No or some other arch-villain on my face, although, in reality, it was probably more an angry Elmer Fudd. But I didn’t care, I had the bit between my teeth and wanted to carry on the game, reaching to Jill’s hips and pulling the thin and delicate sides of her lilac panties slowly down her legs until they too were next to her bra on the table. 
 
    My fingers gently teased her lips and swollen little bud. “Oh my, someone is a naughty girl. All hot and flustered by our dinner table talk. I wonder what could have got my naughty little wife into such an advanced stare of excitement? Was it thinking about coffee and the cheese board? Or maybe, just maybe, knowing what a slut for black cock my formerly sweet little wife has become these last few weeks, I’d hazard a guess it wasn’t the cheeseboard at all. It was more that my little slut was thinking about a desert of big... black... cock. Sliding in and out of her tight little pussy. Stretching her nice and wide… going deeper and deeper into her little body … making her squeal and sob with delight… bringing her to cum after cum until finally, she can’t take anymore and she begs the big black cock to shoot its muck deep into her body… to put the fire out with a flood of black baby-makers…” 
 
    All the time I spoke one hand had been playing with Jill’s pussy, the other rolling at her left nipple, my eyes looking into hers as her own gaze moved from engaged and excited to dreamy and dilated. Seeing Jill’s dreamy faraway look I leaned forward and kissed her and whispered into her ear. I didn’t need to whisper, but somehow it gave it a more intimate and debauched feeling to the game we were playing. 
 
    My right hand was now two fingers deep in Jill, thrusting in and out in a way that was making Jill sigh and moan with increasing volume and tempo, all thoughts of going home now a long way back. As I worked a third, then a fourth finger in I twisted my wrist and thought how I’d never have done anything like this before our new lifestyle had kicked in. Of how Jill had always been happy with two, but how a third always brought a gentle tug on my wrist to return things to her limit. 
 
    But nowhere we were and she was taking all four fingers, lying back wantonly displayed on someone else’s dining room table as the man she loved made a point about how expanded her horizons had become – both metaphorically and physically. Those four fingers of mine, like my dick not that long, with a combined girth that was able to give Jill a good work out, thrusting in and out and stretching her just like most of the new men in her life did. I loved the way she responded to my thrusting hand, both the way she moaned and sobbed and pushed back and the way it reminded me this was the only way I could physically match what she was now used to. 
 
    I could tell Jill was getting close now, but that wasn’t part of my plan, so I slowed my arm and then gently withdrew all four fingers, smiling to myself as I saw how stretched out her love lips now were from the hand fucking I’d given her. The beautiful flower that was the opening to her pussy no longer two gently smiling and barely parted lips, but now was a red and angry gaping open mouth. Somehow the difference symbolical, what had been a mouth ready for a gentle kiss now a mouth wide open and ready to receive something much bigger and significant. 
 
    Letting the weight of my body push her down into the cushions, I kissed her top lips and whispered to her. “Did you like that? My naughty little slut.” 
 
    Her still dilated pupils and overstimulated brain did their best to respond. 
 
    “Oh yes… yes, honey, that was great… but why did you stop, baby… why did you stop… I was nearly there?” her needy voice asked. 
 
    “Because, my little slut, I didn’t want you to cum… at least, not yet… now that you know I’m the one in control… now that you know that… I intend to give you to a big black man I know… and let him pound your pussy until you squeal and sob with pleasure and he pumps you full of his spunk … until it runs down your pretty legs and stains those stockings of your… until you can’t walk straight and your pussy squelches with his mush every time you take the smallest of steps…” 
 
    I could see and hear that my wordplay was having the desired effect on Jill, now excited and on edge from the double-whammy of my withdrawn digits and the staccato drumming of what my words promised to her brain. 
 
    But I wasn’t quite ready to give her away to her lover just yet. I still had one hand to play as I gave her soft, moist lips one final kiss and then descended down her body, smiling to myself as the upward thrust of her hips told me she knew what was coming next. As my lips kissed all around the flesh of her pussy, building her up bit-by-bit until finally my tongue gently flicked at her clit. Listening to her moans and feeling her fingers in my hair as she pulled me in, now grazing her little bud with a mix of tongue and then teeth, loving the slightly troubled sound this always brought to her voice. 
 
    Unlike the day before, this time the taste was pure Jill. Not Jill with a mixer of black jizz, a side order of ‘Malc’. And as I lapped away I felt four-fifths happy at this thought, one-fifth a shaming disappointment. But I pushed these thoughts away as I concentrated on keeping Jill on the crest of the wave, being careful to never allow her the release she so desperately was looking for. 
 
    “Please… please… Dave, honey… please,” we both knew what she meant, but we both knew I’d not let her. Her begging and moaning building up until I decided enough was enough and I stopped my teasing torture. Giving her a final kiss before telling her what was what, delivered with our now customary whispered conspiracy. 
 
    “Jill, you know what? You’re a slut. I love you, baby, but you and I both know you’re a slut. A slut who can’t say no to a big cock … my sweet wife… mother of our kids has become a sweet, slutty, size queen. And because your poor husband doesn’t have a big cock, and because he loves you, he’s going to hand you over to a man who can give you what you want… give you what you need… and when he’s finished with your slutty little ass… I’m gonna take you home… fuck you some more… and then put you to bed …” 
 
    Jill’s eyes were wild with excitement, her eyes doing all the talking for her as she looked at me like a crazy woman. No, scrub that, she was looking at me like some wild animal. Some scary female saber-toothed tiger or some such. Some wild and crazy female of the species that was hell-bent on getting what they needed, and right then what they needed was cock. Cock, lots of cock. And cock of a certain dimension, and cock of a certain color. And knowing that I couldn’t give this crazy beast-woman what she craved, I smiled and went to find a man who could. 
 
    I don’t know what kind of picture I painted to Malcolm, my face wet with Jill’s juices and my hair mussed and tousled from her constant pulling at my scalp. But I guess he didn’t care. 
 
    “Malcolm, I just wanted to say thanks for the meal, and ask if you’d do me the honor. I’ve got a crazy woman through there who’s in need of some serious fucking. If it wouldn’t be too much trouble, I was wondering if you could give her a little something. You know, a little something to scratch the itch. To take the pain away for a while.” 
 
    I think that was the moment when the ice between Malcolm and me started to melt. To thaw a little, as we jointly conspired in the sexual gratification of the woman who’d been my wife and best friend for so many years. 
 
    The giant black man, all six-seven and three-hundred-pounds of him grinned like a child at Christmas. 
 
    “Don’t mind if I do. Don’t mind at all. Mighty decent of you, old man,” he chuckled as he gave me a slap on the shoulder that nearly sent me flying. 
 
    The game the three of us carried on playing out as Malcolm strode into the dining room and feasted his eyes on the meal laid out for him. I sensed there was going to be nothing tender or gentle about what was to follow, as he calmly started unbuckling his belt and readying himself for the job in hand, all the time talking to my beautiful near-naked wife displayed there on her back for him like some trophy of war, looking up at him through dazed but lust-filled eyes. 
 
    “Sweetheart, your loving husband here tells me that you’re a slut… a slut who needs cock… who needs big cock… big black cock… Now, baby, don’t be shy or embarrassed. This thing will go better for all of us if you’re honest with yourself… so tell me, Mrs. Foster… is your loving husband right? Are you a slut who needs my big black cock?” 
 
    Jill was still a little out of it from what I’d been doing to her for the last quarter-hour, but she just about managed to moan a semi-audible ‘I do’, which was enough for Malcolm who grinned at me, removed the last of his clothing and stepped into the place where I’d been. Standing menacing black cock in hand between Jill’s splayed and outstretched legs as she lay exposed and vulnerable on the dining room table. 
 
    I’d given Jill’s pussy such a work-out that there was no need for him to be gentle or slow. With one hand he pulled Jill’s already gaping love lips to their widest extent. With the other hand, he held his very fat nine-inch cock and sank all of it deep into Jill’s pussy in one smooth and fast stroke. 
 
    “Ohhh… fuck,” my finally fulfilled and satisfied wife cried, her long legs automatically locking around Malcolm’s ridiculously muscular body as if she was afraid someone would steal her toy away. “Shit, that feels good,” she followed up as if I was in any doubt as to how she felt about the man now deep in her body. 
 
    “Quiet, slut,” the huge black man barked out. “Ain’t no one told you to talk. You just be a good little bitch and concentrate on making my cock feel good… go on, my little slut… squeeze it down… use all those pussy muscles of yours to make your man feel good,” Malcolm ordered her, giving an extra little thrust of his pelvis to emphasize the message, making Jill wince a little from the depth of his cock in her. 
 
    “There’s a good girl… there ya go… work it, baby… work that tight little married pussy of yours… make the black man feel good… make your whitey boy husband see how much you love big black cock now… there you go… there’s a good girl,” Malcolm intoned as his muscular and huge black ass slowly started working his nine-inch black cock in and out of my quietly groaning wife. Her own hips now starting to work back and forth to keep the black man deep in her body happy as she obeyed his instructions to please him. 
 
    Malcolm’s thick black manhood was soon working in and out of Jill’s body at a steady lick, every single inch glistening with her juices as it re-emerged from her pussy only to be smoothly thrust all the way back. 
 
    Malcolm had a look of calm satisfaction on his face as he machined away at my wife’s body, her soft groans and sighs of pleasure no doubt music to his soul as he looked across at me. 
 
    “You were right Dave, this one sure is a hungry little slut. Do you think she’ll ever get enough cock? What do ya think? You know her best. Seems to me she’s just getting started. Seems to me she just wants more and more cock with every day goes by. Hell, she hardly just started working in the club and she already pulled a four-guy train. And that was just her first night! What this naughty little wife of yours gonna be like when she really hits her stride. Shit, ain’t no one gonna be safe, she gonna fuck us all dry. Ain’t gonna be a dry cock in the house.” 
 
    All the time his ass steadily moving back and forth, his thick glistening cock like some mechanical cylinder as it powered back and forth, Malcolm looking across at me as he trash-talked, ignoring my wife and just keeping her occupied with his cock ramming her pussy. The only sign of attention he gave her not to her face, not to the person, but rather to Jill ‘the body’, as his large black hands idly pulled at and tweaked her nipples as he trash-talked to me. 
 
    “What da ya say, Dave? Shall we give your slutty wife’s pussy a real work out? Shall I show her what a black man can really do? Make her forget all about that low-life in L.A. that tried to steal her away from you?” My own throat now tight as I tried to reply, the reference to Chris catching me slightly off-guard as my voice failed and I just nodded my head instead. 
 
    “Good man,” was Malcolm’s smiled response as he started to make good on his offer, taking his thick cock from Jill with a loud plop, her reddened pussy now gaping open and deep, getting her to stand on her heels before turning her around. One firm hand then on her ass as he gently pushed down on her back until her big tits were squashed down on the cushions and her ass was raised invitingly in the air. 
 
    Posed like that – black heels transitioning to long legs encased in black hold-up stockings transitioning to a shapely up-turned ass – she was every man’s fantasy. Utterly irresistible, and Malcolm was certainly not the man to resist as he thrust himself back deep into my wife’s squealing body. 
 
    “Oh fuck, easy there, Malc… you’re so fucking deep… careful please honey,” my wife asked, biting her lip from the new depths Malcolm’s big cock was reaching. 
 
    “Don’t you go being a cheeky little slut now, tellin’ me what I can and can’t do. Which parts of your ho pussy I can and can’t fuck. Your little cuck husband here gone and done give your sweet little pussy to me, so I’m gonna do just what I like with it. Okay, sugar?” he scolded Jill, although he did seem to slow a little. His use of the word ‘cuck’ to refer to me making me wince with a feeling of inner shame and embarrassment, feeling both more embarrassed and pained when said by a man rather than by Dee or Jill. 
 
    Malcolm carried on pumping away, Jill’s moans telling me how much she was enjoying it, her reddened pussy lips stretched tight in an almost seal-like shape around Malcolm’s fat black pork stick. Malcolm looked across at me, seeing me slightly blushing from his ‘cuck’ reference to me, and as if to emphasize his position of power he slapped his huge hand on Jill’s ass, first once and then a second time just for good measure. The reddening handprint on Jill’s rump showing who was in charge. 
 
    “Just so as you know whose pussy this is now, Jill. In case you had any doubts,” his face grinning as he actually looked at me rather than my wife. His grin only widening as he continued the game. 
 
    “What da ya think, Dave, man? Shall we take this little slut of yours upstairs and do some real damage? Show your slutty little wife a real good time?” He didn’t wait for an answer, he just withdrew himself from Jill’s body – winning a moan of disappointment from my suddenly empty wife – and reversed his earlier move as he turned my shaky-legged wife around so she was again facing him. 
 
    Her three-hundred-pound co-worker then picked her up as if she weighed nothing at all, held her in front of him just a few inches above his ramrod-straight cock and then carefully positioned her before weakening his arms so that gravity and all one-twenty-pounds of Jill’s weight drove his massive cock as deep as possible back into her body. 
 
    “Aaaah… ohh, fuck,” my suddenly breathless wife’s high pitched voice squealed, the only words she could manage before starting to take deep breaths to adjust to the depth of Malcolm’s intrusion into her body. She’d asked him to be careful and go a little less deep, but commonsense and physics said he must now be at least another inch or so deeper than when she’d made that request. But Jill was willingly powerless to do anything, her legs dangling off the ground, impaled as she was on her co-worker’s love spear. She couldn’t get off, there was nothing for her feet to push against, so all she could do was comfort herself with deep breaths and suck it up. 
 
    Malcolm put his hands underneath Jill’s ass and grinned across at me as he started walking towards the door, Jill groaning loudly with each step he took, each stride no doubt causing new and different feelings to her impaled pussy. 
 
    “Come on, hubby, let’s take this show on the road. Let’s head upstairs and give your pretty little wife what she came here for.” 
 
    The house now resonating with one groan from Jill for every one step from Malcolm, I followed his tight black ass up the stairs, the three of us making an Oreo in reverse. Jill’s pussy and sobs. Malcolm’s three-hundred-pounds of black muscle and cock. And me the tail-end Charlie in our little three-person convoy heading upstairs for more fun and games. 
 
    When we entered the bedroom Malcolm stood stock still, like some ebony statue with my wife's arms and legs now locked around him as she clung on for dear life. 
 
    “I thought we might have us some fun, Dave. See that little pot of lube there on the bedside table? Why don’t you lube up your cock and we can have us some DP fun? Jill tells me she’s never had a real DP. A little bit of playing and partying before, but never a real DP. Well, now she hangin’ with the brothas about time we put that right, don’t ya think? So be a good boy, lube yourself up and lay down on your back and we’ll get this game started.” 
 
    Shit! How had it come to this? How had Jill and me come to this? Less than a week before our son’s wedding and this oh-so-respectable white couple were in the home of a borderline criminal about to play three-person hide the pork-sword so that Jill was stuffed full of two male men at the same time. What would our friends and family say if they could see the depraved scene about to play out? Fuck, fuck, fuck. 
 
    And the worst thing of all was that the two little flies in Malcolm’s web were both as excited as hell. Looking across at Jill, there was no doubt that she wanted this. Her eyes were blazing with energy and excitement, her cheeks more flushed than they’d been at any point this evening. 
 
    So I lubed up just as Malcolm had told me, a mental picture of the Alice in Wonderland rabbit hole opening up to reveal another five or six unseen levels of debauched inferno. But not caring a jot for the future and where we might be headed now that Luther had given us as playthings to his giant Head of Security. 
 
    Shaking like a leaf, I obediently laid down on my back and held my slim five-and-a-half inches in my hand, like a puppy dog waiting expectantly to get his chew toy. Malcolm grinning down at me as he lifted his Barbie doll up and off his fat cock, positioning her gently with the tip of her puckered ass right above my cockhead. 
 
    “There you go sweetie, time to give your hubby a little sugar, a little back-passage sugar,” and then for the first time, I started sliding my cock into Jill’s ass. Loving the feeling of her snug and tight fit as the lube helped me slip past her tight ass muscle, aware of the nervous tension in her body which contrasted with the excited look on her face. 
 
    She’d let Dee use a long thin anal dildo on her a couple of times already, and Dee had hinted at this a couple of times. And now that it was actually happening I’m sure she was relieved that it was my fun-sized cock that was probing her rear, rather than some of the other cocks she’d grown used to taking recently. 
 
    “Oh, honey… oh, baby… you feel so good on me… wow, you feel amazing… I love the feeling of you on me…” It felt amazing and wanted Jill to know, her smile back at me uniting us in another special moment. 
 
    “Don’t you two love birds get all lovey-dovey on me now, old Malcolm wants his fun now, wants his pound of flesh,” Malcolm’s deep voice suddenly reminding me that I was the junior partner in this three-way game of hide the sausage. 
 
    With Jill’s lovely soft rump pressed snug to my groin, I suddenly started feeling Malcolm’s huge black cock pushing deep into Jill’s body. Barely a second later it must have been what I was feeling nudge against my own cockhead. Not directly touching, but pushing down through the two sets of thin membranes that encased our two cocks, it was a surreal moment. Feeling my own cock next to another, much larger cock that was working alongside my own to sexually satisfy and pleasure wife. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Jill’s strangled voice cried out through gritted teeth. “I feel so damned full… never felt like this before… shit… fuck,” Jill’s language most unusual for her, but not a bit surprising given what she was having done to her by her two dinner dates. 
 
    “Oh, baby girl, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet… you wait till it’s me in your ass and Luther’s big cock in your snatch… then you’ll know the meaning of the word ‘full’… now you and hubby just stay still and let Malcolm here work his black cock magic on you…” 
 
    And that’s exactly what Jill and I did for the next few minutes as Malcolm’s immense weight pressed down on Jill and on me through Jill, as he started slowly building up a head of steam as he sawed that huge cock of his in and out of Jill’s pussy. Each time he pushed in, my own cock experiencing the surreal feeling of another man’s cock bumping my own as he went deep within Jill’s stretched pussy. 
 
    He went on and on, fucking her like this, her legs curled around his back as their mouths joined in a non-stop passionate kiss until finally, it was too much even for Malcolm, and he cried out as he spat his scalding seed deep into Jill. Just for a moment so excited that he forgot to support his own body weight and Jill and I felt the full downward weight of his huge frame, triggering my own orgasm as Jill’s body writhed and squirmed as she enjoyed yet another climax. 
 
    *** 
 
    The three of us slowly and gingerly untangled our three bodies, me being the last able to stand, looking at Malcolm’s grinning face with a dazed look. 
 
    “Shit, Dave. This gonna be some fun night.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 24 
 
    Tuesday 19th June 2018, morning, rushing to work 
 
    I was in a strange place mentally as I drove across town heading to my first meeting of the day. My mind, still full of the sights and sounds of an unforgettable Monday evening at Malcolm’s house. An evening that started with a fairly conventional conversation and meal, punctuated only by Jill sneaking off to the kitchen for some kissing and make-out time with her new lover. But which had ended up with a three-way sex festival that had left sights and sounds imprinted on my brain and eyeballs that I’d not forget until the day I died. 
 
    When the three of us had untangled our sweaty and post-orgasmic bodies from the DP sandwich Malcolm had instigated, he’d smiled at me and promised we were ‘gonna have some fun’ before the night was done. And that’s certainly how things played out, providing me with a much better night than at times I’d feared. 
 
    A night which had just gotten better and better after I’d declined Jill’s offer that we head home as the best way of fixing my funk. Instead, deciding to take more of an active role, culminating in me pleasuring Jill with my fingers and mouth before handing her across to the six-seven man-mountain who’d given her a good fucking before taking Jill upstairs and introduced her to the pleasure of DP's. 
 
    After our initial shared three-way climax, the rest of the evening had passed in a whirl of bacchanalian lust, as yours truly enjoyed the perfect mix of voyeuristic pleasure blended with being one of the cool kids when the mood took me. Quietly watching from the sidelines as Jill and Malcolm disappeared into the shower for some sudsing fun which soon developed into another stand-up fuck session, as Malcolm first finger-fucked my wife in the shower before bouncing her up and down on his huge cock. 
 
    The sexual pleasure they were giving each other only visible to me through the outlines of their thrusting and writhing bodies, the steamy shower glass obscuring the detail. Making it look like some latter-day X-rated knock-off of a French Impressionist masterpiece, all blurred edges and impressions rather than vivid clear detail. 
 
    When Malcolm had finally opened the shower door to reveal the detail, I’d been greeted by a beaming Jill as she clung to her lover’s ebony body as he carried her back to bed, balls deep and happily impaled on his nine-inch cock. Throwing her down and then carrying on where he’d left off. Fucking her roughly in missionary for a few minutes, before smiling at me and making Jill kneel on the carpeted floor so he could fuck her doggy style. Telling me in no uncertain terms, “Hell, Dave. She’s got such great titties, it would be a crime against humanity not to watch them swing as I fuck her.” And fuck her was exactly what he did. 
 
    Watching Jill’s big tits swinging back and forth in time with Malcolm’s deep and savage thrusts had soon awoken my own cock and, without speaking, the way I lubed my cock and lay back on the bed told Malcolm exactly what I wanted. Jill wobbling on her shaky legs as Malcolm helped her to her feet as she looked at my cock and the lube. 
 
    “Shit, what have I let myself in for. You two boys are going to fuck me to death before the night’s through. Hell, I might not be walking for a month when the two of you are done with me.” Her smile had told me she wasn’t upset at the prospect, no doubt like me happy that the evening was working out a whole lot better than had looked the case half-way through. 
 
    This little three-person friendship pact had ended up with all three of us coming together again in a crescendo of noise that could have woken the dead, with me and Jill again realizing just how heavy Malcolm was as his excitement made him forget the need to be careful and support most of his own weight. 
 
    Jill and Malcolm’s trip to the shower afterward had been a little more sedate second time around. The sudsing more gentle and more about really getting clean than the last time. Full-on fucking and cries of ecstasy replaced by long and tender kisses and quiet murmurs of pleasure from Jill. In some ways even more painful and arousing for her cuckold husband to watch. The perfect dessert to accompany the earlier main course of black salami she’d enjoyed, with a side order of white chipolata I’d offered into the mix. 
 
    This time when the two of them had emerged from the shower, they’d opted to continue their lovers’ closeness, happy to just lie body-to-naked body on the bed, head-to-head, the moments a mix of kisses and gazing into each other’s eyes. My heart and nerves finding this even more difficult and bittersweet than almost anything else I’d seen earlier in the evening. I’d given Jill a gentle kiss to reassure her I was alright, and then I’d headed downstairs to make myself a drink. Having felt awkward being in the same room as two of them when they were sharing a time like this, so clearly meant for two, not three. 
 
    I’d then stayed downstairs for some time, nosing my way through some of the Army photos on Malcolm’s shelves and walls and seeing what books he had, feeling a lot happier about things. Malcolm seemed a nice guy, nicer than I’d expected, and I’d found myself hearing Veronica’s words in my head again. About how he was a sensitive and thoughtful lover and boyfriend, and how she wished they’d never broken up. 
 
    But as ever in my new lifestyle, the knowledge that he was a nice guy carried the cut and the danger of a double-edged sword. It meant we could have fun nights like this, just as we’d had with Chris in the early days. But that there was a heightened risk that Jill might fall for the guy, just as she’d fallen for Chris. Although I’m not sure many people would describe Chris as ‘a nice guy’, it was more his blend of charisma tinged with arrogance and animal magnetism that had done for Jill. 
 
    The evening had ended for me as I realized it was getting late, I’d finished my drink and headed back up the stairs. From the sounds wafting down the stairs I’d been pretty sure I knew what I was going to find. And I’d not been disappointed as this time I was greeted by the sexy and beautiful tableau of my beautiful wife’s big boobs and shapely body slowly and luxuriantly riding up and down on Malcolm’s big cock. His dark hands alternately holding her hips to help her or sometimes cupping and squeezing at the beautiful fruits that were her tits. 
 
    Even though I’d just been thinking of Chris, which always brought back all my fears and worries, I’d known what I was going to say to Jill. As I kissed her softly, told her to enjoy herself and said that I’d see her back home in the morning. Jill had just smiled at me, happy that I was in a good place, given me a goodnight kiss and then as I’d headed down the stairs she’d returned her attentions to the man who was deep in her body. 
 
    *** 
 
    All of these sights, sounds and memories had played themselves back to me as I drove across town the next morning. I knew that I had a busy morning ahead of me, and even though I enjoyed them, part of me wished I’d been better able to concentrate on work stuff. But this new lifestyle that Jill and I had discovered had a unique way of edging other parts of our life from center stage to the side wings. The emotional and physical experiences we were bringing into our everyday lives were too powerful to be happy playing second string to anyone or anything. 
 
    I just about managed to hit sixty percent concentration during my first meeting. My brain trying to decode why, contrary to my expectations, I’d not seen Jill back home before I’d headed to work. I’d assumed that before she headed to work she’d need to come home to get a change of clothes and pack her bags for L.A. But by the time I left for work, there was no sign of Jill and so twenty minutes into my first meeting I’d finally given in and sent her a brief text, trying to sound as chilled and relaxed as I’d been the night before. 
 
    ‘Hi, honey. Missed you this morning. All okay? D xxx’ 
 
    I was heartened that I got a reply from Jill almost immediately. 
 
    ‘Sorry, darling. Our host from last night was reluctant to let me out of his bed this morning. Ended up running late. Will call you at lunchtime. Thanks for a great night. Love you always J xx’ 
 
    I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised, feeling a mix of hurt and cuck pleasure that Jill had prioritized more time in bed with her new man overseeing her husband before she flew out to L.A. later today. 
 
    *** 
 
    I did get the promised call from Jill, but it was a call that set a number of alarm bells ringing in my head. Jill always knew my calendar, being the great P.A. she was, she’d managed to synch up my company calendar with her Gmail so even though she was outside our company system she could see when I was busy or not. And her call had come just minutes after my eleven to twelve call ended. Her voice was a little breathless and on edge, but I could tell she was trying to sound as breezy and relaxed as possible. 
 
    She apologized for last night and rapidly turned the topic onto an email she’d had from Becky’s mum about some last-minute issues to do with the upcoming wedding. I knew Jill well enough to know she was hiding something which gave me a nervous feeling in my gut, these last few months teaching me there’s almost nothing worse than knowing there’s some bad news coming but not knowing what it is. 
 
    I was just about to try and find a semi-diplomatic way to ask Jill what it was she wasn’t telling me, when the mystery explained itself. Jill was still talking I heard in the background the automated ‘welcome and buckle up’ announcement of an American Airlines flight, just as I heard a firm but polite voice ask Jill to switch her phone off as they were about to take off. 
 
    “Jill, I thought you were going on the evening flight. You know, the one that gets you in around ten p.m.,” I asked, trying to keep my voice calm. 
 
    “No baby, we never talked about a flight time,” she immediately came back with, her voice light and sure sounding. 
 
    “Jill, I distinctly remember talking about it, because I said I wanted to go together on the Wednesday evening flight, and you said you thought the Tuesday evening flight was better, and then started telling me all about Malcolm’s dinner invite.” I was absolutely certain she’d been planning to use the evening flight and I felt let down and hurt. 
 
    There was a pause on the other end of the line and I got the distinct idea Jill was trying to work out what to say. How to explain away saying Tuesday evening when trying to sell me the idea, but having got my tacit agreement then booking herself on a flight that would get there an extra half-day earlier. Turning one day when she was alone with Chris into a day-and-a-half. Maybe not a big deal in different circumstances, but to me, a huge deal given I’d not been happy about one day, and now Jill had by a sly sleight of hand added an extra fifty percent on top of that. 
 
    Finally, she spoke, her voice a mix between nervous and apologetic. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. I must have forgotten to mention it. When I got around to booking the flights, it seemed more sensible to go on the lunchtime flight, as Chris and I have so much to do. We were both so busy yesterday, I just plain forgot to tell you. Sorry, honey. I didn’t think it would be a big deal.” 
 
    I was just about to speak when Jill cut across me. “Sorry, darling. I’ve really got to switch off now otherwise I’m going to be in trouble. I promise you I’ll call the moment I land in L.A. and we can straighten things out. Love you, honey, always.” 
 
    *** 
 
    As the line went dead I had a horrible thought, how this was the third thing Jill hadn’t been totally upfront with me recently. None of the three times in themselves big, although I think taking Luther’s job offer without discussion was pretty big, but taken together it was a worrying pattern. The dinner with Malcolm, taking the job offer, and now the changed flight times. 
 
    After everything that had happened, although I didn’t believe Jill would hide a big thing from me, these little evasions and half-deceits gnawed away at my mind and confidence. It wasn’t a good feeling and I knew I’d have to wait for Jill’s call until I could restore any peace of mind. 
 
    All through my afternoon meetings and calls, my mind was full of images from Jill’s time with Chris. From the early days, from their time together in England when they kept Gemma and me company and lived as man and wife for the duration of the break, from the end days when it had all gone so horribly wrong. 
 
    I tried to concentrate on more positive thoughts, from my last conversation with Chris, and from when Jill had returned to me after she’d rejected Chris’s request that she go and live with him in California. But it was just too hard, the twin facts of not seeing Jill this morning and then her suddenly moving her flight up was just too much for me to remain on an even keel. I ended up canceling my last two calls of the day. I knew they were important and that I was in so fit state to play the role I needed to. 
 
    Instead, I headed home early to beat the traffic, checked the flight times and waited for Jill to ring me, knowing her flight would land around five-thirty. 
 
    You can’t believe how happy I felt as I heard my phone ring and saw the magic digits flashing on the screen: ‘Jill cell.’ 
 
    I felt a confusing mix of emotions. Euphoria at knowing I’d be able to hear Jill’s voice and get a better handle on what had happened, but balanced by a clanging fear at what surprises she might spring on me. 
 
    My flight tracker told me Jill’s flight had only just landed, giving me a warm and happy feeling inside that at least this time she stayed true to her word and rang me the moment she landed. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” Jill’s cheery voice greeted me, as if there was nothing wrong and our last words hadn’t been an argument about her misleading me on her flight time. 
 
    “Hi, babe.” 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry if I forgot to tell you about the flight. During the flight, I was thinking back and you’re right, we did talk about an evening flight. I’m really sorry I forgot to tell you about booking an afternoon flight instead. But with everything going on I just forgot. Everything’s been so crazy recently. Honey, I am really sorry. I know these things are really hard for you these days. Forgive me, babe?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. ‘These things are really hard for you these days’ – that’s what she’d said, and I couldn’t disagree. But I had a sinking feeling, wondering if everything in our life was now viewed through the lens of our new lifestyle. Through the lens of hurt and likelihood of pain or of how things might develop with whichever man Jill might be talking to, smiling at or just even thinking about. 
 
    I was lost in my thoughts and Jill was waiting for my response. “I forgive you, honey.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I could hear the relief in her voice. “I hate it when I do anything that hurts you, sweetheart. I’m so lucky that you’re happy for me to have this fun. That you enjoy it so much too. But it kills me inside if I get it wrong and it hurts you.” 
 
    I could hear the thoughts in her mind. The words she was thinking but leaving unsaid, too painful to be said out loud. ‘… Like when I fell in love with Chris, and just for a moment thought about leaving you for him…’ 
 
    “What’s done is done,” I replied, my customary stoic coping mechanism kicking in. And then I took another deep breath and came to the thing that I’d been thinking about almost non-stop during the five hours of Jill’s flight. The thing I had to say to her which I hoped she’d take the way I intended. As a practical step and open communication between us, not something that would make her feel insulted and untrusted. 
 
    “Jill, baby. I’ve been thinking. While you’re there, I know you have to work with Chris. That’s fine. But I don’t know what you were thinking about other stuff. You know, given the history between you. Well, I’ve been thinking, and I think bearing in mind everything that’s happened the last day or so, what with not seeing you last night and you forgetting to tell me about the job… well, let’s just say I’m feeling a little fragile and I’m not sure I could cope with you and Chris hooking up again… even for old time’s sake… it might just be a bit much for me now.” 
 
    There was a long silence at the other end of the line. Jill and I had never really set rules with this new lifestyle of ours. More we were just taking it a day at a time, but I’d always given her my permission and approval in the past. Like when she’d asked me if she could spend time with Josh and Freddy when I was away. So I hoped Jill would think what I was saying was reasonable, but with no clear ground rules, there was a risk of a blow-up. And the longer the silence went on, the more I was worried. 
 
    “Of course, sweetheart,” I breathed a sigh of relief. “I’ll not lie and say I’ve not thought about it. After everything that Chris and I had, of course, I’ve thought about it. But I know how what he tried to do, and how I really cut you up. And like I said, I love you babe and I hate to do absolutely anything that hurts you. So, of course, honey, if you don’t want anything to happen, that’s totally fine with me.” 
 
    “Thanks, honey,” my voice now a little flat from the emotional strain. “I love you too. I know we both love this new lifestyle. And I know we’re just learning, and we’ll be fine as long as we keep talking. And I really want this week to be about John and Becky and their special day. Not spoilt by some accidental blow out from our new secret lifestyle.” 
 
    Jill giggled. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” I asked, genuinely perplexed. 
 
    “You, babe. ‘Our new secret lifestyle’. You really think that? Secret apart from Charlotte, Callan and our daughter Abigail knowing all about it. Oh, and if Abigail knows, then I guess that means Sarah knows. And if Sarah knows, I guess that means John, and John means Becky, and if Becky knows there’s a fair chance her mum and dad Pamela and Dale know, but that’s okay coz they’re California folk so they probably think we’re fairly staid by California norms…” 
 
    Shit! Of course I knew that Abigail knew, and much of the rest I guess I wasn’t surprised at, but it had been something I’d tried to force to the back of my mind and forget. Because just as some might disapprove of Jill’s part in our new lifestyle, labeling her ‘a slut’, I’d be the one labeled worse and thought of worse. 
 
    It was one thing to be thought of and called a cuckold in the privacy of the bedroom and by people like Dee in the heat and passion of the games we played. It was quite another thing to be thought of that way by the wider community, by people who were friends and family or co-workers. 
 
    The thought hurt like hell. If I’d been honest with myself, it was also the most deliciously painful stiletto I’d yet felt of masochistic cuckold angst – but I was a long way from being that honest with myself right now. I even felt myself coloring up at the thought of the next time I shook Becky’s dad’s hand and what he might be thinking about me. 
 
    “Dave, Dave, sweetheart. Are you still there?” 
 
    “Sorry, sweetheart. My mind was somewhere else.” 
 
    Jill giggled again, but this time a softer and quieter giggle. “Don’t worry, honey. There’s plenty worse than us. And anyway, who cares what other people think. The only four people I care about don’t have a problem with it, so that’s good enough for me. It’s the twenty-first century and people lead all kinds of lives these days.” 
 
    Then another chuckle to herself before she continued. “I seem to remember our own daughter telling us ‘way to go’ and that she was proud we still had it in us.” 
 
    This wasn’t exactly the direction I’d planned for our conversation to go, so I gently nudged it back to topics less likely to induce a coronary in this slightly overweight fifty-one-year-old husband to a hotwife, which I thought was a better way to think of myself as an out-and-out cuckold. 
 
    Happy that my roadrunner feet were back the right side of the cliff-edge, my heart rate recovered to something less medically damaging and Jill and I finally wrapped up the conversation with her telling me she’d call me ‘after dinner’. I was pretty sure ‘dinner’ wouldn’t be alone, but with Jill having agreed with my request that nothing untoward would happen between her and Chris, I didn’t labor the point. 
 
    Insisting that Jill had a Room Service dinner while watching Sixty Minutes was the surest way imaginable to come across as the insecure husband (which of course I wasn’t) and drive her back into the arms of the man who’d wanted to take her away with him to California. 
 
    *** 
 
    Feeling a little calmer and better about life (although not a hundred percent, Jill was too physically close to Chris for that) I settled in to look in the fridge and see what I might cook. Settling on an omelet with some fries and a couple of beers, which would go nicely with watching the Marlins-Giants game as a nice quiet, restorative way to spend the evening. Exactly what the doctor (and shrink) would have ordered given everything that had happened since Friday. 
 
    The game had just gotten to the bottom of the third when the doorbell sounded. Even though the previous days game had been a close one which we’d shaded by a single score, the Marlins were already down four to zero and I was fearful of how the rest of the game might go. So I wasn’t entirely displeased when I looked out and saw the familiar red 1974 Firebird and Callan standing there holding a six-pack and muttering the words ‘entry ticket.’ 
 
    Now that he and Charlotte had finally called time on their recent attempt to put their marriage back together, he’d found himself at a loose end, and knowing from Charlotte that Jill was out of town he’d headed over to keep me company. 
 
    “Pity call, then,” I joked, taking the beers from him and handing one back as we sat and started watching the game. 
 
    After a brief uptick in the fourth when we brought it back to within one point, but then in the fifth, the Giants scored another two and Callan and I only kept half-an-eye on the game after that as we agreed we didn’t see the Marlins coming back from here, our prediction proving correct as the Marlins didn’t manage even one more run after the fourth. 
 
    Callan and I weren’t super close – I don’t think that would ever be possible after his earlier history with Jill – but we were close enough, and so we kicked around all the usual topics. How sales were doing in his firm, my upcoming trip to L.A. and whether or not I thought we’d end up paying the client compensation. 
 
    But as the conversation went on I sensed there was something else Callan wanted to discuss and I bided my time until he finally came out with it. 
 
    “Dave, we’re going to be together quite a bit over the weekend, at the wedding. And you know how much Charlotte and I love your kids, almost think of them as the kids we never had, how we love being Uncle Callan and Aunty Charlotte to them. Well, I’ve been doing some thinking, and there’s something I want to get off my chest, kinda clean slate before the wedding.” 
 
    By now my heart was truly thumping. What on earth could be so big that it needed this kind of build-up, what was it he needed to get off his chest having known me for so long. I felt a horrible pain in my gut, was there something between him and Jill that I didn’t know about? 
 
    “Dave, man, I have to tell you, deep in my heart, however much we’ve been friends, a little bit of me has always hated you and been suspicious of you. Do you remember all those years ago, when Jill and I had just split up and I was dating Charlotte? And do you remember the evening I came over to Jill’s place to see her but she wasn’t there, so I left a letter for her with Naomi.” 
 
    Now I’d gone from scared to plain confused. Why on earth was Callan spouting on about hating me and a letter from twenty plus years ago? 
 
    “I never told anyone this before, Dave, but a couple of days before Charlotte and I had a huge row, and it made me do a lot of soul-searching, and it made me realize I’d made a huge mistake and that I still loved Jill and wanted her back.” 
 
    All of a sudden it was becoming a lot clearer and I hated where this was leading. 
 
    “I knew I had to do something about it, I couldn’t go through life wondering what might have been. I knew I had no right to do it, after everything I’d put Jill through, but I did it anyway. I bared my soul, letting her know exactly how sorry I was for hurting her and that I hoped she could forgive me and have me back. I put it all down in that letter, hoping she’d read it and give me a second chance. But then after everything, Jill wasn’t there. It was only you and her friend Naomi in the house, and Jill never even said anything to me. Not one thing, not all these years. It was like she never even read the letter.” 
 
    In that moment a look passed between Callan and me. He didn’t have to spell it out. ‘Hated and suspicious’ were the words he’d used. He reckoned that I’d had something to do with Jill’s non-reply and failure to even acknowledge its contents or even Callan himself. 
 
    Going right back to childhood, I’ve never had much of a poker-face, but I put my best foot forward. 
 
    “Callan, you’ve got to remember, Jill was really, really hurt by what you did to her. You broke her heart, shattered it and stomped it into little pieces,” pausing to let my over the top words sink in, enjoying the guilty look on Callan’s face as the old adage that attack is the best form of defense played out. 
 
    “Callan, however you and I started out, I like to think we’ve become good friends over the years. Maybe we’re chalk and cheese, but we’ve become good friends. And look, the way I think about it, whatever happened twenty years ago, it’s all water under the bridge. If you’re saying you feel bad about that hate and suspicion, then thanks for being straight with me, but put your mind at rest, it’s all water under the bridge to me. We’re cool. Nothing to worry about that’s going to spoil Jon’s wedding.” 
 
    Callan had a strange look on his face. Part guilt from his confession, part relief that I bore no grudge, and part maybe a little disbelief at my response to the question he’d never quite had the courage to ask directly. 
 
    I slapped him on the back – told him again that it was all in the past as far as I was concerned, and turned to collect two more beers, wondering to myself what Callan really thought now. 
 
    *** 
 
    Thursday 21st June 2018 - Breakfast 
 
    “How do you think the meeting will go today?” she asked. 
 
    It was good to be looking over the breakfast cups and plates at the beautiful woman who I called my wife. The woman whose love, warmth and humor had captivated me for so many years – the woman who was my best friend, lover and family partner all rolled into one. 
 
    “Good. I think it will be fine. I’ve kept close enough to the guys here and checked every little part of their work. This time, finally, I think they’ve got it right. They’ve still got plenty to do after today, it’s only the first check-point today but I think it will go fine.” 
 
    Jill smiled, happy at my news. 
 
    “What about you, honey? When are you going to tell Chris you’re leaving and ask him to waive the notice period?” 
 
    Her face showed this wasn’t a conversation she was looking forward to having. “I’ll have to see. Yesterday he was too stressed out, and today doesn’t look much better. I’ll try and tell him today, or failing that I’ll tell him this evening.” 
 
    “This evening?” I parroted back, “I didn’t know we were seeing him this evening.” My voice light and breezy, trying not to let my slight annoyance show. The back of my mind thinking back to all of Jill’s recent half-truths. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. I must have forgotten to mention it. Chris asked if we could join him for dinner tonight. He said that after you and he had that good talk that maybe all three of us having dinner together would show there are no hard feelings. Help make sure there are no unresolved issues, that kind of thing...” Her voice trailing off, the slightly elevated pitch of her voice leaving me no doubt that she liked Chris’s offer. 
 
    I looked across at her, all kinds of thoughts going through my head. How I’d told her I was feeling too frail for her to have any type of physical time with Chris. How part of me wished for the much simpler life we’d had before we’d started playing these games. And maybe most of all, how even though he wasn’t physically present there at our breakfast table, Chris had somehow managed to elbow his way right into our happy little couple’s breakfast. Just as somehow he’d managed to elbow his way into the heart of our marriage after a single conversation all those months ago when Jill had opened up about our single experimentation with swinging. 
 
    As if on cue, Chris walked into the hotel restaurant, his big smug Senior VP smile amping up all of the negative thoughts I’d already been having. As he invited himself to join us, explaining he’d offered to give Jill a lift in, he was charm personified as he pressed all the right buttons. Asking me how I was, how I was set for my meetings and about the preparations for the wedding, and evening to sneak in a reference to our last conversation when he’d told me how jealous he was of me as I was the one who had Jill. 
 
    We only talked for maybe five or ten minutes, but by the end, my initial irritation at his smug grin had gone and I remembered how we’d managed to end up good friends, that is when he wasn’t busy screwing my wife and then inviting her to live with him in California. 
 
    Sensing my change of mood, he repeated his offer of treating Jill and me to dinner, waiting for my answer in such a way that it made it difficult for me to say no. 
 
    “Great, see you later, hope all goes well with your big meeting,” being his last words as ever the gentleman he allowed Jill to walk in front of him as they left the table and headed towards his car. 
 
    Just the smallest of details, but seeing the two of them walking away, backs towards me as they chatted caused a lump in my throat at the thought of what might have been. If Jill hadn’t changed her mind and told Chris that she wouldn’t leave me and live with him in California. Even this thought caused the symphony of voices at the back of my head to pipe up, about what a fool I was to treat Chris with such civility and to have accepted his offer of dinner. 
 
    *** 
 
    The level of focus and attention I needed to apply to the client’s board meeting was my friend that morning as it forced me to forget all about Chris, Jill and Malcolm. If my meeting went South then I might be looking for a new job. I was confident in the content and accuracy of the revised modeling outputs we were presenting, but I was old enough to know this was only half the battle. The other half, was those three imponderables in any big meeting. How you told the story, how you built bridged and mini-alliances with the people around the table and just as important, how you reacted to the brickbats and snarky comments that were likely to be thrown in a recovery situation like this. 
 
    With so much on the line, I wasn’t planning to let the local guys who’d screwed up so badly do a whole lot of talking. In our final prep meeting the day before I’d told them that I’d field all the questions, and that they shouldn’t speak unless I specifically asked for their input, even if the client’s board asked one of them a specific question. They’d looked both hurt and angry at the straitjacket and lack of trust I was showing, but when I reminded them the size of the compensation bill we were looking at and what it would mean for their careers they soon buckled down. 
 
    The meeting itself went really well. We had a one-hour slot in a packed board agenda. It was originally scheduled for just before lunch, but ended up being two til three and it overran by a good half hour. But when we finally escaped the gladiatorial amphitheater, rode the elevator and emerged into the bright California summer I felt like a kid who had finished his college exams. I felt like throwing my mortarboard high into the air and whooping with joy, instead of having to settle for high-fives and a four-way happy and smiley conversation. 
 
    Despite the mid-afternoon hour, we felt like we’d more than earned it and so we found the nearest bar and I treated the guys to a couple of beers. They’d only seen my ‘I’m really pissed at you’ mean demeanor up until now, and I could see the tension and fear leave their bodies as they relaxed and enjoyed a far happier boss figure. I did remind them that we were only one month in and still had a couple of months to go before we could fully relax, but apart from this necessary reminder I was happiness and good humor personified. 
 
    As we got to the end of our second beers the conversation was running a bit low and I sensed that they would prefer it if their boss’s boss wasn’t there. So I told them that I needed to head back as my wife and I had plenty of wedding prep still to do, and I left them to it with the parting comment that they’d earned a good evening so they should make sure that one of them expensed the rest of the evening’s beer and food to my account. Strictly against company policy – but then I’d not been much of a one for rules and social norms these last few months. 
 
    Back at the hotel I hardly walked through the revolving door when I saw Jill and Chris sat together in the hotel bar, heads close together as they laughed about something or other and shared an end of day drink. 
 
    All my old insecurities came rushing back. In some ways, it seemed like a world ago since Chris had tried to steal Jill away from me. So much had happened since then. Freddy and Josh, then Luther, followed in short order by Dee and Veronica and now the latest bittersweet addictive cloud in Jill’s bed – Malcolm. When I thought about all this it seemed like two years, whereas in reality, it had only been two months. 
 
    My heart was pounding and the circular blender knives were whirring their happy little tune in my gut as I moved behind one of the lobby’s mandatory over-sized pot plants and watched the two of them. If watching Malcolm and Jill was like watching the early stages of a pottery class, with the clay still wet and the shape not clear, watching Chris and Jill together was like watching the finished article. 
 
    A relationship that had been deep and full – both deeply sexual and deeply emotional. A relationship so full and deep that even after twenty years together Jill’s initial answer to Chris had been that she would go with him to L.A. 
 
    Watching them together, seeing the closeness and the way they laughed, the way they drank and moved in synch had my heart pumping and my soul aching with pain. It was like I was partaking of the purest and most dangerous type of narcotic. Capable of giving the most euphoric and heavenly of highs, at the same time capable of killing you stone cold dead if you handled it wrong. 
 
    For what seemed an eternity I couldn’t stop myself looking at them. The way they looked held a hypnotic hold over me, however painful it was to watch, the pain in perfect balance with the sweet pleasure. 
 
    I’d planned to head up to our room to shower and change, but for long minutes I couldn’t pull myself away. The thought of leaving the two of them alone like this, inhibitions and resolve loosened by alcohol, was exciting to the pervert within. But it was also just a little too dangerous. But as I continued to watch them the dark side of my personality slowly got stronger until I finally forced my legs to move and I headed for the bank of elevators. 
 
    *** 
 
    Fear. 
 
    Fear is what I felt as I performed that simplest and most pleasant task of showering. Fear that maybe they’d be gone by the time I hurried back down to the hotel bar. That somehow Chris would have weaved his magic and taken my Jill away to his mountain lair, never more to be seen by me or our family. At least that’s what my over-active imagination told me, a loud voice in my head however much my rational brain told me this would never happen, that Jill and Chris were a thing all in the past. 
 
    Over these last months, I’d become a truly strange man. However much my body was shaking with fear, a part of me wanted to slow down my shower and getting dressed, so that I could enjoy the moment all the better. I’d long since realized that the pain and the pleasure were best friends that of necessity walked hand-in-hand, that I was never able to enjoy one without the other, that the pleasure was exponentially higher the more real the fear and the pain was. 
 
    Total insanity to a man who’s never experienced it or suffered from the cuckold kink. To a guy like me who’s known it, lived it and chased the Dragon it’s a self-evident truth. Two and two is four. No party mood without the price of the morning hangover. No narcotic high without the track marks on your arm or the shameful truths of what you’ll do for the fix. 
 
    So it was a good thirty minutes until I headed back downstairs to the lobby and bar. Ninety percent relieved, ten percent disappointed to see them both still there. Hardly moved, their heads still close together as they continued to laugh, share tiny flirty touches and smiles and generally just enjoy each other’s company. 
 
    As I enjoyed another few minutes of secret watching before joining them, I thought back to the first time when Chris had declared his love for Jill, and more importantly when she’d told him and then me that she loved Chris. Not that she’d stopped loving me, but that there was another man she also loved in the non-platonic, romantic and carnal sense of the word. 
 
    So much had happened these last two months that I’d put this thought out of my mind – but seeing them sat there so physically and emotionally close, how could I not think about it? It was a chest-crushing, oxygen-depriving, sledgehammer of a thought and it rooted me there to the spot as I stared at them and wondered what the rest of the evening would be like. If I’d been seriously bent out of joint by feeling the third cog at Monday’s dinner at Malcolm’s, how would I feel tonight? This second thought made it even more difficult to move across and start our evening together, but finally, my legs started walking. 
 
    “Hi guys, how was your day.” 
 
    That was my opener as I butted into their happy little two-some. To their credit, however close and happy they’d seemed, they looked happy to see me. 
 
    We shared small talk, they seemed almost as happy as me when I told them about my great meeting. And then, as if from out of nowhere the call arrived that left me with a terrible dilemma. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 25 
 
    Thursday 21st June 2018, Hotel in L.A. 
 
    Secretly I watched from the lobby as Chris and Jill sat in the hotel bar, their heads close together like lovers as they refreshed their old relationship. Watching them brought all kinds of pleasures and fears swirling into my consciousness. I’d built myself up to an even higher pitch of pleasure and pain by forcing myself away and prolonging my shower to give the two of them more time together and to give me more time to dwell on it. 
 
    But now back with them in the bar, I tried my best to appear calm and relaxed. 
 
    “Hi, guys, how was your day?” 
 
    That was my opener as I butted into their happy little twosome. To their credit, however close and happy they’d seemed, they looked happy to see me. 
 
    We shared small talk; they seemed almost as happy as me when I told them about my great meeting. And then, as if from out of nowhere, the call arrived that left me with a terrible dilemma. 
 
    The little screen said ‘Andy Oasis’, my main contact from the company I’d just met earlier that day on my project recovery mission. 
 
    “Hi, Andy, how you doing?” 
 
    “Hi, Dave. I’m good, thanks for asking. How are you?” 
 
    “A lot better than I was this morning, I don’t mind telling you. By the way, I was meaning to say a big thank you for all the help and patience, today and over the last few months. I know we screwed up and I really appreciate how you’ve helped us starting to put things back on track.” It never hurts to give a bit of soap, but in this case, I meant every word of it. 
 
    “Thanks, Dave,” he replied with polite brevity. “And Oasis and me personally really appreciate how you’ve gone above and beyond in trying to fix this thing. And actually, that’s why I’m calling. We’ve just finished the board meeting here and the Chairman and CEO have been really impressed by how you’ve handled this thing. We’ve had this kind of screw up before and our other advisers haven’t been nearly as effective or committed as you have in turning things around. We’re all heading downtown for a meal, some wine, and maybe a club, and the Chairman and CEO have insisted I get you along as they’d like to say thanks and get to know you a bit better …” 
 
    I’d heard that intonation and phrasing enough times to know there was a fifty-fifty chance that after the meal and over drinks and cigars there was quite possibly a job offer coming my way. After all, why pay a consulting company top dollar when you can hire the staff directly and pay half the amount? Even if I was wrong, this kind of invite was certainly great PR and networking and would likely lead to more sales sooner or later. 
 
    Ordinarily, I’d have jumped at the kind of invite Andy had just given me, but every bone in my body told me I shouldn’t leave Chris and Jill together alone for dinner and more booze. Hearing my non-reply, Andy doubled-down. 
 
    “Hey, Dave. I know you’ve got your wife in town for the wedding, but surely she wouldn’t miss you for just one evening? Surely she could go and see family or something? It’ll look bad for me if my bosses see I can’t persuade you. What da ya say, man?” 
 
    I was totally torn. I knew Andy was right that if I didn’t show it would reflect badly on him. And the possibility of a job offer or a budding relationship with the two most senior people in one of our largest clients wasn’t something to be sniffed at. But, hell, given the way I was feeling and the chemistry that was being rekindled between them right in front of my eyes, did I dare leave the two of them alone all evening in a nice restaurant with a free-flowing supply of wine? Did I have enough faith and trust in the two of them, in Jill? 
 
    “Come on, man, don’t make me look bad here. I’m up for promotion at year’s end. Come on, Dave, you owe me, man. I was the one who fought your corner last month and stopped them instructing the lawyers. You owe me, man.” 
 
    Andy’s voice and insistent tone made it difficult to concentrate and even more difficult to say no. 
 
    “Where’s the meal?” 
 
    “It’s about ten minutes from your hotel, Dave. Il Diablo, it’s one of the city’s best, you’ll love it.” 
 
    “Okay, you win, Andy. Give me a few minutes to finish up here. I’ll see you there in forty-five, okay?” 
 
    “Thanks, man. I won’t forget this, I owe you one,” and then the phone went dead as Andy rang off. 
 
    Jill and Chris looked confused, and so I explained. Chris looked me in the eye and asked me if I was still okay for him and Jill to go to dinner together, ‘given all that had happened’ as he so diplomatically put it. 
 
    Initially, I took this as a good sign, the guy doing the decent thing. But my brain whirred away wondering if this was a double bluff. A chess player offering up a pawn in the knowledge it meant he’d capture a queen, his offer making it difficult for me to be small-minded, however insecure I might be feeling. 
 
    “No, it’s okay, Chris, you two go ahead, let’s try and catch up for a drink afterward, I’ll see how quickly I can escape. Anyway, at least I’ve got a chance for a drink now. How’s about you open up that corporate wallet of yours and get me a double Scotch?” 
 
    Chris smiled. “Same old Dave. Would it kill you to support America, to give Kentucky a chance just for once? Or are you such an Anglophile that there’s no hope for you?” 
 
    “Anglophile? Don’t be so ignorant, Chris. What would your Scottish grandmother say if she heard you suggesting Glenfiddich’s distilled on the banks of the Thames? Shame on you … now, why don’t you hurry along and get that barman to pour me a double measure of his most expensive thirty-year-old, and consider paying for it due penance for your shocking lack of education and knowledge of your own family heritage …” 
 
    Chris grinned, we both grinned at each other, I think both remembering the happier times before things had all gone south, when Chris and I had been good friends without the suspicion and the tension over our shared love for the same woman. 
 
    *** 
 
    The meal and drinks with Oasis seemed to drag on inordinately. I was sat right between the CEO and Chairman. I only knew them from their media profiles and the initial research our sales department had done when we’d been originally pitching to be appointed their main technology advisers. Both of them were effusive in their praise of the way I and my company had worked to fix this problem, the unrestrained nature of their praise being my first clue that the evening would end up in a subtly worded approach to switch to work for them directly. If they’d been planning on the other option, more work, they’d have been in negotiation mode, more even-handed in their comments to maintain some semblance of leverage and indecision. An evening of over-the-top flattery, on the other hand, was more recruitment 101 foreplay. 
 
    On my second glass of port, I smiled to myself that my powers of prediction hadn’t failed me. “You know, Dave, we’ve been impressed by your company, but most of all it’s you we’ve been impressed with. There aren’t many people we come across that have your mix of technical and business insight, combined with the integrity and commitment you’ve demonstrated these last few weeks. You know, we’re always on the lookout for top-notch talent and if ever you were looking for a new challenge, we’d be honored if you’d think of us as a possible new home for your ambitions.” 
 
    And there you had it. That’s how you get to the top. The pitch-perfect cocktail of flattery, piqued interest, and subtle use of language. Designed to avoid a lawsuit where a blunter approach would have broken about fifteen anti-poaching clauses in the contract between our two companies. 
 
    My smile back to Calvin, the Oasis Chairman, told him we both understood the game, confirming to him that I was someone worth trying to snag, that I was someone who got both the technical and the political. 
 
    “Calvin, that’s very kind of you to say those nice things. I’m lucky to have a strong team around me and a good company backing us up.” Translation – I don’t come cheap. “And obviously we’re very committed to supporting you in your development plans, and the more we understand these, the better we can support you. So anything you can share about those plans helps us support you better.” Meaning, tell me what you want me to head up and work on, so my company can help you, because of course, I’d never jump ship; that would be unethical, right? 
 
    The rest of the evening was a delicately choreographed dance, talking through the three or four new areas they were focusing research on and how it was terribly hard to get strong leadership for these areas. How the last guy hadn’t worked out, despite an annual half-million package and matching stock options to incentivize him. I had to admire the guy. Best part of a bottle of wine in him and four vintage ports and he still didn’t put a foot wrong. Poetry-in-motion, this guy’s corporate seduction technique was something to behold. No wonder he was on his fourth marriage; this type of skill being something that would be hard to contain to working life only. 
 
    *** 
 
    Ten-thirty p.m. and it was a slightly drunk but very happy Dave Foster who was heading back to the hotel, window wide open in the cab to try and help me sober up a little. Honestly, the evening had been so full on that I’d not had much chance to think about Chris and Jill and all of my intense earlier insecurities. My mind was pretty much focused on where my conversation with Calvin Davis had ended up. When he’d looked me in the eye and told me they were placing an ad in various trade journals and needed to make an appointment in the next month. Both of us thinking ‘pity the poor schmuck’ who read the ad and bothered to apply, as the interview shortlist was a shortlist of one. The package he’d hinted at was a full sixty percent higher than my current package, and as a guy with maybe ten years left on my career was an offer I’d struggle to resist if I was to do the right thing by my family and myself. 
 
    The cab was already charged to the Oasis account, just another little example of their charm offensive, and so I hopped out at our hotel and for the first time for several hours thought about Jill and Chris. I half expected to see them in the hotel bar, but seeing no sign of them, I decided to head up to our room to see if they were there. 
 
    With a mind characterized by the half-drunk’s habit of wanting what they know is wrong for them, a little part of me hoped I’d find them in flagrante delicto. I knew I didn’t really want this, but my slightly sozzled brain wanted a little hit of the old passion and excitement before focusing back on our staid and serious weekend of family festivities. 
 
    I was just about to insert the electronic keycard when I stopped myself, pretty sure that I heard voices coming from within our suite. Part of me always felt guilty and ashamed whenever I eavesdropped or watched from the shadows, but it was a desire that I found increasingly difficult to resist. Something about the way it guaranteed I’d hear and know the truth in a life strewn with growing insecurities and worries these last few months. 
 
    Operating the lock as slowly and quietly as I could, I eased the door an inch or so open with the same care and then pushed my ear to the gap. I couldn’t hear the words, but it was clear to me the voices weren’t near the door, so I slowly eased it further until I could just about squeeze my head through and peer inside. 
 
    The light in the suite’s lounge was turned low. I looked through the door to the connecting bedroom to see that the voices were coming from the bedroom’s sliding door to the balcony, pushed open by Jill and Chris as they’d gone to sit together on the balcony to enjoy the cooler evening air. 
 
    My sense of shame and embarrassment took a distant second place to my sense of excitement that I could listen to them and get a true sense of how things were between them, although my excitement was balanced by a nervous anxiety about what I might hear. But in truth, this was the whole game Jill and I had been playing these last few months, pleasure mixed with danger as Siamese twins which seemed to encourage and give extra spice to each other. 
 
    I positioned myself in the shadows of the darkened lounge, making a mental note to announce myself and pretend I’d just arrived back as and when the two of them came inside and strained my hearing to pick up their conversation. 
 
    At first, what they discussed was innocuous and hardly interesting to me. Work stuff, Chris’s love life (or lack of it), and John and Becky’s upcoming wedding. Chris announced he was sad that he’d not been invited, in the next breath admitting he understood and accepted why this was so. It was just a short step from here to Chris teasing Jill about the fact she’d soon be a grandma, which earned him a look sharp enough to even be clear to me in the shadows and low lights of the balcony. 
 
    “Grandma … you wouldn’t be calling me Grandma if you’d been a fly on the wall these last few weeks in Miami.” I could almost hear the grin in her voice as she fought her corner. 
 
    “Yeah … you were a bit cagey about that when you asked me to waive notice … now that I’ve been nice enough to say yes, I think you owe your old boyfriend a bit more juicy gossip about what exactly you’re leaving me to do, and exactly what naughty games you and Dave have been playing to try and fill the Chris-shaped hole in your life …” 
 
    My heart was beating away. Chris's work problems hadn’t made him any less cocky and conceited, and hearing him referring to his previous status as Jill’s boyfriend tweaked my heartstrings. 
 
    “What’s to say, I guess Dave and I decided things got a bit too intense, a bit too emotional between the three of us in the end. So we decided to do something a bit more physical, a bit less involved,” Jill said, her voice wistful and reflective. 
 
    “That’s not gossip. I’ll need more than that. Who, how often, when, where, do I need to be worried, that sort of thing,” Jill’s apparently soon to be ex-boss replied, pushing for more detail and something juicier. 
 
    Jill made a half turn to the right, now looking directly at Chris. “Sometimes I’m a bit nervous to say it aloud myself. But would it surprise you if I told you they’re all black, African Americans?” 
 
    Chris nearly choked on the half-drunk glass of wine he’d been about to drink. “All? All? Did you just say ‘all’, Jill? Shit, I’ve only been gone a couple of months. Exactly how many guys have you been with?” he spluttered. 
 
    From her tone and smile, Jill was enjoying playing the scarlet woman, an infinitely better casting than Grandma Foster. “Well, let me see. First, there was Josh, then there was Freddy, they kind of come as a pair. Then they introduced me to Luther, and then he introduced me to Malcolm.” She was enjoying the shocked look on Chris’s face. “Oh, and of course I nearly forgot, there were Dee and Veronica as well. I’m not sure if they count or not, though, as they don’t have dicks,” she added playfully. 
 
    “You're shittin’ me, Jill. Are you telling me that sweet, mother of three, faithful wife Jill has had four black lovers and two lesbian play pals in the few weeks since I’ve been gone? Hell, Jill, are you going for some kind of world record or something?” Chris seemed genuinely shocked by Jill’s promiscuity since their relationship had ended. 
 
    The light was too low to see it, but I guessed she was blushing. “You make me sound like a right slut, and it wasn’t at all like that. It just kinda happened, what with Josh and Freddy living next door and my new, heightened libido, thanks to my man-slut of a boss. And then Josh kinda led to Luther, and Luther led to Malcolm.” 
 
    For the next few minutes, both Chris and I listened with rapt attention as Jill gave Chris the lowdown on all that had happened in her love life since he’d left, with Chris uncharacteristically quiet as he listened, only speaking as Jill reached the end of her story. 
 
    “Shit, Jill. And all this started because Dave virtually pushed you into the arms of Josh and Freddy. If I’ve got it right, that little gold bikini of yours was like some kind of Willy Wonka golden ticket, handed out by your loving husband to knock you off the wagon just two weeks after I asked you to leave him and come with me to L.A.” 
 
    A look passed between the two of them. “Shit, Jill, do you never wonder about that husband of yours? I mean, just two weeks after you nearly left him to come to L.A. with me, and he’s pushing you into the arms of two other guys? Don’t you ever wonder?” 
 
    There was a long silence, I guess Jill thinking about the question Chris had posed, the silence only broken by Jill’s long sigh before she finally spoke. 
 
    “Yeah, of course sometimes I do. I mean, it’s obvious what’s in it for me. An endless conveyor belt of hunky guys to bed me and fuck me with their big cocks, with an occasional romantic interest thrown in for good measure,” she added, looking across at Chris. “But for Dave, it’s different I guess. Sometimes he gets to play, like now there’s a girl called Veronica who’s really into him. But mostly he gets off on knowing and watching me with guys who he thinks of as more masculine and virile than him.” 
 
    Standing in the darkened room watching and listening as my own wife clinically dissected my strange addiction and happily discussed it with her ex-boyfriend felt like the biggest, most painful emotional betrayal. Even if I’d stooped to the low point of sharing Jill physically with other guys, the emotional betrayal of her talking about me like this felt like blades surging through my stomach up towards my chest. My whole body seemed on fire with energy and pain, feeling the biggest possible shame that I was enjoying the masochistic thrill of the pain I was feeling. It literally felt like a buzz was passing through my whole body, the pain and hurt deep and troubling but somehow pleasurable at the same time. 
 
    Chris chuckled, which just added an extra flew blades to my pain. “I guess he’s always been a bit insecure. And he’d have to be blind not to know he married above himself in the looks department. And having seen his cock that night with Rocco, I’m guessing a lot of this is to do with his physical insecurities as he’s not very big where it matters.” 
 
    Part of me thought and hoped Jill would come to my defense, but I guessed this wasn’t the first time they’d discussed this, and she carried on being very cool. 
 
    “I know you’re right, Chris. And I know part of me should be grateful because it’s those insecurities that mean he’s okay for me to play with bigger and more masculine guys. But honestly, sometimes I do long for the simpler times from before, when it was just good old-fashioned love-making. Husband and wife, just the two of us.” 
 
    The silence returned between them, and the longer the silence lasted, the more I knew what Chris was about to say next. 
 
    “You know, Jill. I respect the decision you made two months ago. But I have to tell you, if even now you took me up on my offer and left Dave to come and live with me, you’d have that simple life, and you’d also have a guy who can make love to you like you’ve come to know and expect. I hate to say it, Jill, but now that you know what really good sex is like, you’ll never get that simple life and the great sex as well.” 
 
    Suddenly I felt weak at the knees, my body light-headed as all my memories of that terrible weekend when Jill nearly left me came flooding back. I felt like screaming. How could this be happening again? I’d won. Surely I’d won; Jill had come home and chosen me. And yet here we were again, two months later with her sitting snug and close next to Chris on a romantic balcony, talking about my shortcomings and listening quietly as her ex tried to get her to leave me again. Why wasn’t she shouting and screaming, slapping him in the face and telling him where to go? I felt like my heart was breaking as my mind shouted the only explanation it could – that a big part of her soul and heart wanted Chris’s offer. 
 
    And then, as if in slow-motion, my world started to collapse in on itself as Jill leaned across and planted the softest and most emotion-laden kisses on Chris’s lips, taking him totally by surprise as he just sat looking dumb-struck at my wife. 
 
    Jill just looked into his eyes, the silence stretching for an eternity as I felt an indescribable pain in my chest. I felt tears start to form in my eyes, sure that I was watching the death of my marriage and my desire to live. 
 
    A second kiss came and I closed my eyes, unable to watch, clutching the hotel’s desk to stop me collapsing from the pain and the panic. 
 
    “You know, Chris. I never stopped loving you.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 26 
 
    Thursday 21st June 2018, Late evening in Hotel in L.A. 
 
    How could this be happening? How the hell could this be happening to me? I felt nauseous with fear and dread, as I looked on sure that I was finally paying the price for my growing addiction to sharing Jill with others. The end of my marriage playing out right in front of me as Jill took the initiative and kissed Chris, the man who’d asked her to leave me and go with him to L.A. Kissed him not once, but twice. 
 
    “You know, Chris. I never stopped loving you,” I heard her words echoing in my ears like the sound of the bullet targeted to shatter every sinew of my heart. 
 
    How could she say this? We were here for our son’s wedding and for Jill to tell Chris she wanted to stop working for him, and instead, she was telling him she still loved him. In what world was this possible? In what fucking world? 
 
    My eyes were still closed, the ears still forming as Jill continued on. 
 
    “I’ve never hidden that love from Dave, and it was one of the hardest decisions of my life, but I choose Dave. I’m lucky enough to have two amazing men who love me, and I can’t be with both of you, so I chose Dave. My husband, the father of my children. The man who’s loved me for better or for worse, through sickness and health. I’m sorry Chris, I really am. I do love you. You’re a wonderful man and a wonderful lover, but I chose Dave.” 
 
    For a moment I thought it was over, that my mind could start putting the sticking plaster back over my heart to hold together the shattered parts, but then Chris leaned across and kissed Jill, his kiss less soft, more fiery and fueled by a glimmer of hope that maybe all wasn’t yet lost. 
 
    He kissed her hard and I screwed up my eyes again, swimming in a boiling sea of anguish as I saw how Jill was responding, no hint of resistance or fight left in her heart. The kiss seemed to just roll on and on, like a never-ending breaker on the seashore, only their need for oxygen finally bringing it to an end. 
 
    But the connection was still electric and heart-stopping as the lovers looked deep into each other’s eyes, Chris continuing to hammer away at my wife’s defenses. 
 
    “But Jill, baby, I’m not trying to replace what you and Dave have. I’d never besmirch or belittle that. It’s wonderful. It was wonderful. Three amazing kids, twenty years of happy love and marriage. I’m not saying anything bad about that. What I’m talking about, is the future, Jill. The future, not the past. You’ve said it yourself, you love me. You’ll always love me, just like I’ll always love you. And with me, you’ll have a wonderful love life as well, and that simple life with one guy who can give you everything you want, take you away from all that crazy complexity you were talking about over dinner.” 
 
    Chris had said his piece and he leaned in again to resume the intense kiss they’d been sharing, but as his face was just inches from hers Jill put a hand up to stop him. 
 
    “No, Chris. This isn’t right. Please don’t, please don’t get me to try and change my mind. I chose Dave, not you.” 
 
    “But Jill, don’t you see, that’s the past, not the future. You and Dave have had a wonderful past. But you’re still a beautiful young woman with your life ahead of you. Do you want to waste it on a guy who doesn’t set your pulse racing? A guy who you love more like a brother than a lover? A guy who’d rather give you to other guys and watch you than make love to you himself? Jill, don’t you see it, don’t you see this isn’t who you really are, what you really want?” 
 
    I didn’t see it coming, and he certainly didn’t. I heard it with the sharp crack of a whip or some such. Jill’s hand catching Chris’s cheekbone with a force and an angle that made the most satisfying of sounds. 
 
    “Get out… get out, you fucking bastard… don’t you dare to presume that you know what I want… what you just said… what you are… it just shows I was totally right to choose Dave, not you… you’re a selfish bastard who’ll say anything, do anything to get what you want… no wonder Kat finally kicked you out… you’re not half the man Dave is ….” 
 
    “Half the man... isn’t that the truth of it,” Chris shot back, incensed by Jill’s fiery rejection and temper, “only you got your facts wrong about who’s half of who.” And then undeterred by Jill’s violent slap to his face he leaned across, took Jill’s head firmly between his hands, and kissed her. Kissed her long and hard, not allowing her to pull away and forcing his tongue deep into her mouth, until finally she stopped fighting it and allowed Chris’s tongue to explore and dominate as it so often had done in the past. 
 
    Having in some way vindicated himself and won back a little self-respect, Chris ended the kiss and pulled back, still looking my stunned wife in the eyes. “Jill, please, don’t live in the past. I love you too much to see you throw away all those years ahead of you on a guy who’d rather watch than be with you. Tell me honestly, is that the life and man you want, is it what you always dreamed of for you and your kids?” 
 
    And then he stood, still looking down at Jill. “Jill, I love you, but you’ve made your feelings clear. I love you, give me a call when you’re ready to do what you know in your heart has to be done. I’ll not push myself on you, Jill. Call me when you come to your senses.” 
 
    And then he turned and walked past me, sufficiently controlled to not look surprised to see me in the lounge. Uttering just a few words as he strode past me and out. “Cuck, fucking cuck. Why does she waste her time with a fucking cuck?” 
 
    I turned to see his back as the door slammed shut behind him, then turned back to see Jill’s haunted and tear-stained eyes looking at me from her chair on the balcony. I felt belittled and painfully emasculated by what had just happened, but however inadequate I felt at that moment I knew I needed to go to Jill. 
 
    Some of what she’d done had hurt and betrayed me, but I knew she was hurting and that some of Chris’s barbs had hit home and left her questioning her choices and our marriage. Why else would she have finally given in to Chris’s aggressive kiss and stopped struggling, surrendering her mouth as a symbol of wider doubts and thoughts? 
 
    Now wasn’t a time for words. I strode over to Jill, pulled her to her feet, and wrapped her in my arms, holding her as tightly as I could. Feeling her sobbing chest against mine made me feel doubly inadequate and unworthy. The man who’d taken a perfectly good marriage and allowed us to sink into the depths of a depraved lifestyle that had brought Chris and so many other men into our bed. Inviting danger and allowing him to plant all manner of rooted-in-truth doubts in the heart of the woman I loved. 
 
    At that moment all I could do was hold Jill tight and try and work out how we could try and row back upstream. A Herculean task that we’d tried before and failed at – the lid on our personal Pandora’s box stubbornly refusing to allow itself to be shut back down. But now wasn’t a time for doubts or half commitments, it was a time to do whatever was humanly possible. 
 
    *** 
 
    It took Jill some time for her to calm down and stop crying enough that we could reconnect even at the most basic of levels. As I was finally able to pull her back from my wet-shirted chest and look into her eyes, letting her know that I was there for her and concerned to help her rather than in any way be vindictive or judgmental. 
 
    I dried her tears away from her cheeks with my fingers, a gesture more than useful help, but it affected Jill enough to bring the first smile of Spring to her sad face. 
 
    “Why do you love me, still? After all I put you through?” 
 
    “Shush... It’s okay, honey… it’s okay… YOU didn’t put me through anything… WE did this all together, honey… we’re in this together, sweetheart … I don’t blame you, I love you.” 
 
    The sniffling started up again a little, then quietened. “But you saw me… I kissed him… I encouraged him… it’s all my fault, and all those things he said… about me… about you… it’s all my fault,” each word delivered with sorrow and sadness between snuffles and quiet sobs. 
 
    “It’s okay, baby… I’m glad you slapped the bastard… that was the real you… the Jill I love… and however much I hate the bastard, you and I both know some of the things he said are true… but what’s most important is what you said… that even though you have feelings for Chris, you choose me, because what we have is love… a real, deep-rooted, unselfish love. I’d die for you Jill, for you… for our family and I know you’d do the same… that’s true love, sweetheart… not some cheap facsimile like that bastard Chris offers…” 
 
    Cue the tightest of hugs, arms like a steel band around my neck constricting the blood and oxygen but feeling oh so wonderful. At least if I was to do, I’d die a happy man. Jill’s waterworks started up again, but I didn’t mind one jot. I knew she needed to get it out of her system. And I knew her love for me, whatever she’d done earlier this evening, was more secure than ever. 
 
    *** 
 
    I knew we’d talk, and it was something I was actually looking forward to. Dealing with some of the nooks and crannies in the wall of our marriage would only make us stronger. But that could wait. For now, I wanted to make love to my wife. The earlier heart-stopping moments with Chris had sobered me up in double-quick time and made me full of energy. An energy I used to slowly kiss every inch I could find. 
 
    Starting with Jill’s mouth, her cheeks, her eyelids, and neck. Descending slowly down the soft, sweaty skin above her breasts, nursing and making love to the two beautiful orbs that had suckled the three wonderful children we’d made together. Moving ever so slowly and teasingly down Jill’s still flat belly, feeling her hips begin their excitement as they pushed up, certain where my mouth would be in a matter of seconds. A teasing little detour down and back up each soft thigh, Jill’s hands now in my hair, trying to push me where she wanted me to go, neck muscles straining to playfully push back to deny her a little longer. 
 
    Until finally I heard her happy, womanly sigh as my tongue started lapping where she wanted me, my hands holding her hips and tummy firm in a message that she wasn’t going anywhere until I’d had my oral way with her. Varying the pace, intensity, and emotion of how I worshipped at her sweet pussy. Teeth, tongue, and lips an unholy trinity with a little help from fingers as I helped Jill to forget her recent anguish and pain as she concentrated on the waves of pleasure rolling in off the sea, each wave taking her a little higher and a little closer to land. 
 
    Until finally, nails dug deep, holding me tight and pulling me closer as she tried to smother me like a black widow does her mate, my ears loving every elongated cry and sob as she came in a series of long moans that made the world seem a far happier and more secure place. Smiling to myself as it took her a good while to slowly relax her steel muscles and let me breathe again. The slow kissing journey my sodden face made back up her body a victory march that bore witness to our love for each other. 
 
    My ears weren’t ringing with the kind of earth-shattering climax that some of her other lovers gave her, but I didn’t care because I knew what we had was better. Love trumps lust every day of the week, and that’s what I knew Jill and I had. 
 
    We both knew what came next. Both happy to delay it as we kissed and kissed, until finally Jill, all her woes temporarily forgotten, looked at me and told me. “Inside, I want you inside me, honey.” 
 
    It felt so good to hear those words, helping me further forget the pain and heartache I’d endured just minutes ago when Jill had kissed Chris and told him that she’d never stopped loving him. Feeling the velvety snug-fit of her pussy around me had never felt better, a physical confirmation that I was still her chosen mate as her legs locked around my back and pulled me deeper. I didn’t care if I was, as Chris put it, only ‘half the man’ he was, I had Jill’s heart and that was enough for me. 
 
    Together we went as deep as I could, her pulling and me pushing, both of us enjoying the weird pleasure of knowing I wasn’t as deep as any of her recent lovers, and then we kissed as I slowly and deliberately worked myself back and forth. Earning myself the sound of her soft sighs and moans of contentment as we both enjoyed our different parts of our lovers’ dance. Loving the feel of her enveloping me, loving the knowledge that my cock was stimulating pleasure in her pussy with every stroke, even if it was a gentle pleasure for her rather than the intense ecstasy of being stretched wide and taken in her depths. 
 
    We were a couple in love, a couple making love as best as nature allowed, our hearts united as one, marveling at how swiftly the pendulum swings. The alcohol in my blood and the shock I’d recently got watching Jill and Chris together meant I knew it’d be some time before I needed to cum, and this was a good thing as it gave me and Jill the maximum time to enjoy the moment. 
 
    Sharing a special closeness as we looked into each other’s eyes, no sense of urgency, each enjoying the slow back and forth of my strokes and Jill’s envelopment of my manhood. ‘What doesn’t kill you only makes you stronger’, the thought echoed around my head and I nearly said it out loud to Jill before deciding against. 
 
    Every so often we kissed. Little gentle tender kisses, two hearts joined as one. Mostly we just looked at each other, two people accepting of each other’s weaknesses and more in love than ever. Only speeding up when Jill’s kiss changed from gentle to heated, signaling she wanted my juices, wanted to finish this perfect moment in the perfect moment. 
 
    Sharing a quiet orgasm together as I shot deep into my wonderful wife and friend, knowing others had shot more and deeper, but not caring one jot as I collapsed spent by her side and pulled her to me. Feeling, if anything, just as good as Jill snuggled under the crook of my arm and smiled up at me. 
 
    ‘Thanks,’ was all she said. Thanks for this, and thanks for forgiving and loving me. We both knew this was what she meant. The only other word she spoke before we slept was just as short. A kiss, a smile, and the gentle order ‘again’. 
 
    ****** 
 
    Friday 22nd of June 
 
    Friday was a day of parts. I knew the evening would be the pandemonium of a wedding rehearsal, the first Jill and I had attended since our own more than twenty years ago. The morning and early afternoon time I snatched back from our respective employers. After what had happened the previous night between Jill and Chris we both knew we needed time and to talk, and I was damned if Jill was going anywhere near that bastard Chris. And my own company owed me from the way I’d cleaned up the Oasis mess. 
 
    After breakfast in bed, a cuddle, and another slow, leisurely love-making session we finally felt strong and ready enough to discuss what needed to be understood. 
 
    “Why did you kiss him?” I asked, the question that even all through our love-making I’d not quite been able to subdue, the way it had made me feel at the time so raw and painful I needed answers that I believed before we could re-build. When I closed my eyes I kept seeing that kiss imprinted on the insides of my eyelids, all of the feelings of terror from the weekend Jill had nearly left me fresh and painful as if it was happening all over again. 
 
    “I could say I don’t know why, but that would be dishonest, and I never want to be dishonest or mislead you, honey,” my embarrassed wife said in a quiet and ashamed voice. “The truth is like I said, I never did stop loving Chris. Even now, even after last night, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t have feelings for him. But everything else I said is also true, I love you more than I love Chris. Our love is deeper and something different, I can’t imagine life without you, honey. I’d be broken-hearted and wouldn’t want to live if ever I didn’t have you in my life, at my side.” 
 
    The look in Jill’s eyes as her heartfelt words spilled out nearly made me start to cry all over again. I knew exactly what she meant and felt about the attractions of a simple life, the kind of simple life we’d had before we’d opened up our marriage to others. Looking at her sad but honest eyes I had a sharp moment of clarity about just how complicated our lives had become. So many other people crowding in, wanting a piece of Jill or me. The simple joys of monogamy having transformed piece by piece into a tangled web of polygamy and people wanting parts of our hearts and bodies that we shared without in any way being able to see the price further down the road. 
 
    Jill’s words had reassured and comforted me. We talked some more, but then I decided to put it all on hold. Suddenly feeling guilty that we were here for John and Becky’s wedding and we were being side-tracked away from this by the complexities we’d allowed to build up and up in our personal lives as a couple. We were on the edge of being terrible parents at one of the most important dates in our son’s life. 
 
    I kissed Jill. “Look, honey. Whatever happened last night, it’s not going to kill us. We’re over the worst of it. Let’s put all that on hold and do two things. Let’s get the quality time together we owe each other. No Chris, no Luther, no Malcolm, just Jill and Dave. And secondly, let’s just focus on our kids, on John and Becky. No distractions.” 
 
    I love Jill to bits. More even than before these crazy last few months. Her only annoying habit at that moment her need to have the last word. As she kissed me back in unspoken agreement with my suggestion. Whispering in my ear only three words. “And no Veronica.” 
 
    ****** 
 
    The rehearsal wasn’t as chaotic as I expected, testament to the organizing skills of Becky’s mum. Pamela had us all marshaled and organized in a way that made me wonder if she’d been a Marine drill sergeant in a former life. And the rehearsal itself then gave way to a wonderfully warm and laughter-strewn post-rehearsal dinner. 
 
    Back in the hotel afterward Jill and I made love again and for the first time in twelve hours what had happened the night before and the things that Chris had said intruded back into our marriage. What he’d said about me and Jill being the past and him and Jill being the future had been one of the most painful things I’d had to endure hearing, maybe because of deep-rooted fears that maybe he was right. 
 
    I guess this fear and these words were still bubbling away somewhere deep with a corrosive vigor, because I suddenly found myself blurting out something I’d not planned to say. “Tell me honestly, Jill. Would you ever give up all of this for a future with Chris? I know part of you still loves him, but really would you give up all of this for a future with Chris?” 
 
    The way that Jill responded, with a soft smile, a soft hand on my face and a simple ‘never in a million years’ was the perfect end to the day. 
 
    ****** 
 
    The wedding itself was one of the happiest days of my life. How can you begin to describe the human pleasure of sitting next to the woman you love and watching as someone you’ve raised from crib to college stands next to a woman he loves and starts the whole cycle all over again? All the memories come flooding back. The tears, the bandaged knees. The bedtime books read and the little arms wrapped around your neck in love and need. The teenage years of sporting victories, grades missed and grades hit. The broken hearts and consoling hugs. 
 
    And now it ended in a glorious fanfare of exploding happiness, the whole day a celebration of two young lives and the life they planned to build together. The only people who looked happier than us, aside from the bride and groom themselves, were Becky’s mum and dad, Dale and Pam. Not very manly, but I swear there was an unspoken pact between me and Dale not to catch each other’s eyes lest we set each other off in a torrent of proud fatherly tears. 
 
    The whole day was wonderful. The service went off without a hitch. The bridesmaids and page boys all played their allocated parts without any lapses of memory or panicked confusion. The meal and the speeches were full of the excited and happy hubbub of conversations and old friendships renewed, giving way to laughter as the speeches all hit the mark. And then on to the reception and more informal, relaxed fun for the two-hundred or so guests. 
 
    And it was towards the end of the reception that the only less than perfect thing happened. When a more than slightly drunk Callan returned to the topic we’d discussed on Tuesday night. He was so sozzled that he was acting like the classic exaggerated stage drunk, the only part missing the loud hiccupping to round it off. His large and floppy arm wrapped around my shoulder as his beery breath asked his question. 
 
    “Dave… Dave… I’ve just been talking to Naomi. She’s still as pretty as all those years ago back in college… and she remembers the letter… the letter I gave her for Jill… asking her to take me back and marry me… and like me, she can’t imagine why Jill never replied… never even said one word to me...” 
 
    Seeing the drunken lack of control in his face, I knew it was just a small step from this drunken conversation to him spoiling the whole day by marching over to Jill and demanding an answer, something I couldn’t and wouldn’t allow. To put a spoiler on the day, on everything. 
 
    “Callan, I know how much you love John… the son you never had, isn’t that you often say? Well if you love him, however much you’re wound up about this thing, drop it, for now. Wait till John and Becky have had their day, let them and Jill enjoy today. Then ask us when we’re back at home. You’ve waited twenty years, what’s one or two more days going to matter?” 
 
    The gears in his head moved slowly, overlubricated by whatever he’d been using to pickle his post-Charlotte sadness, but finally, his expression helped lower my racing pulse. 
 
    “How come you’re such a wise-ass, Dave?” my drunken friend said in a sort of compliment. “Maybe if I’d been as wise and smart as you, I’d have gotten the girl… not ended up with that ball-breaking bitch Charlotte… you’re right, let Jill and the kids have their day… it can wait.” 
 
    And with that, Callan’s long gorilla arm unhooked itself from around my shoulder and went with the rest of his body in search of some more pickling juice. Thankfully the bar being in the opposite direction from where Jill was stood chatting to her new friend Pamela and her old friend and housemate Naomi. No doubt plotting the future path of the next few months of Becky’s pregnancy and the months after that when Pamela and Jill would share grandmotherly duties. Something I had no doubts she’d love – love almost as much as she hated the word and its connotations for a woman as young and beautiful as her. 
 
    ****** 
 
    Maybe not surprising, but we were on the same flight back as Charlotte and Callan. Charlotte, ever the bossiest of the four of us, insisted on swapping seats so that she could spend the five-hour flight chatting to her best friend. I knew better than to argue with Charlotte, and at least it had the benefit of keeping Callan away from Jill for the rest of the flight. 
 
    We’d been through enough these last few days without a seriously hungover Callan giving Jill the fifth-degree over a letter from more than twenty years ago, from a time and a life that was now ancient history. Whatever he’d thought at the time and written in that letter, he’d married Charlotte, and Jill had chosen me and built the wonderful life we had together. 
 
    Callan spent most of the flight semi-comatose through a mix of Dramamine and the alcohol that was still poisoning his body, so most of the flight I was left to my own thoughts. I spent much of the flight gazing out of the plane window at the clear blue sky and beautiful landscape below, and I found it quite therapeutic and thought-provoking. Looking out at the timeless beauty below made me realize just how out of control we’d let things become over the last few months. 
 
    Maybe it was the booze still in my system, maybe it was just the reflective mood I was in, but I felt sadness mixed with a quiet determination that Jill and I needed to get this thing more under control. Several times, Jill and I had thought seriously at the idea of turning the clock back and trying to return to our former lives, but had rejected it as something we no longer thought practical. 
 
    But that wasn’t the same as giving away any semblance of control or rules. Seeing what I’d seen between Jill and Chris on Thursday night had convinced me that unless we put some reins on this particular tiger we were riding, it would turn around, eat us up and spit us out. 
 
    Maybe a little overdramatic, but that’s how I felt and what I thought as looked out at the beautiful scenery below and the long, looping contrails that arced their way lazily across the sky as we sped East at five hundred knots, back towards the life that was waiting for us in Miami. With a wry smile, I thought to myself how I’d not even had the time or opportunity to talk to Jill about the conversation with the Chairman of Oasis. Resolving there and then to insist that Jill push back her start date with Luther so we could take Monday to talk as a couple. Talk about the Oasis conversation and talk about the reins we needed to put in place so that our open-marriage tiger didn’t eat us alive. 
 
    ****** 
 
    Monday morning was a wonderful time. By agreement, Jill and I had said we’d not talk about anything hard or difficult. The morning was reserved for Jill and Dave time. Breakfast in our favorite coffee shop, followed by a long, romantic walk in the park. Holding hands, by turns quiet, just enjoying our comfortable togetherness, by turns listening as Jill played back her favorite moments on the wedding and thoughts about the upcoming exciting arrival of our first grandchild. 
 
    It was only in the afternoon that we talked about other matters. Jill was excited about the Oasis news, and I had to damp it down a bit by reminding her I’d only had one, albeit very positive conversation with the Oasis Chairman. But the prospect of a sixty percent bump in the package and the thought that we might end up much closer to John and Becky and their new baby was something that had Jill bubbling away with excitement. 
 
    The other topic, riding the tiger of Jill’s new job and Luther’s desire to help Jill explore her sexuality was an altogether more thorny and tricky topic. Although it was initially Jill’s decision to take the job, I’d agreed with afterward and parts of this new adventure did excite me. But on the plane, I’d gotten to thinking about some of the practicalities of our daily lives with Jill in her new job. 
 
    For a start, when Jill and I had both been office warriors, our work hours had meshed pretty well. But from the little I knew of the world of bars and clubs, Jill’s days would start late and end late. I’m sure she’d not need to be there for every minute and every hour that the clubs were open, but what kind of a manager would she be if she wasn’t there for most of the key parts of the trading day? 
 
     Jill was never someone to half-ass things, especially when starting a new job. All of which suggested there’d be many solitary breakfasts in my future, with the best I could hope for was to give my sleeping wife a goodbye kiss and maybe see her for a few hours in the early evening before she headed out the door mid-evening to oversee the busiest late evening and early morning hours in the clubs. 
 
    According to the in-flight map we’d been somewhere near Austin when this depressing thought had occurred to me. By the time the blinking plane icon hovered next to Houston, my mind had wandered on to worrying about weekends, undoubtedly the busiest days for them. Maybe a snatched Saturday morning and afternoon and a couple of hours on Sunday afternoons would be the best Jill and I could hope for in future. 
 
    These had been the kind of challenges that left me a little depressed and down during the flight home, looking and listening to the snoring six-two frame of Callan not doing much for my state of mind. But now back sat on the park bench watching mums, nannies, and kids playing together happily I felt in a better frame of mind. Determined that if Jill and I put our minds to it we could work out a schedule and rules to maximize our time together. 
 
    As we walked and talked the other topic that I felt I needed to raise was Malcolm, being blunt and at the point. 
 
    “Jill, honey, maybe what happened with Chris on Thursday was a good thing. Because it reminded me of what happened with him. And, honey, there’s no way of sugar-coating this, I couldn’t cope with another Chris situation again. I know Malcolm’s a nice guy, and I’ve seen the sexual chemistry between the two of you, but you have to promise me you won’t fall in love with him. I’m not sure I could deal with that all over again.” 
 
    As my words tailed off Jill stopped us, pivoted us so that we were face-on as she put her arms around my neck and gave me the most wonderful loving look. But the look changed in something slightly different as she looked deep into my eyes. 
 
    “Honey, like I told Chris, you are my life and I can’t imagine a world where you weren’t front and center every day for me. I could never live without you, but I’m not going to lie to you and promise that I’ll never fall in love with Malcolm or someone else. Life’s not like that, we don’t control who we do or don’t fall in love with.” 
 
    She paused to see the effect of her words, to see the little dip in my feelings. “But what I can promise you, baby, is that I’m not looking for anyone to fall in love with. I’ve already warned Malcolm off, told him that I’m not looking for a romantic attachment. And the promise I can make you is that whatever happens, I’d never leave you for some other man.” 
 
    She smiled lovingly and sweetly, kissing me softly on the lips. “I’ve already got the best man in the world. Why would I want to give that up for a lesser model? For number two or number three. What kind of sense would that make?” 
 
    I held Jill’s gaze, thinking how lucky I was to have this woman in the center of my life. I’d have loved to hear her promise to never fall in love again, but just like Jill, I knew in my heart that this would be a promise I couldn’t take to the bank, humans being what they are. And I was happy that instead, Jill had given me the best promises that one person could give to another. That a wife could give to a husband. 
 
    As we walked on we agreed it was too early to try and set hard and fast schedules and rules. Instead, we agreed that what we needed to do was try and maximize the time we’d be spending together and that when Jill was maybe a couple of weeks into her new job we’d draw up a schedule that we’d both try and stick to so we’d be together as much as possible. 
 
    We walked some more, both nostalgic as we saw the kids on bikes or the younger kids in the play area. Then Jill turned the conversation around to how we could spend and enjoy my new salary, playing out a comfortable old game we’d played many times before. She knew it wasn’t a done deal, but she enjoyed the game and winding me up. 
 
    ****** 
 
    Tuesday morning and Jill was up and showered at the same time as me. And looking extremely sexy in a short black mini skirt, tight white blouse, and five-inch black heels. I immediately realized it was identical to the clothes Jill had worn on her Friday evening try-out when she’d helped Dee run the ‘Pink Cabaret’ and I’d ended up back in bed with Veronica in her small family home. I wondered if this was some kind of uniform that Luther insisted on and whether Jill would be dressed in this classy but slutty combination each and every day now. 
 
    When I asked her what was planned for her ‘first day in school’ she admitted she wasn’t quite sure, but that Luther had told her to come by his house at Delray Beach around ten-thirty, and then they could talk and plan together. 
 
    Even just hearing his name sent a shiver down my spine, somehow bringing home to me the reality of our new life. Ever since Chris had been sent to California, I’d not had to sit at work trying to concentrate whilst a big part of my brain was fretting over whether Jill was at that very moment being screwed by her boss. 
 
    Sure, we’d played our games in the evening and night time, but at least office hours had provided some respite for my poor stress addled chest pump. But now the new tiger we were about to start riding meant I was again denied this daytime safe zone. Once again, I’d be busy trying to focus on utilization and sales targets whilst half my brain was wondering what Jill was up to, and with whom. 
 
    This was a thought that occupied much of my brain all morning. Around noon I texted Jill and was relieved when just moments later she rang me back. 
 
    “Hi, honey, how’s your morning?” She sounded bright and bubbly, and I’m ashamed to admit this made me feel a little jealous and insecure. Great start for morning one in her new job. Jill flicked the call over to FaceTime and I immediately saw that she was on the back decking by the pool at Luther’s house. 
 
    “Hey, Dave,” came three equally cheery and happy greetings from Luther, Dee, and Malcolm and I felt a dull ache in my top-left chest, back just two days and feeling that I was the nerdy kid looking in on the private party of the cool kids. 
 
    “How was the wedding, Dave?” one of them asked, I forget which, and what I’d hoped would be a private one-to-one call with Jill soon deteriorated into a socially-expected chit-chat about the whole weekend of John and Becky’s wedding. After twenty-odd minutes I’d still not had any meaningful personal interaction with Jill, the only positive thing I’d really achieved was the knowledge that Jill would be home from five to eight in the evening, which was better than I’d feared. 
 
    ****** 
 
    Seven-fifteen. Lying in bed feeling all’s well with the world. Head propped up on my hand watching the sexy woman I was married to drying herself after our shower. She looked happy and contented, a slight flush to her skin from our recent love-making. She’d cum twice, once on my mouth and once on my cock, so at least I was sending her off into the lion’s den sexually satisfied and remembering what was waiting for her at home. 
 
    I’d marked my territory with a passable impression of the pack’s alpha male, and now I had to sit back and see what the rest of the evening brought. And if the truth be known, as I watched her snuggle her boobs into a comfortable position in her new bra, I was nearly as excited as her at the new chapter that was about to start in our lives. 
 
    Based on past experience I was pretty sure there’d be both excitement and pain, but thinking back to how Jill had rejected Chris’s renewed overtures only made me feel more secure in Jill’s love for me. 
 
    Jill was taking great care in her make-up, reminding me of the care she’d put into her preparation the last time we saw Malcolm, just a week ago although it seemed an age before. Jill caught me looking at her new lacy bra as she finally slipped on a new low cut and very thin blouse. “Shopping with my new bestie, Dee,” she explained. “And don’t worry, honey, paid for from the very generous clothing allowance Luther gives his ‘best girls,’” the last two words emphasized in a way guaranteed to tease me even more. 
 
    Now fully dolled-up and wearing the required uniform and war-paint for an evening selling booze, flirtation, and sex, she sashayed her way over to the bed and reached under the sheet, squeezing the now sleepy and sticky soldier. One kiss later she smiled and said her farewells. “I love you, honey. I’ll see you later. If you’re interested, I’ve checked the rosters and Veronica’s got a day-off.” 
 
    She smiled playfully, then squeezed and tickled with her nail again. “But if you do go for a playdate, just make sure you’re home by two, to keep your old lady warm in bed.” And with a final squeeze and smile, she left me with a parting thought. “And please make sure you’re not all played out, otherwise this sweet little woman’s going to have to get her pussycat fed somewhere else, with some black sausage rather than pink salmon.” 
 
    ****** 
 
    After everything that had happened, although the thought of an evening with Veronica was a very tempting one, I planned on having a quiet night in. If Jill was going to be back as late as two, the last thing I needed to do was go gallivanting around like a twenty-year-old with Veronica so that I’d be asleep at the wheel when Jill came home or when I had to head to work on Wednesday. 
 
    But I thought a call to Veronica couldn’t do any harm, and the truth was that I knew I was developing feelings for her. This was something else I’d been thinking about on the plane. We’d only been lovers for a few days, but I knew myself well enough to know I wasn’t the kind of guy who could have sex to a sweet and loving woman like Veronica without developing some kind of emotional attachment. It had been the same with Gemma, and even just a few days in I knew it was most likely heading that direction with Veronica. 
 
    As I thought about, even though there was no one else in the room, I found myself smiling. That was the effect this beautiful forty-something Latina single mom had on me, as I felt my heart flutter and beat a little faster at the thought of the excitement of a new romance. Thinking back to how it had been with Jill all those years ago. My smile was just a little more ironic as I thought Jill was probably feeling the same at the prospect of seeing Malcolm again after a week apart. 
 
    I planned to do a little work, to make my Wednesday a little easier, but that could wait until after a call to Veronica. I called and immediately realized I was out of practice with this parenting business. It was bang on eight and Veronica was in the middle of putting Haley to bed. She said she was pleased that I called, but her face said she was a little annoyed with me as my call had got the six-year-old all excited, peppering me with all kinds of questions about the only three questions in her young mind. The wedding, when she’d see ‘Uncle Dave’ again and when would we make the Aquarium trip that I’d promised I’d take her on. 
 
    Thirty minutes later she was showing no signs of sleepiness so her mum drew the call to a close and said she’d ring me back later when Haley was down. 
 
    ****** 
 
    It was now nine-thirty and I was feeling a little sorry for myself as Veronica still hadn’t called. The doorbell rang and uncharitably I found myself wondering who the hell this was. Surely not Callan again? Surely not that human-dog with a bone, come to spend the evening chewing over and annoying me about that damned letter from all those years ago? I toyed with ignoring it and feigning absence or sleep, but all those childhood indoctrinated values of politeness were too hard to shake and so I headed to the door. 
 
    “Veronica!” Politeness pays. 
 
    I must have looked a picture, beaming at the beautiful forty-something Latina stood on my doorstep. Seeing my look of happy surprise and hearing my confused splutterings, she put me out of my misery, explaining that she’d asked her mum over to babysit as she’d ‘missed her man’. 
 
    It took me a few moments to recover my poise and take on board what she was saying. “Well, what’s a girl got to do around here to get herself a kiss and a proper welcome?” my smiling new crush beamed at me, before pushing herself into my arms to take the decision out of my hands. 
 
    ****** 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, I was trying to recover my breath as the two of us just lay together smiling happily at each other. Apart for just half a week, I’d forgotten just how pretty she was. I’ve always been a face and breasts guy. Give me a pretty, smiling face and a generous rack and I’m in hog heaven. Veronica was the whole package and a really nice lady to boot. 
 
    Seeing the way she was looking at me felt good, the fact she had feelings for me, and this was more than just a booty call being clear and making my chest surge with happiness and anticipation. 
 
    “Hello you,” she said with a quiet and soft understatement. “I’ve missed you,” her full lips opening just a touch wider as she smiled at me with all manner of complex feelings conveyed by those twinkling brown eyes. 
 
    Instinctively I reached out to touch her face. “I’ve missed you too,” meaning it totally, happy to say it but also with a nagging feeling in the back of my head that we were on dangerous territory here. Wasn’t this just the sort of thing I felt uneasy about Jill doing? Where the physical gently gave way to the emotional. Where what was complicated enough took a psychological equivalent of Viagra to be altogether both a million times more pleasurable and more dangerous. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 27 
 
    Tuesday 26th June 2018, Late evening at home in Miami 
 
    Looking across at the beautiful Latina mum lying next to me in our marital bed I realized we were on dangerous ground. Only the day before I’d held Jill’s hand and asked her to promise me that she’d not fall in love with Malcolm, and here I was the very next day lying in bed with this beautiful woman my heart full of feelings I’d not felt since the very first days when I’d met and started dating Jill. 
 
    We all know and can remember that feeling. That lightness in your chest. That sense that the world is a happy, smiley place filled only with promises and happy tomorrows. That pain at being apart and Hallelujah joy at being reunited. 
 
    When Jill had been dating Chris, I’d had feelings for Gemma, and Jill had been the one who’d helped me see and understand this. But even at this early stage, I knew that my feelings for Veronica were different. Gemma was a sassy, strong and self-confident woman who even at her darkest hour when her husband left her had an independence of spirit that meant we’d never be more than good friends who fucked every so often. With Veronica it felt different, she was by no means weak but there was a vulnerability and openness about her that drew me to her. It was a need for someone else, to be half of a couple, combined with a willingness to give and share back that would have been hard for any man with a loving heart to resist. 
 
    Part of me was confused. In truth, last week and the weekend had been so full of the wedding and all that was happening with Jill and Chris and at work that I’d not thought much about Veronica. But now that I was back together with her I knew that something was growing in my heart that was both dangerous and exciting. 
 
    Feeling this was I felt both happy and guilty. Guilty that Jill was unaware of how I was beginning to feel about Veronica, but happy that I had the excitement of something so new and unexplored, the happiness of a second wonderful woman in my life. 
 
    My inward-looking thinking was interrupted as Veronica rolled a little towards me and planted her lips on mine in a long and sinuous kiss. When she’d had enough of me, or needed to breathe a little, she broke off and pulled back, somehow an extra little twinkle in her eye. 
 
    “The last person I had in my life like you was Malcolm.” 
 
    She’d said it with an openness and honesty, but she saw my wince, a pained look appearing on her face in response. “Sorry, that was insensitive of me, I shouldn’t have mentioned him.” 
 
    I heard myself give an involuntary deep sigh, a habit subconsciously inherited from my father. “It’s okay, I’d never want you to have to tread on eggshells around me. And besides, with Jill working for Luther now, if the topic of Malcolm was off-limits then I think you’d be self-editing every second sentence or so.” 
 
    Veronica squeezed my hand, first looking at the picture our two interlocked hands made together and then looking up at my face, an unasked question etched in her expression. “Dave, do you mind me asking something?” She was being cautious after her earlier Malcolm faux-pax. 
 
    “No, sure, ask away.” 
 
    “What you just said, about Luther and Malcolm. Well, it almost sounds like you regret what’s happening, Jill working for Luther, being with Malcolm so much.” 
 
    And then it all just came tumbling out. About what had happened in L.A., about Chris, about Jill’s longed for ‘simple life’ and my own similar thoughts, about my worries about how Jill and I would carve out time for each other with our disparate work schedules and the ever-present temptation and threat from Malcolm. About Jill’s promise that she’d never leave me for Malcolm or anyone else, but how she couldn’t promise me that she’d not fall in love with him. Even going all the way back to our vacation in England when Chris and Jill had declared their love for each other. 
 
    Having shared all of this I suddenly felt emotionally and spiritually naked, naked and vulnerable. 
 
    “Do you want me to go?” Veronica asked me, surprising me and confusing me in equal measure. 
 
    “Dave, it seems like you and Jill are really not sure about this whole set-up. I’d hate to be part of the problem, however much I love being here with you.” 
 
    I was filled with a fresh wave of feelings for this woman. In some ways with so little and such a hard life, but still, her first instinct was to be open and selfless. No wonder I was falling for her, the person she was had exactly the same qualities that I’d loved in Jill all these years. 
 
    I squeezed her hand. “No, don’t go. It is complicated, but I’m happier with you here with me than without you … that is, if you’re happy to stay … knowing what you know about Jill and me, about the situation.” 
 
    She smiled a smile that melted my heart all over again, choosing to answer me with a kiss rather than words. Her free hand lifting mine up to her breast, in case I had any doubts about her answer. My heart leaping again as I felt the hard fullness of her nipple, hearing her moan as I stroked and squeezed just the tonic and distraction I needed. Her soft hand squeezing and playing with my still soft cock the perfect accompaniment as we looked into each other’s eyes and continued kissing. All thoughts of my complex life and Jill soon forgotten as she tickled the back of my ball sack and we slowly started to make love to each other, making up for a week apart and a week lost. Both of us connected in the moment and in shared happiness as she finally persuaded my fifty-one-year-old cock back to hardness and I slid my key into her lock. Both of us happy as I slowly rocked up and down and looked down into a face that was looking back at me with a mirror image of the emotions I was feeling. 
 
    ****** 
 
    Cumming inside Veronica had felt wonderful. Filling her with seed (I wish, but my vasectomy had put pay to that) felt marvelous. Felling the softness of her flesh wrapped tight around my midriff, looking into those emotional and sexually satisfied brown eyes as she bit her lip, fluttered her eyelids and came quietly on my cock. All of it felt amazing, as I eased my weight from above her, happy as we cuddled and enjoyed a quiet togetherness as I brushed her matted hair away from her face so I could better see her. 
 
    I’ve always been an emotional person. Whatever others can achieve, I’ve never been able to separate love and sex in any easy way. And in that post-orgasmic shared closeness, I nearly blurted out loud the dreaded ‘I love you words’, only just managing to hold myself in check. 
 
    I don’t know if Veronica is possessed of some superhuman powers or not, but it was as if she could see right into my heart, as if she knew what I’d been about to say. Her soft voice answering my unspoken half-thought words. 
 
    “It’s okay, Dave. I have feelings too. You and I, we’re cut from the same cloth. Neither of us can just fuck and have no feelings,” she smiled softly at me, her big brown eyes interrogating my soul and talking to me at the same time as she spoke. “It’s okay. It’s really okay. You and me, we have something, but it’s early days, so don’t feel guilty. Just enjoy it. Just live in the moment and enjoy it. You and me, it’s no threat to you and Jill, Dave. I know that’s what terrifies you. Just forget it, let’s just enjoy ourselves and see where it goes.” 
 
    I remember thinking again how wise and smart she was. Another thing that reminded me of Jill, notching up my guilt a half degree more at the same time as my heart gave an extra skip for the woman next to me. 
 
    Veronica kissed me some more. At least that’s how it started out until she’d helped me get my mojo back enough that it was then two people kissing. Which was then her signal to herself to slowly and teasingly kiss her way down my chest, gently nibbling and suckling on my nipples as her mouth continued heading South. Her mouth that soon became my warm and very wet new best friend as she somehow coaxed my back to life. I didn’t want to know where she’d learned these skills, but the way her mouth, tongue, teeth and fingers worked on my cock, balls and puckered ass hole felt like something out of the final installment of the Karma Sutra. Female love tricks only for advanced practitioners – somewhere above doctorate and maybe even higher than full tenured professor in the erotic arts. 
 
    Veronica had somehow managed to get me fully hard again within only twenty minutes of my last cum and just as I was about to climb on board again she kissed me and scooted to the side of the bed to look in her handbag. 
 
    As she jumped back onto the bed I felt a mixture of emotions and confusion. She was holding an iPad in one hand and in the other she had the small black anchor-shaped dildo she’d used on me a few days ago. Seeing my confusion and look of shamed embarrassment she just gave me a minx-like smile and tapped the screen to come on. 
 
    “A present from my boss. Or more accurately my boss’s boss,” she explained, as the screen came on and showed a variety of camera feeds from the club she worked at. “Luther knows how you love your secret little watching pleasures, so as a thank you for letting Jill work for him, he’s patched you into the club’s security camera feeds so even if Jill’s not here, the two of you can still be together. And, in case you’re wondering, Jill doesn’t know that you have access to the camera feeds.” 
 
    I felt a lump in my throat as my throat gave an involuntary gulp. I felt guilty and still a little homo-phobic about the reappearance of the little black dildo that had sampled my ass. But now I had a second thing to feel guilty about – my new and guilt-laden ability to keep tabs on Jill in a way that would mean she didn’t even know I was watching. Not for the first time, I felt both glad and worried that Luther had such an accurate insight into my kinks and weaknesses. 
 
    If my main feelings had been guilt, excitement and shame, then this all changed in the blink of an eye. As all these feelings exploded in an instant to be replaced by blind panic and hatred as I saw a familiar figure walk slowly from what camera feed to the next. Until he was finally standing by the bar talking to the bar girl. There was no sound but I was pretty sure I knew what he was saying. He was asking where Jill was. 
 
    What else would Chris be asking when he’d come all the way across from California to Miami in pursuit of my wife? 
 
    ****** 
 
    “Fuck, what’s that bastard doing there?” I squawked. Veronica looked understandably confused. “That bastard’s Chris, our former friend who tried to steal Jill away from me, tried to persuade her to leave me and live with him in California.” 
 
    I made to get out of bed and put my pants on, but Veronica grabbed my hand. “No, baby. Stay here. From what I know about Jill, she doesn’t want you fighting her battles. She’s more than capable of taking care of that prick. And if she needs back-up … well … wouldn’t you like to see Malcolm beat nine shades of crap out of him? Stay here with me, baby. Let Jill handle it, that way you’ll know what’s what and that Chris is truly in the past and doesn’t have any kind of hold over Jill’s heart anymore.” 
 
    I looked over at Veronica, still in two minds, my decision somehow made easier as suddenly I saw Jill appear on screen, standing to the side of Chris by the bar. I saw her lips moving and I’d have given anything to hear what she was saying. There was something in her face that troubled me. The last time I’d seen her with Chris she’d been full of anger and indignation, culminating in a full-force slap to his face as she’d sent him packing. But this time there was an altogether softer and more welcoming look on her face. And seeing this look and all the fears it evoked made it a million times worse that I couldn’t hear Jill’s words. 
 
    Someone up there was smiling down on me as I saw Jill pull up the hinged section of the bar and usher Chris towards the office at the back of the club. I remembered from before that this was the only part of the club quiet enough to justify sound, something which they’d included in case there were any arguments or disputes where having a playback would be useful. 
 
    A split second later I saw Chris’s tall frame appear on the screen marked ‘office’, followed by Jill just a few feet behind him, shutting the door behind her as she entered. 
 
    “Chris, what are you doing here?” she asked, no hint of the anger I’d felt in her voice, her tone more one of plaintive begging. 
 
    “I couldn’t leave things how they were between us last time. Jill, I needed to come and apologize and say my piece.” 
 
    What Jill said next really caught me off guard. 
 
    "Chris, I’ve been thinking about it too. And really, there’s no need to apologize. I know this thing was hard on you. Me choosing Dave. I know how much you love me and know how hard it was on you. I know that’s why you said what you said, why you did what you did.” 
 
    Chris had been readying himself to speak, but I think he was just as surprised by what Jill said as I was. The camera position was side on to them and Luther hadn’t skimped on the quality. I could almost see the thinking going on in Chris’s head, as he finally worked out what he wanted to say. 
 
    “Thanks, Jill. That means a lot to me. What you and me had was special to me, really special. You’re only the second person in my whole life who I’ve let into my heart, let behind the curtain, the façade I put up to protect me from the world …” 
 
    The way he left his words hanging there, it was like he was fishing for a response and I felt my heart thumping like never before as it bashed against my ribcage, a desperate man waiting for Jill’s reply. 
 
    The moment I saw the changed look on Jill’s face I felt a sinking feeling in my heart. “Chris, it meant a lot to me. You still mean a lot to me. Remember what I said in L.A.? About how I never stopped loving you? Well, I meant it, Chris. I meant every word.” 
 
    Chris appeared to have tears in the corner of his eyes. I didn’t like the way this was going, knowing that whatever had happened as recently as last week, once upon a time Jill had allowed Chris to sweet-talk her into agreeing to leave me, even if she’d recanted only hours later. I made a second move to leave, but Veronica just held my hand. “No Dave, you have to see what Jill really wants, or you’ll never really know.” 
 
    As horribly painful as it was to watch and do nothing, I knew that what she said made sense. So I sat back down, closed my eyes for a few restorative seconds, and then squeezed Veronica’s hand as I looked on at what might well be the much-delayed end of my marriage. 
 
    The tears were definitely there, and I saw Jill reach across and gently dab them away from Chris’s handsome tanned face. 
 
    “Jill,” he asked, waiting for her smile. “I know now that I was too greedy. I wanted all of you. And I know now that’s not what you want, because you still love Dave and you want both of us in your life. If you’ll hear me out, I have a suggestion.” 
 
    The bastard. The fucking bastard. Ever the slick-boy smooth operator, leaving the carrot dangling there right in front of Jill. Just waiting for her to give in to temptation. 
 
    It seemed like time stood still as I waited to see how Jill would respond. Whether she’d take the bait and fall a little further into Chris’ trap. I studied the look on Jill’s face for even the tiniest and slimmest of clues to what she was thinking. Anything to put me out of my agony. 
 
    “Okay, Chris,” her voice almost a whisper and barely audible on the microphone. “What’s your suggestion.” 
 
    Chris reached across the table between them and grasped her hands between his. “Jill, I’m sorry for all those things I said. About you and Dave being the past and me and you being the future. That was wrong, and I’m sorry for being so arrogant, selfish and conceited. But please know I only said all those things because I love you so much and I miss you so much. You can’t imagine how much it hurts for me. After the months we shared together, all that time we spent together in England, living together as man and wife. How hard it is to have all that taken away and to have nothing. Nothing at all.” 
 
    And even though my heart was breaking and I hated him more than it’s possible to humanly imagine, I recognized a master angler at work, as he slowly wiggled his bait and gently reeled my tender-hearted wife in. 
 
    “Jill, what I want to know is whether you and I can have even just a small part of what we had before. Just a tiny piece to stop my heart from hurting so bad. Just sometime together when you come across to L.A. to see John, Becky and the baby. I know I’ve screwed up before because I love you so much. But do you think it might be possible, just a little bit of time, you and me together like we used to be.” 
 
    I held my breath as I waited for Jill’s response, again unable to read her expression and fearing for the worst, especially when she moved her hands and now cupped Chris’s hands within her own. 
 
    “Chris, if that’s what you’d asked all those weeks ago, then I think that would have been possible. I’d have loved it, and even if Dave had been reluctant, I’d have tried to persuade him. But it’s too late now. You’ve shown us the real you, and that you’d never be happy with anything less than all of me. That even if you said you were happy with just a part of me, you’d be scheming and plotting to take me away from Dave at the first chance.” 
 
    “Jill, that’s simply not true. I’m a changed man, I’ve seen that I was wrong and I’d be happy with just a little of your time when you’re in L.A. with your family.” 
 
    “No, Chris. I still have feelings for you, I still love you. But I simply don’t believe you anymore.” 
 
    And then I saw something that troubled me, as Chris’s face suddenly turned from persuasion and beseeching to a slowly building anger. 
 
    “Jill, you owe me. All those things you said, we said over there in England. And now you want to cut me off totally. Throw me on the scrap heap. It’s not right, Jill. Don’t make me beg, at least give me your time when you’re in L.A.” 
 
    “No, Chris. No, we both know you’d never be happy with just that. So my answer’s no.” 
 
    His mouth was now a curled, snarling mask, angry and bitter at hearing Jill’s third-time rejection. His voice dripping with acid and poison as he spoke. “Jill, think long and hard before you shut the door on our love. Remember those photos you let me take in England? What if they were to accidentally get posted anonymously on the company Intranet? Or if some of the photos I’ve got of Dave watching us ended up on his company website? And don’t think I don’t know about his little job offer from Oasis. You know better than anyone how much business we give Oasis. All I ask is that you honor and respect what we had before, Jill. I just want a little of what we had before.” 
 
    Jill’s earlier calm and measured demeanor had long since gone, a panicked look on her face as tears streaked down her cheeks. “Chris … what are you saying? You wouldn’t do that to me … to Dave … hurt us like that.” 
 
    There was no stepping back from Chris, his face the same ugly look of malevolent determination to get his selfish desire. “Jill, you know me. Big heart. Big heart in love, big heart in revenge.” 
 
    Jill was now sobbing and tearful, saying words but none of them intelligible. I felt helpless as I stared at the woman I loved in such torment. Veronica squeezed my hand, and as I looked across at her I saw a strange look on her face. The look of an animal anticipating some guilty pleasure. I made to get up again, but she held me fast, the same look on her face as she explained. “Just wait, Dave. Have faith … you know the security office where you sat that evening has a camera feed into Jill’s office … and what do you think little ‘ol Malcolm’s gonna make of what the cameras showing him now …. Let me see … five, four, three, two ….” 
 
    Veronica never got to one as the door to the office virtually came off its hinges. Brass hinges and cheap grade plywood no match for three-hundred-pounds of angry African American. 
 
    Chris was a big guy. Six-foot and well-muscled from a life of sport and gym work. But when matched with Malcolm’s six-seven combined with years of military training and trickery it was game over before anything even started. Chris managed to get to his feet and pump a fist straight out at his adversary, but Malcolm just swatted it away like a bear swats an annoying mosquito. 
 
    Chris tried again with his other fist and I got the distinct impression Malcolm was playing with him. Letting him throw enough shots so that what he planned to do later would look justified and in proportion to the nature of Chris’s actions. 
 
    Three, four, five times Chris tried to punch Malcolm. Each time the same result, Chris’s blows which would have landed on and felled a lesser man were just swatted away like the minor annoyance they were. Each time Malcolm almost snorting with derision as he declined to retaliate, content just to defend and await the next blow. 
 
    Chris had tried to land maybe his tenth or eleventh full-strength blow and was visibly tiring when Malcolm finally decided to switch from defense to offense. Instead of parrying, catching Chris’s fist and pulling through on his arm to pivot him around so he was now facing away with his back next to and facing Malcolm. Malcolm’s first blow landed with a sickening crack on Chris’s lower spine, causing him to partially slump and nearly collapse. A follow-up full power rabbit punch delivered to the kidneys with Malcolm’s left finished the job. Any remaining strength in Chris’s legs left him and he toppled forward onto his knees. Malcolm’s large boot landed in the middle of his back and Chris slammed down into the ground, his face hitting the uncarpeted cement floor with another sickening crack. With the way that Chris was screaming making me guess that he’d landed on his nose and that major surgery reconstructive surgery would be needed before the night was out. 
 
    Malcolm was obviously a master of his art, one arm now jacking Chris’s arm up and high on his own back into an agony-inducing lock and control position. His other huge hand used to grab Chris by the scruff-of-the-neck and yank him up off the floor so that his blooded and pulped face was inches away from a shocked and still tearful Jill. 
 
    “Apologize to the lady, you little pussy,” came Malcolm’s gruff command. Chris’s sullen and angry silence followed less than a second later by Chris’s very shrill shriek of pain as his arm was forced much closer to his shoulder blade than nature ever intended. 
 
    “I ain’t gonna ask again, play nice and apologize, otherwise I’m gonna punch what’s left of your nose right back through to your throat,” with a slight upping of Chris’s arm causing a new shriek and an understanding that Malcolm wasn’t playing. 
 
    “Sorry … sorry … Jill, I’m sorry,” Chris finally offered up, his voice now more lisping and wheezy than before, definitely different because of the nose, and most likely also due to a mouthful of blood and maybe one or two teeth keeping it company. 
 
    “I’ll be back in a few minutes Jill, I just need to take this piece of crap outside and have a quiet word with him as to his future conduct.” And with that Malcolm pivoted Chris around and marched him out through the still intact rear door of the office into what looked like the rear parking lot. 
 
    The camera to the parking lot was more distant than the internal cameras and that combined with the darkness and low lighting made it difficult to see clearly. But what I could see was Malcolm lifting Chris clear off the ground and with a fist holding him by the throat a face-to-face conversation going on between the two of them. 
 
    I had no idea what was being said, but the fact that Malcolm could hold a six-foot two-hundred-pound man off the ground with just his right hand on his windpipe made a lasting impression on me. Malcolm was clearly not someone to be trifled with, I wrote a mental note to myself. 
 
    Malcolm only released his grasp when Chris nodded his head to whatever orders and instructions Malcolm was giving him, the release of the grip causing Chris to slump to the ground at Malcolm’s feet. 
 
    Malcolm looked at him with disdain and disgust, and for a moment I thought he was going to give Chris a good kicking, but I guess certain limits existed if the club was going to maintain harmonious relationships with the local precinct. 
 
    Chris used Malcolm’s pause to scramble up to his feet and scurry away towards the street like some wounded animal, phone in hand to summon the fastest possible means of escape to avoid any further damage to his body or ego. 
 
    Malcolm was just content to watch him go, years of experience telling him there was no more threat from Chris and that any further retribution was likely to bring more problems than pleasure. 
 
    *************** 
 
    Back inside the cameras showed a still sobbing and visibly upset Jill being held tight by Malcolm, even in her heels her head naturally nestling only at his chest level. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay, honey. He’s gone, he’s gone now. He ain’t gonna be coming back anytime soon. It’s okay,” he reassured Jill as she slowly started to calm down, Malcolm’s large dark hands rubbing her back and stroking her hair to give her additional physical reassurance. 
 
    I’d only been watching remotely through the camera, but my own heart had been pumping away from the sights and sounds of Jill in distress, and now like Jill, my heart and breathing slowly started returning to normal. But even as my fears for Jill’s safety declined, I felt a gnawing ache and depression that Malcolm had been the one there to fight her corner and protect her. That should have been me, not him, even if I was less well equipped to play protector than the huge black head of security. A deep-rooted fear began to gnaw away at me that, however much she loved me, Jill would think less of me as I’d not been the one there in her hour of need to defend her and be her man. In her hour of need, I’d been at home in bed with another woman. I dismissed the idea as soon as it came into my head, but the paranoid cuckold within me even wondered if this had all been some plan cooked up by Luther and Malcolm to make me look bad in Jill’s sight. Not impossible, but too fanciful even for my worry-addled brain. I knew Chris well enough to know he’d come to Miami under his own steam, his ego too large to accept that Jill had rejected him a third time for a man like me who he considered at least two or three rungs below him. 
 
    Malcolm’s hands were still comforting Jill, now recovered enough that her own arms were locked around Malcolm’s back, or as far around it as she could reach, holding him giving her an extra level of comfort and reassurance. “It’s okay, it’s okay, Jill …” he continued to reassure, his simple message repeated time after time and seemingly effective in bringing Jill back to something approaching normal. 
 
    After a few more minutes Jill finally spoke. “Thanks,” was all she said, just about audible as her head was still tight against Malcolm’s chest. 
 
    This was Malcolm’s signal to move things on, as he gently eased Jill away from his chest and looked her in the face. There was the faintest of smiles on Jill’s face. The smile of someone who was looking at her savior and wanted to show her thanks, rather than the smile of someone happy to have been through the ordeal she’d just endured. 
 
    Malcolm gave her the softest of kisses, almost testing the waters, and Jill’s smile opened a little wider as she kissed him back with a similar gentle softness. Malcolm’s lips moved but I couldn’t hear what was said, and then Jill nodded her head and allowed Malcolm to lead her by the hand through the shattered remnants of the door he’d destroyed and back into the club. 
 
    *************** 
 
    The feel of Veronica’s lips on my own cheek brought me back to the here and now. Whisking my mind back from Luther’s club in Miami Springs to the here and now of our family home in Coral Gables. 
 
    Veronica had a strange, almost bestial smile on her face, telling me that adrenaline was still coursing through her from her vicarious enjoyment of seeing Chris smacked down in such a one-sided manner. “Lucky that Malcolm was in the club tonight, he showed Chris what’s what.” I know she’d not meant it that way, but her words felt like some kind of indirect rebuke to me. 
 
    And then slowly the normal Veronica returned, replacing the feral voyeur that lives within us all, as she nuzzled up close, her warmth feeling comforting and good. I felt her hand start to stroke towards my thigh, her other hand reaching for the iPad and turning off the screen to stop me staring at it any more. She gently turned my face away from the device to look at her and kissed me. Her eyes then looking into mine. “I want to make love.” 
 
    It took me a few moments. To reorient myself, but whatever the fear and angst in my chest I couldn’t say no to the beautiful woman smiling at me. She’d come here tonight because she’d missed me, the new man in her life, and wanted to enjoy a few hours with me before she had to return me to Jill and return to that hard life of a single parent working a low-end job. 
 
    Veronica smiled as she saw me lean forward and kiss her, knowing that I was truly now back with her. Back in the room and not halfway across the city with my wife. I kissed her again and it became like some playful contest, each taking it in turn to be the aggressor as the play slowly turned to heat, and the heat gave way to genuinely renewed passion, Veronica’s hand nestled in my groin helping the transition. 
 
    I gently eased Veronica’s legs apart and lay down between her soft thighs, for some reason my mind taking me back to Gemma, I guess part of me still unbelieving that after so many years of monogamy I was free to sleep with other women. With Jill’s permission to enjoy them, so long as my heart and body came home to her at the end of each day. 
 
    Veronica gave a pleasing moan as she felt me slide all the way into her, her legs instantly returning to their earlier position locking me in place lest I had any other ideas. Like some automated industrial or travel safety routine – buckle up, the flights about to take off. A secret little thought in my brain telling me it felt really good to be wanted and needed in this way, to receive this subtle little affirmation after the earlier minor emasculation from Malcolm being the one who got to be Jill’s knight in shining armor. 
 
    We began to make love in a slow and reassuring style, no need for hurry as it wasn’t even eleven yet and Jill wouldn’t be back until around two in the morning. It was slow, languid, and wonderful. Veronica’s pussy warm and snug around my cock, the feel of her soft skin next to mine, the happy look on her face, and the sound of her moans in my ear. We were a couple in unison, unified by a slow and luxurious enjoyment of each other’s bodies, made all the better by knowing this was just a physical expression of the feelings between us. 
 
    We just looked at each, taking our time to kiss and touch as and when the mood took us, not a care in the world, and feeling like this moment could stretch from here all the way to the clear blue horizon and beyond. 
 
    We went on like this for some time, before Veronica’s soft brown arm pulled me down to within whispering range. “Fuck me … fuck me, Dave … fuck me like Malcolm fucks Jill … like Chris fucked your wife before Malcolm sorted him out ….” 
 
    That wild animalistic look had returned to Veronica’s face, only this time it looked more appropriate and less the mask of an ambulance-chasing voyeur, and so I smiled back at her in a way designed to tell her to buckle up as I prepared to give it my best shot. Her smile back at me almost daring me to do my worst. 
 
    I was soon grunting and groaning and fucking her as hard as I could, the way she was looking at me a mix between encouragement and enjoyment. Enjoyment of the five-inch strokes I was giving her as I played with her boobs and our skin smacked together with a pleasing primitive slapping sound. Encouragement to strain even harder and go even faster, to try and imagine myself twenty or thirty years younger and fuck her like the younger guy I’d once been. 
 
    Somehow I managed to defy the years and find an extra gear or two, rewarded by the sudden feel of long red nails digging into my butt and eyes closed as the pleasure I was now giving Veronica forced her to abandon the game and just enjoy the fuck. 
 
    “Oh, baby … yes … yes … oh, that’s good … yes … more, more, yes, just there … oh fuck, Dave … yes, yes … where have you been all my life … yes, yes, baby ….” 
 
    I’d unlocked Veronica and she’d moved to a higher plain, her own orgasm close, my own still far off as I sucked air in as fast as I could and somehow kept my pace and power up. Until finally Veronica shrieked, her nails digging in even deeper and drawing blood, her teeth biting into my shoulder as she clung to me as I tried to fuck her right through the mattress. Her sexy little body quaking and spasming as she shook from head to toe with her climax, her eyes screwed shut as the rest of the world melted away as a faraway irrelevance. 
 
    ‘Ground control to Major Tom’ … Veronica slowly re-entered the atmosphere, her body and climax slowing, slowing, slowing until finally she opened her eyes and smiled up at me weakly. 
 
    “Wow. That was the best, Dave. The best you and I have enjoyed.” The unspoken inference that maybe others had done better, but I pushed this away and smiled at both the compliment and also the look of pure contentment and fulfillment on Veronica’s face. 
 
    I slowed my own pace right down, down from fifth to a slow second, but still going as I’d not cum myself and I seemed to be a long way off. 
 
    I continued to slowly pump in and out of Veronica for some time, letting her recover before I went back up the gears to try and make myself cum. She knew exactly what I was doing and wiggled her hips just enough to give me the go signal, her legs once again wrapping around me in case I’d missed her first signal. And then we were off to the races again. Second, third, fourth … over-rev … hold on, hold on … and then finally up into fifth, slamming away for all I was worth. The sounds of Veronica’s new round of sobs and moans the perfect accompaniment to keep me in top gear as I smashed away, all thoughts of subtlety and finesse many miles back in the rearview. 
 
    Veronica closed her eyes again, happy to just lie back and enjoy the moment, still spent from her own climax but now slowly getting back into it. “Come on … come on … that’s it, baby … do me like you own me … do me like I’m your little bitch … like I’m your little whore … fuck me like you mean it D … fuck me … own me …” 
 
    Shit, I loved her words and I hated them, as she teased and goaded me on. Our earlier, slow, gentle lovemaking a distant memory as she spurred me on to something much more primitive and carnal. A man possessing a woman. No hint of love or emotion, just the raw animalistic act of a male of the species taking and possessing the female, for his selfish pleasure and the selfish pleasure of his genes. “Come on baby … fuck me … fuck me … fuck me more … show me what ya got … come on big boy … stick it to me … do me like you mean it …” 
 
    I knew her words were all an act, all a charade, but she was so damned good at it that I believed every word, wondering where the loving and tender mother of one had gone, only to be replaced by this screaming banshee of a slut who was moaning and groaning on the end of my dick. 
 
    On and on I fucked her, amazed at my own stamina, but for some reason, whatever reason, my orgasm just wouldn’t come. If I’d already cum twice with V, I’d not have been surprised, a third being a reach for a man of my vintage. But I’d only cum once. 
 
    Hang on. Slowly it was coming back to me. I’d only fucked V once, only cum once in her. But earlier, much earlier I’d fucked Jill, making her cum once on my mouth and once on my cock. It seemed a lifetime ago, so much had happened since then, but looking at our bedside clock I saw it was only about four hours. 
 
    Shit! Even as I carried on banging away, I knew in my heart my balls and system were probably to spent to give me another cum. My lung-busting efforts were probably in vain, at least as far as my own selfish pleasures were concerned. 
 
    Veronica saw the change in my face and my body as I slowly lost pace as the thought dawned and my enthusiasm waned. 
 
    “I did Jill once before she left.” Enough of a shorthand communication for Veronica to get it, a look of sympathy replacing her earlier ‘slut-on-heat’ act, as she gently pushed at my hips so as she could get out from under. 
 
    She kissed me softly. “I have an idea, honey. Lie face down.” 
 
    I’m sure my face showed my confusion as I slowly did as she asked and lay face down on the bed. I might have started out confused but within seconds that confusion had started turning into a happy feeling of surprise. As I felt the perfect mix of touch to my neck and shoulders. Soft and moist lips, the delicate tickle of long brown hair and the barely discernible off and on grazing of hardened nipples indenting my skin in the most playful of gestures. 
 
    As the sweet torment headed down my spine and back, stopping for a lengthy stop at the nerve-heavy skin just above my hips, I was in hog heaven. V’s gentle pulling to spread my legs and ass telling me that she had one or two ideas about how to undo the damage done by my earlier games with my wife. A determined woman intent on not being denied by my temporary physical incapacity. 
 
    She kissed and stroked my butt cheeks, then tickled the back of my balls in a way that was a type of down payment on what was to come. The tickling causing me to arch my back so her warm and strong hand could grasp and stroke my very hard cock. 
 
    “Mmm … there’s life in the old dog yet,” she teased, as she stroked up and down. The hand stroking and grasping me then joined by the other hand which moved back from my balls to my tight puckered asshole. 
 
    “Do you remember how good you came last time … when you let me play with your prostate.” The words were barely out of V’s mouth before I felt the wriggling intrusion of what felt like her little finger. Wriggling left and right as she eased past the tight knot of muscle, finding her target as I moaned as my prostrate enjoyed its new friend. 
 
    V knew I’d been a bit nervous, shy, and embarrassed last time, so she took it slow. Playing and stroking for a while, letting the arching of my back and wiggling of my hips confirm that I was hot and ready. Only then did I hear the little buzz that told me what she planned next. The little buzz half-masked by her warm breath in my ear. “You’re going to love this, baby. Let mama give you the same pleasure you gave her. Just close your eyes and relax, honey.” 
 
    Even though I’d allowed it once before and enjoyed it, and somehow found the courage to confess it to Jill, I was still nervous and reluctant as I felt Veronica nudge that little black dildo against the entrance to my ass. Jill may have let Dee fuck her in the ass with a dildo, but still, a big part of me felt slightly less than manly as I let Veronica play that buzzing toy against my ass. Knowing that unless I put a stop she’d gently ease it inside me, bit by bit until the three or four inches of black plastic were inside my body. Somewhere inside me, doing something that nature never intended. 
 
    “Just relax … just enjoy it, baby,” my very own personal temptress whispered in my ear, her soft kisses to my cheek helping me do what she asked. The kisses calming me as I took deep breathes and let her penetrate my ass for only the second time in my whole life. 
 
    It wasn’t big and before I knew it I felt the cold plastic of the horizontal anchor bar flush against my butt cheeks. “That wasn’t so bad, was it? All in, now. What a good boy for mama. Now you’re gonna get your reward, sugar.” 
 
    I was soon moaning and groaning as Veronica worked that little fella in and out. An expert in sexual teasing as she allowed it to buzz against my prostrate just enough, before pulling it away for a while, judging it perfectly before she repeated the whole touch and go routine as if playing on an endless loop. 
 
    Before long I felt like I wanted to explode. My cock iron-hard, harder than I can ever remember it before. My balls might have been empty or at best on slow refill mode, but the rest of my manhood felt like it could take on the world. Felt like it could happily take Hercules’ place lifting the globe skyward. And then just when I thought I might literally explode, I heard a voice that nearly made me jump through the ceiling. 
 
    *************** 
 
    “Well, what have we got here then?” 
 
    The voice I’d known for longer than I cared to admit. The voice and same tone that I’d heard a thousand times question and admonish our brood of three. 
 
    Shit, shit, shit! What was she doing here? It wasn’t even eleven-thirty yet and she was home. She wasn’t meant to be home until two. I felt panic-stricken and emasculated, Jill, catching me here on our bed like this. With another woman. Lying face down with a black dildo up my ass. And all of this coming on top of a night when another man other than me had been there to protect and rescue her. 
 
    As I turned my head towards the bedroom door, I felt my cheeks flush a scarlet red they’d never achieved before. My eyes opening even more widely as I saw. Could this get any worse? Not only was Jill standing there in the doorway looking at me like this, but right beside her was her knight from earlier. Malcolm’s huge bulk filling our doorway as his dark face grinned back at me. 
 
    “Oh honey, if I’d known this was what you liked, we’d have played doctors and nurses long ago,” she smiled, her arm wrapped around Malcolm’s waist in a detail that I’d missed at first but which now made me feel infinitely worse. 
 
    At least she was smiling and seeing the funny-side. At least that was some small blessing, that she wasn’t upset to find me in our marital bed with Veronica or upset at the decidedly non-standard act she was witnessing. 
 
    “Relax, honey,” she continued, responding to the evidence of my blushing cheeks. “Honey, think of things we’ve done over the last few months. Think of the things I’ve done or had done to me. There’s no shame in this, baby.” 
 
    And with that she broke away from Malcolm and came and knelt by my side, kissing me and whispering in my ear. “I’ve got an idea, baby.” 
 
    I was still lying flat, the little black toy still buzzing away in my innards as I twisted my neck right to see the more than mischievous grin on Jill’s face. I’d eased back to only fifty percent distraught and panicked, and as Jill and I locked eyes I got the feeling she was enjoying my confusion and discomfort, as she reached down and grasped the bottom of her white blouse. 
 
    She blew me a kiss as she pulled the garment up and her face temporarily disappeared inside the thin cotton fabric, only to re-emerge a second later along with a big grin and the two full cups of her overflowing black bra. She wasted little time in pulling her arms out of the sleeves and then easing herself out of her short black miniskirt, her final act being to reach behind and unclip the little hooks so her bra could join her other garments on the floor. 
 
    She knelt by the side of the bed and kissed me. “I love you, honey. We should have done this ages ago. Watch each other play.” 
 
    Then having reassured me with a second kiss she started giving orders. “Veronica, carry on doing what you’re doing, honey. But don’t let him cum too soon, okay. I’ve got plans for when my beloved hubby should cum. Malcolm, get your ass over here and I’ll give you a nice reward for rescuing me earlier.” 
 
    *************** 
 
    And so it began. 
 
    The first real four-way play session Jill and I shared since all our new games started up nine months before. I’d played with Jill when she’d been with Chris and Rocco. And she and I had heard each other when we’d had our four-person trip to England with Chris and Gemma. But this was the first time I think we’d all played as a genuine foursome. 
 
    Maybe not the way I’d have chosen to start, lying on my stomach with a four-inch black piece of plastic buzzing away in me as my wife’s lover stood barely four foot to my right as Jill’s excited hands worked away at his belt buckle and then pulled his pants and boxers down in one single move. 
 
    “Isn’t it magnificent,” she cooed to me as she split her gaze between me and the very thick nine-inch cock that her pale hand was holding and stroking, the stones in her rings glistening against the shiny darkness of Malcolm’s huge cock. 
 
    There was something wanton and animalistic in Jill’s eyes as she still stroked but moved her head next to mine. “I’m going to take him all the way into my mouth now baby. I’m going to kiss the head of his cock, then kiss it up and down, play with his big balls and then I’m going to take as much of him into my mouth as I can. I’m going to suck it and love it, stroke it, and let him make love to my mouth. To fuck his big cock in and out of my warm mouth, the mouth that kisses you good morning and goodnight, baby. Isn’t that hot, baby. Tell me, honey, do you think that’s hot …” 
 
    “Yes …. Yes …. It’s hot, very hot, honey …” My voice was shaking as I said it, partly embarrassed and ashamed, but also wanting to be truthful to Jill. 
 
    And then, encouraged by my words, Jill started to go to work on Malcolm’s huge black column of a cock. Doing exactly as she’d said she would, using her mouth to worship the cock which I knew would soon be balls deep in her belly, winning all kinds of moans and cries of pleasure from her. 
 
    Jill’s oral worship of Malcolm and his huge cock came in two parts. The first part, when Jill was doing all the work. Her hands, lips, tongue, and mouth working all in synch to please her man, using all the tricks she’d learned over the years pleasuring my much smaller cock and Callan’s large cock before that. And the second part, when Malcolm did what Jill had asked him and he was the one going to town on her, as he fucked as much of his fat cock in and out of Jill’s mouth as she could cope with. My grandstand seat allowing me to see how somehow Jill managed to get six or seven inches of his girthy cock in her mouth and down her throat. Malcolm more than loving the look and feel of fucking my beautiful wife’s face as he held her by the hair, the cherry on the cake of the debauched tableau all four of us watched. 
 
    However much he was loving it, Jill’s huge black lover enjoyed Jill’s mouth and throat for just a few minutes before signaling he had other ideas. Pulling a still spluttering Jill up off her knees he looked across at me. 
 
    “Scoot across right, D,” he ordered, “I got me an idea for some fun.” 
 
    In my face down position, with Veronica still working that little buzzing black toy in my ass, my movement to the right-hand edge of the bed wasn’t particularly elegant. But as soon as I was there I felt the weight of an extra body on the bed and looked to my left to see that my near naked wife had joined me there, her chosen position face up, no doubt to give her lover access to her full and ripe boobs for their mutual pleasure. 
 
    Jill beamed across at me. I was naked, she was near naked, just her stockings, suspenders, panties and heels still on. Even as I looked at her Malcolm’s deep voice was telling her to lift her hips as he hooked the sides of her panties and pulled them down and off, Jill’s legs now instinctively spreading as far as they could with me occupying the other half of the bed. 
 
    Malcolm had somehow lost his remaining clothes and knelt on the bed between Jill’s spread legs, holding his huge shiny cock like a menacing club as he grinned across at Veronica. 
 
    “What da ya say, V, baby. Shall you and me fuck this couple of little white bitches? Get some payback for all those years of black and Latino discrimination? Do it for Luther, like? Victory for club Luther over the powers of the white establishment?” 
 
    He said it with a smile and a grin, but still, there was something slightly off in his words. But I guess I’d heard so much trash-talking over the last few months that partly it was water off a duck’s back to me. Still, I didn’t really like being called ‘a bitch’, even if it was all just bedroom talk in the heat of the game. 
 
    “Okay,” was all Veronica said, although the way she smiled told me she was as much up for this game as Malcolm was. 
 
    If I’d had any doubts about her commitment to being Malcolm’s partner in crime they disappeared about half a second later when Veronica, now standing on the right of the bed, kissed me and then turned the anal toy straight from one to three. Wiggling it around with a new energy, letting it play on my prostrate far longer than before as her hand grasped and squeezed the root of my throbbing cock. 
 
    I don’t remember all of the details of the next few minutes. I do remember looking across at Jill. At first, she was with me, our eyes locked together as a couple in the intensity of the moment, our two hands linking us together in a physical and emotional alliance. But as the minutes passed and Malcolm’s huge cock worked it’s magic on Jill’s pussy and mind, I saw her gradually start to slip away from me. Her eyes bit by bit becoming more distant and glassy. Her head no longer turned to look at me, instead looking straight up at the immense body and face of the man who was conquering her stroke by deep stroke. The fingers on her hand losing their power to grasp mine, until she gave up, instead giving herself up to the powerful orgasm that ripped through her body. The sounds and sobs of my wife being the final straw, causing me to give in to my own pleasures building up in my balls. Causing me to shout out as I shot my load into our duvet, shooting my stuff onto our bedding while Jill came long and hard on another man’s cock, right next to me in our marital bed. 
 
    *************** 
 
    As the deep gulps and gasps for air of two of us slowed and became quieter and less desperate, the overall feel of the room was a quiet and subdued one as Jill and I both came down from the highs we’d both been fucked into. 
 
    Regaining my senses I looked across at Jill, but she almost seemed unaware of my presence, just looking up at Malcolm, who’s huge body was still above hers, but his cock was now out and waving about every time he moved. 
 
    He eased himself off the bed, standing on the left-hand side, cock still waggling around like some knight’s damned jousting pole. Looking not at me but only at Jill as he leaned down and allowed her to wrap her arms around his neck. Only then straightening his back and cradling her to his chest, like a delicate white leaf held in his strong arms. 
 
    Only then did he turn to me. “You guys can have this room. We’ll take the guest room. See you in the morning.” A wink his parting and not unfriendly final communication to me. Only then did Jill finally look across at me with glassy eyes, her look still distant. But at least she did look at me and acknowledge me as she allowed her black lover to carry her away for the night. 
 
    The door now shut behind them, I rolled over and at least I still saw Veronica’s comforting face. “Can you stay the night?” I asked. I really didn’t want to be alone. 
 
    “I’d love to,” her words giving me a warm feeling, both genuine happiness and a salve to the feelings of seeing Jill carried away just seconds ago. “Let me just make a call to my mum.” 
 
    As Veronica made her call, I closed my eyes and took a moment. 
 
    Shit! If this was day one of our new life of Jill working for Luther, what the hell had I signed up for over the next few weeks and months? 
 
    

  

 
   
    Thanks and contact 
 
    I’d like to give big thanks to my two friends Chris Garner and Cbears who give many hours to kindly edit and improve my stories.  Thanks guys. 
 
    If there’s anything you’d like to discuss, I’m very happy to correspond at: 
 
    Petergjohnson89@yahoo.com 
 
    I have a twitter page, currently live but content poor :( …. Follow me at: 
 
    https://twitter.com/PeterGJohnson4 
 
    As time allows, I will share more content and thoughts. 
 
    

  

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