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Author’s Note

A huge thanks to the various friends who have helped with editing and proofreading.  Cbears, RJ, DukeMet, AM, VN – thanks folks.  Your help has been invaluable.  Any errors still remaining are fully my responsibility.


Synopsis

Work had caused a long and painful separation for Lizzy and me – just at the time we both needed to be around to help our teenage daughter raise her little girl.

I’d always had fantasies about Lizzy and other guys – but we both knew these thoughts were nothing more than harmless, safe daydreams.

At least, that’s what we thought until the fates changed all of that.  When my sudden illness caused Lizzy to come to Bangkok where, much to my surprise, she’d bonded with my beautiful middle-aged Thai assistant Anong. 

A bonding that included Lizzy starting to understand the Thai attitudes which distinguish between Love and Sex.  A distinction which had a profound effect on Lizzy and me when she returned home and we carefully tiptoed forward from fantasies to doing things for real.

I’d benefited, receiving my wife’s permission to develop a more ‘intimate’ friendship with my shapely assistant. 

And, much to our surprise, Lizzy had benefited by becoming intimate not just with one man, but with two.  Our neighbor Simon – an aging but charismatic British rockstar.  And Nine-Iron, a trouble-making ex-Marine who hung out with a local biker club.

Lizzy had been more than a little surprised that I wasn’t upset about her wild night at the motorcycle clubhouse.  Nearly as surprised as when she asked about seeing Simon and Nine-Iron again and I gave her my approval for whatever she felt comfortable with.  Just provided she told me what happened – and if possible, let me watch!

Now headed back east for several weeks, I couldn’t help but wonder what Lizzy and I had started…


Chapter 1

6 p.m. Friday 26th February 2021

Friday.  What a helluva week!

“Large Woodford Reserve, please.”

“Certainly sir,” the pretty Thai lady smiled at me as she turned to reach for the bottle.  Her short skirt riding up to show an enticing amount of soft brown Thai thigh as she pushed her ass out just a little more than was strictly necessary.

“Rocks with that?” she twinkled at me.  Twinkled?  Or was I imagining it?  No, there it was again, a smile just a little too wide, eye contact lasting a little too long.  And she was definitely pulling her shoulders back and pushing her boobs out at me like they were weapons of war.

Saying thanks, I smiled back.  Flirting was fun, especially after the week I’d had – an overload of Mr. Fung, the client’s pain-in-the-ass Program Director.  Mr. Fung, the bane of my life as I fought tooth and nail to get my company’s largest ever contract back on track.  Mr. Fung, having finally signed off on me getting to fly back to Charleston for a whole week, getting his last pound of flesh.

“You’re welcome,” she twinkled again, pulling those shoulders back and pushing those weapons out a final time.

‘Another time, another place,’ I sighed to myself.  After twenty-plus years of faithful monogamy with my wonderful, beautiful Lizzy, our newly agreed ‘while I’m away mutual hall pass’ would have allowed me to flirt a little more and see where things went. 

But – leave aside the fact I was just about to fly away for the next nine days – me exploring more would have been way too dangerous.  Dangerous in the sense of Anong – the other woman in my life these days – might scratch the bar lady’s eyes out and feed my dangly bits into the meat grinder.

“Hhhuuhh … I’m really gonna miss you, Jim,” were the last words she’d said to me just before I passed through security.  We weren’t in love – we’d only been friends and bedroom partners for a few weeks – but we’d become close these last few days.  A closeness reflected through the tender way we’d kissed. Our eyes locked together as she’d cupped my face, then kissed me and stroked my face as we parted.  A closeness strangely mirrored in the friendship which had unexpectedly developed between her and Lizzy. 

They’d bonded through Anong’s steadfast help to Lizzy during my hospitalization.  But their friendship had moved well beyond that now.  Whilst I’d been laid up in hospital, with Lizzy knowing no one else here in Bangkok, the two of them had been near constant companions.  And aside from all the normal shopping, eating and girl-time chatting, Anong had gotten Lizzy to understand and buy-in to the distinction Thai culture made between sex and love.  A buy-in which was directly responsible for the sexual freedom Lizzy and I were both now enjoying.

‘Now enjoying.’  Hah!  Our deal had been that we each had sexual freedom for what was expected to be my multi-month absence performing project open-heart-surgery in South-East Asia.  Lizzy had been the first one to cash in her voucher, allowing herself to be seduced by the sixty-plus aging lothario Simon.  An arrogant, conceited ex-pop star we barely liked, and who we only tolerated because we’d been so close to his late sister Rachel. 

An arrogant, conceited man who lived just a hundred yards or so from us.  A man who, aside from retaining most of his popstar looks and charisma, was also blessed with a very large cock.  So, no temptation there then!

I’d been the next to cash in my voucher.  Cashed in through an extremely enjoyable bedroom romp with my delectable early-forties Thai executive assistant Anong.  From a corporate HR and ‘me too movement’ perspective, Anong and me together in the sack was wildly inappropriate.  But wasn’t that half the fun?  Besides which, from the first time she’d greeted me at the airport, she’d dressed in the most risqué and provocative of ways.  If there’d been an inappropriate power dynamic playing out here, it had been her pursuing me! 

The more I’d gotten to know Anong, the more I’d realized what a formidable woman she was.  With her long black hair and beautiful face, she may have stood just over five-feet tall, but she had a razor-sharp mind and ironclad determination.  Not only had she helped me keep Mr. Fung happy, as together we made slow but steady progress with the project, but after our first couple of times together, she’d become a near permanent fixture in my bed.  Near permanent in my bed except those nights we’d spent at her place.

Back before she’d become my Lizzy’s new bestie (how unlikely an outcome had that been!), the two of them had fenced and sparred. Anong had teased Lizzy that – as the female companion on the spot – she’d act as my ‘Girl Friday’, seeing to my ‘every need.’

At the time I’d shivered with fear at her use of that expression to bait my wife.  But looking back now, I realized how prophetic ‘Girl Friday’ had been.  Ever since my earliest days dating Lizzy, I’d loved that wonderful feeling of waking up next to her soft, warm body.  That mix of physical comfort, emotional closeness and sexual promise, an unmatchable cocktail.  A set of feelings I knew would break my heart a little more each day I woke up in Bangkok and reached across to find Lizzy missing.

Well, if that was to be my sad plight these next few months, the tag-team substitution of Lizzy for her new Thai bestie, Anong, wasn’t exactly a bad second prize. 

The fresh newness of a different woman … Anong’s pretty, smiling face allied to kissable lips, a chest to die for and a flat, smooth tummy that I loved to kiss as I made my way to the Promised Land … like I say, not a bad runner-up prize 😊

~~~~~    

‘Pphhh,’ I sighed out loud, looking at my watch and taking a long pull on my Woodford.  Fifteen more minutes before I could ring Lizzy - this time difference was a real bitch!

Opening my laptop bag, my eyes fell on my locked journal that I’d been keeping for many a year now.  Good that it had a lock on.  Hardly industrial strength, but I’d not want some casual work passerby reading some of the entries I’d written about what Lizzy had gotten up to since we’d exchanged hall passes.

Flicking open the pages, my eyes fell on the entry for the day just two days after we’d spoken and, after her initial attempt to hide the truth, she’d confessed to the dirty games she and the ex-Marine, Nine-Iron, had played in the Black Knights MC clubhouse.  Dirty games that ended up with Nine-Iron fucking her not just once, but fucking her for most of the night.

I chuckled at the thought of how, after so many years of loving monogamy, somehow she’d selected as her second lover a man who was the polar opposite of the first.  Simon was British, super-smooth, slightly paunchy and despite the costs of six ex-wives, still very wealthy.  Nine-Iron was a Stars and Stripes ex-Marine whose troublemaking ways had gotten him busted down the ranks several times over during his many years of military service.

You couldn’t have found two more dissimilar men as lovers if you’d tried!  Polar opposites, the pair of them only had two pairs of things in common.  Common pair one: that they’d both only come into our lives because of our deep friendship with Ted and Rachel and that since they’d first met Lizzy, they’d both lusted after her with a vengeance.  And common pair two:  that they were both blessed with extremely long and extremely thick cocks, and that they both knew how to use the advantage nature had given them to give a girl a good time.

I shook my head at the memory, remembering another thing they had in common.  Like Ted, they were both over sixty.  A fact that cheered me up.  I may not have a huge cock like they did or be able to make Lizzy sob and wail like they did – but I was still only forty-eight to their sixty-plus.  Still five years older than Lizzy, but I’d take any advantage I could right now!

There it was, my journal entry from two days after Lizzy had finally confessed her ‘adultery’ with Nine-Iron.

Tues 9th Feb 2021

Spoke to Lizzy.  She claims she’s been a ‘good girl’, and from the look on her face, I believe her.  She said both Simon and Nine-Iron want to ‘see her’ again – their motives clear, however they may dress it up.  But as we talked, I could see she was feeling conflicted and confused.  I could tell that it wasn’t using the hall pass per se that was troubling her – we both had ‘needs’ during our physical separation.  No, what she said was troubling her was how quickly and how far things seemed to be moving.

‘Jim, honey … I can’t believe how I let Nine-Iron get me to parade around the clubhouse topless … how I let him play with my boobs in front of all those people … then, even worse, let him fuck me in front of the whole club…’

Her face had been flushed red with shame as she’d told me this, and however much I tried to reassure her that sometimes things just develop differently to how we plan them, she didn’t seem comforted.

‘Jim, it’s just not who I am … tell me honestly, are you shocked and disgusted by what I did?  Do you love me less?’

Of course I’d reassured her, we’d talked a long time that Tuesday.  But just a day later my journal recorded a very different conversation between us.

Weds 10th Feb 2021

Well, that was quite the call!  From the moment Lizzy answered, I could see something was up, that something had happened.  I could see it in the guilty, slightly evasive way her eyes moved – never able to quite meet my gaze directly.

‘Lizzy, what is it?’ I asked.

‘I did it again!’ she blushed.  Only now, post her blurted-out confession, finally able to look me in the eye.  

From her face and the context, I’d known full well what she meant. But a strange mix of bubbling masochistic and slightly mean sadistic desires forced me to twist the blade.

‘Did what again?’ I asked, wide-eyed and playing dumb.

She was too consumed by her own guilt and need for my husbandly absolution to be angry at my game-playing.

‘Slept with him…’

‘Oh, honey … I love you, but you’re making this too easy,’ I thought to myself.

‘Slept with who?’ I asked, still feigning wide-eyed innocence.  Before failing to resist an even easier comment.  ‘Which of your two big-dicked heartthrobs did you let seduce you?’

‘Dumbass!’ she grinned back, sticking her tongue out.  ‘No wonder I have to take my pleasure where I can find it, when I’ve got such an absentee dumbass for a husband!’

Amazing!  Where yesterday’s comforting words of reassurance had failed to make Lizzy feel better about her newly discovered sexual actions, my humorous needling had done the trick! Good to know – one to store away for the future…

“Are you deflecting?  Baby of mine … you still haven’t answered my question!”

‘Does it really matter to you?  My weirdo, kinky pervert of a husband gets excited whichever of my hyper-masculine, well-hung lovers gives it to me … makes me cum all over their big cocks!’

I pouted playfully at her nasty words, but I could hardly deny them.

For the next fifteen minutes Lizzy proceeded to give me a blow-by-blow account of what had happened with Simon earlier that day. Of how, having been doubly humiliated on Saturday night (by the pool table Karaoke and by losing ‘his girl’ to Nine-Iron), he’d worn down Lizzy’s resistance through a mix of pity and sexual anticipation.  Her new lover having only headed home a few minutes ago.  Lizzy, knowing I’d be calling, kicking him out after they’d fucked four times through the afternoon and early evening.  For a guy just passed sixty, his abilities and libido were still frighteningly impressive – making me wonder if he was getting himself a little chemical help.

As I waited to make my pre-flight call to Lizzy, I carried on flicking through my journal entries. 

Fuck!  Before this trip all my entries had been about memorable work events or wholesome family stuff.  Birthday and anniversary parties featured heavily, alongside things like our granddaughter’s first tooth, first steps and first words. Now the entries were just a little different!

The rest of the entries showed the story of how, after her initial reticence and sense of buyer’s remorse, the floodgates had opened in the three weeks since Lizzy had public sex with Nine-Iron in the Black Knights clubhouse.

After her short, two-day hiatus, when Simon came around again on Thursday, no prizes for guessing what transpired.  My journal entry was clear – from how Lizzy had talked to me about it the day after it happened, the previous day’s reluctance was now a thing of the past.

If Simon’s sense of rivalry and reclaiming what he felt was his (how warped was that!) had driven him back between my wife’s thighs, Friday that week brought a similar reaction from Nine-Iron.

My entry, written on Saturday, recorded much of our conversation.

Sat 13th Feb 2021

‘Hi, honey … are you okay?  You look a little tired!’

She blushed. ‘Ummm … I am, I had a gentleman caller yesterday evening after our call, while you were at work…’

The look on her face had told me something was different.

‘Simon?’ I asked, trying to keep a straight face.  A strange, twisted demon at the back of my mind hoping desperately I’d get the answer I wanted, as I rooted for the other guy.

‘No, not Simon … Nine-Iron,’ she’d answered, her face reddening as we locked eyes.

‘Did he fuck you good, honey?’ I asked.  Even as the words came out of my mouth, I reflected on what a strange question this was for a husband to ask his wife.  Especially when asking it with such enthusiasm, hoping to hear an answer in the affirmative, and then to get to hear all the gory details.

‘What do you think?’ Lizzy answered sarcastically with an embarrassed smile.

“Lizzy, honey … don’t feel guilty,” I comforted her, “after all, isn’t that the whole point of this, for your needs to be met … it would hardly work if Nine-Iron was a rotten fuck.”

Lizzy grimaced at my crude words.  Sure, once aroused she was an earthy woman who loved sex, but there was an internal battle going on between this woman and the conservatively raised elementary school teacher part of her make-up.  So, in the cold, sober light of day, hearing me speak so openly about her being ‘fucked’ by another man would never quite sit right with her.  No matter how much things had changed these last few weeks.

“I understand, Jim … but it’s just that even if I do enjoy the sex … afterward, when I’m alone, I worry what all this is doing to my moral compass, to my sense of right and wrong … I worry, Jim, about what it will mean for us afterward, when you come home…”

“Jim,” she almost sobbed, her words dripping with self-doubt and fear, “when we started this thing, we said we were going to explore things gradually … take them step-by-step … but Jim, honey … in three days I’ve let myself be fucked three times by two different men, neither of whom are my husband … and not just fucked once or twice … fucked long and hard, fucked several times over … and while they’re there, I’ve loved it … loved every minute of it … can’t get enough of it…

“And Jim, that scares me … it really, really scares me…”

“Sweetheart, I get that you’re scared, and I get that we kind of screwed the pooch on the whole ‘gradual’ thing … but this is just for when I’m not there to meet your needs … that was our deal, right?  And when I’m back, I promise you things will go back to normal…”

“Easy to say, Jim … easy to say,” she answered, looking deep into my eyes, fear and resignation at a game started but not easily stopped, written all over her face.  The two of us just looking at each other, both aware Lizzy had spoken a painful truth.  A painful truth that couldn’t be glossed over by banal platitudes.  We both knew we’d only really find out the truth about how much things had changed when I was permanently back home, and that wasn’t about to happen any time soon.

When we’d spoken after that second sex session with Nine Irons, Lizzy had sounded genuinely troubled, but it didn’t stop her giving in to temptation when Simon called around the next day.  Nor when Nine-Iron popped in the day after that.

In fact, with a second drink in my hand as I re-read the next few days’ entries, I recalled just how quickly Lizzy had been able to let her fears be subsumed and dominated by the now daily diet of amazing sex Simon and Nine-Iron were giving her.

It was like they were two horny dogs sniffing around a bitch in heat.  Each day one or other of them would ring the bell with only the flimsiest excuse.  Each visit ending up the same way – with Lizzy on her back and one of her two Sir Galahads lying between her outstretched thighs pumping their big cock in and out of her increasingly sensitive and stretched pussy.

During that second week, as doubts and recriminations melted away like spring snow, Lizzy asked them both how come they each knew when to come around and when not.  Despite such stark differences in backgrounds and personalities, they both had stumbled upon the same trick.  Driving by to see if the other’s vehicle was parked in our driveway. 

A technique that avoided each of them visiting when Lizzy already had ‘a gentleman visitor.’  Each weekday a game of ‘circle the block’ to be the first to arrive when Lizzy arrived back from teaching her first graders at around three p.m.  The two of them hardly blending in as Simon’s high-end Jag and the deep bass rumble of Nine-Iron’s Harley V-twin did multiple mid-afternoon loops around the local community.  Thankfully for Lizzy and my reputation, both of their vehicles were already common enough sights in the community, so Lizzy didn’t get any inquisitive questions from friends and neighbors.

During the two weekends before I returned home, a different game played out.  With both of my wife’s suitors aware that Lizzy wasn’t at school, they fought to see who could be the first one to arrive at a halfway sensible hour in the morning.  In a sexual version of ‘beggar my neighbor’ – their hours of arrival sliding half-an-hour earlier each day. 

By the last Sunday before my return home, it was Nine-Iron who won the daily battle – arriving to enjoy his daily bout with Lizzy at the ungodly hour of nine in the morning.  I mean, who on earth drops by for sex that early in the day?  Answer:  a sixty-two-year-old big-dicked ex-Marine troublemaker, who’d been determined to not be cock-blocked by a Brit ex-crooner he was beginning to loathe.  A loathing that Lizzy had described to me the day after something unique had happened – the two of them had been at our home at the same time.


Chapter 2

7 p.m. Bangkok time, Friday 26th February 2021

‘Sorry hun, give me an extra 15 ... problem with the shower … you’ll have to fix it when you get home, L xxx’

Oh great!  Just what every husband looks forward to after arriving home after the best part of a day’s worth of traveling and a month-and-a-half away from home!  Unclogging showers or fixing whatever electrical or plumbing problem it was that had delayed Lizzy being able to take my call.  I desperately hoped she’d not be delayed any longer, otherwise we might not talk at all before boarding started.

At least the delay allowed me to re-read my journal entry for last Monday – the day after the two rutting stags had both turned up at the same time.

Monday 22nd February 2021

The tale Lizzy just told me of what happened yesterday has to go down as one of the funniest! All of those earlier reservations about her afternoon and evening antics with her ‘gentleman callers’ seem like a million years ago now!  You know, I sometimes wonder if that earlier reluctance – that supposed fear about what she was becoming - was genuine or not.  Sometimes I just think it was all just camouflage, camouflage because she was worried about what I might think of her if she’d at least pretend some kind of doubt and remorse at how frequently she was allowing Simon and Nine-Iron to bed her.

Anyway, back to the call we had earlier.

‘Hi baby,’ she’d answered, breezily enough.  But even then, I could hear something in her voice that told me something had happened.

‘You okay, sweetheart?’

The pause before she answered told me I’d guessed right, something was up.

‘Yup … fine … it’s just, well … something happened yesterday and I’m a little embarrassed about it…’

This was definitely a step back.  The last few days, more and more she seemed totally onboard and at peace with her new status as a husband-approved scarlet woman.

But something had undone all of that.  ‘Sweetheart, take your time … and, remember, I gave you a hall pass … so nothing you can tell me can change that or shock me, or make me love you or respect you any the less…’

Even as I said the words, aware I might be writing a check I couldn’t cash.  However strong my love, maybe she had done something so outrageous with one of her lovers that it might impact on how I looked at her.

‘Somehow Simon got into our house,’ she’d told me, her voice shaking at the memory.  ‘He must have used the key we gave to Ted and Rachel…’

Thinking I understood it, I tried to reassure her and put it in context. ‘Honey, I grant you it’s a little bit cheeky – it’s not really his key to use – but it’s not exactly a hanging offence.’

‘It’s not the key I’m worried about Jim,’ she blurted out, ‘it’s what he discovered when he came into the kitchen…’

Now I sensed where this was headed, my raised eyebrows telling Lizzy she’d better continue.

‘Jim, it couldn’t have been worse … it was as bad as it’s possible to be … I was stood naked in the kitchen, naked except for those black high heels you love, leaning forward over the middle kitchen island, howling like a banshee as I came all over Nine-Iron’s big cock.

If it hadn’t been for the look of mortified horror on her face – even as she just remembered it – I’d have burst out laughing.  But that wasn’t what Lizzy needed right now, so I tried my best to comfort her.

“Sweetheart, I guess that it was embarrassing for you … but is it really that bad?  How’s it any worse than Simon seeing you together with Nine-Iron at the clubhouse?  And then it wasn’t just Simon, was it?  Then it was him and a whole bunch of other guys watching you…”

Maybe I shouldn’t have added that last bit, but she got the point … at least, I thought she did, but I couldn’t be sure as she quickly was describing her next level of hell.

‘Nine-Iron was a total pig … when he saw that I’d seen Simon, he just fucked me even harder, even deeper … I came so hard my legs turned to jelly, if he’d not been holding me up, I’d have collapsed … I was sobbing, gasping down huge lungsful of air … then he thrust so deep, twisted my tits and bit on my neck that I came again … nearly blacked out, squirting all over him as he laughed his head off…’

I remembered what she’d told me next as, face still flushed, she’d tried to exorcise her shame when she’d reported back.

‘And do you know what the bastard said and did next?  With me still flopping around like a fish out of water, he just grinned at Simon and said, ‘Hey, pretty boy … why don’t you get yourself some of this?  Do ya fancy leftovers?  Sloppy seconds? Do ya wanna see if you can make her cum better than I did?’

When she told me this, her face reliving every moment of her suffering, I so wanted to ask, ‘and did he?’  But such a prurient, self-seeking answer like that would have made Lizzy hate me.  So, I tried my best to help her feel better about herself.  All the time, inquisitiveness dripping away like acid within me.  Until finally I found a diplomatic way to get an answer to my burning question.

‘So, hun, these two bulls fighting over you … was there a stand-off, did they both go after that?  Or was it just Simon who left, not wanting any more humiliation like he got at the clubhouse?’

Even the memory had Lizzy lost in stunned silence before finally her croaky voice answered me.

‘Yes, he left … I guess he didn’t fancy it … performing in front of an audience…’

Oh, that was such an opening for a cheap joke at Simon’s expense.  I’d have thought performing in front of an audience would have been just his forte!  But again, I bit my tongue in deference to Lizzy’s embarrassment at her afternoon of shame. 

I’d only just finished re-reading the journal when the dial tone of an incoming call from Lizzy brought me back to the here and now.

“Hey, sweetheart,” she beamed, her face this time flushed with love, not embarrassment.  Which of us was happier at our imminent reunion was hard to say.  My evening time, her early morning, even so she was glowing with joy.

“Hey, sweetheart yourself!” I teased.  “Have you been a good girl since yesterday?  Daddy bear will be home soon and doesn’t want to find someone else has been eating from his porridge … wearing his dressing gown!”

“Oh!  Is that what daddy bear really wants?” she giggled with mock surprise.

“Well, daddy bear, no one’s dipping their spoon in your honey right now!  Will that do?”

“And what about yesterday?” I asked. “Did someone gobble down my honey yesterday?”  Her smile already telling me the answer.  As if there had ever been any real doubt.  Even her embarrassing episode when Simon popped in for a fuck session and found her in bed with Nine Iron had slowed down Lizzy’s exponentially growing libido. 

Even after she’d blushingly confessed the Sunday episode during our next call, the next time we spoke she was telling me she’d magically managed to overcome her shame quickly enough so that Simon was back between her thighs by Monday lunchtime.

“You know, Lizzy, sweetheart … I’m just glad Caitlin’s not been around these last few weeks … the way you’ve been going at it with your two Sir Galahads, if she had been around, no way on earth you’d have avoided something way more embarrassing than Simon walking in on you and Nine-Iron.”

It was a true measure of how much Lizzy’s attitude had changed these last few weeks that she just chuckled and smiled at my observation.  It was like the cumulative effect of fucking in front of others twice and being with one or other of her lovers nearly every day for the last three weeks had remapped forty-plus years of programming.

By pure luck, Caitlin had been off on the other side of the country the last few weeks.  She’d kept on good terms with the boy who’d got her pregnant – he’d offered marriage, but she’d declined – and she’d spent the last few weeks in Pasadena reconnecting and letting Henry spend some time with his daughter Rachel Jr

~~~~~    

Changing the topic to something that had been much on my mind, I tried to sound as relaxed as I could as I used Lizzy’s relaxed good mood to my advantage.

“Hun, have you thought any more about my request?”

As ever, she saw straight through me, reading me like a book and calling me. 

“Look Jim … that’s different … all those guys seeing me having sex when I was drunk, then Simon seeing me … different again, baby … he’s not you … you seeing me,” she blushed, “I know it’s really important to you … means so much to you … I’ll try, I promise you I’ll try … but I can’t make any promises…”

It had been the bane of my existence these last few weeks – only hearing secondhand, never seeing or even hearing – but from the look on her face I knew Lizzy’s offer to try was the best I was going to get.

“Thanks, sweetheart … I know how difficult it must feel … thanks for promising to try…”

We were back to sharing the most intense of loving looks between us.  Words totally inadequate, only our eyes – ‘windows to the soul’ – were a halfway decent vessel for the emotions bubbling up in each of our hearts.

So much had changed in the month since Lizzy and I had last held each other.  Then we’d made ‘careful’ love as I was still recuperating from my hospitalization.  Lizzy loved me too much to trade me in for my life insurance – she wanted a partner not a bank check – so she’d done all the hard work.

But now, four weeks on, I was heading home with every intention of ravishing my wife as soon as I was able – and from the look on her face, she was more than willing to play her part.

But I was heading home to a wife whose heart I knew was still mine, but who’d been on a voyage of sexual discovery these last few weeks.

Strangely enough, even though part of me was frustrated as hell about Lizzy’s seemingly bizarre reluctance to let me watch or even listen, another part of me was reassured and relieved by this odd shyness.  To me it was a sign that, even after all the sexual antics of the last few weeks, the old Lizzy was still alive and well.  Alive and well and desperate that the man she loved wouldn’t think any the worse of her because of her newly discovered sexual liberation.  A liberation that he’d had a huge hand in enabling.

‘Will passengers for flight QR105 to Doha departing at twenty-hundred please go to boarding gate D20’

That was my call.

My heart was pounding with excitement.  My veins quite literally flooded with adrenaline and dopamine at the thought of finally being back with Lizzy.  Right now, that was enough for me.  More than enough for me. 

Anything else would be a bonus. Well, maybe a bonus.  Because even now – even after the bikers letting me watch Lizzy and Nine-Iron without her knowing – I was unsure how the both of us would react if I was in the room while Lizzy and one of her lovers got it on.

Walking towards the gate, I honestly had no idea how things would play out when I got home.

Her and me having other playmates had only been intended to be a thing while we were apart from each other.  But hadn’t I been the one these last few days who’d been gently pressuring her to let me watch something that until now I’d only really heard about.  How exactly did that fit with Simon and Nine-Iron supposedly just being temporary stand-ins for yours truly?

A good question.  A very good question.  And one both Lizzy and I were way too confused to answer right now.  A question, a topic that we both knew could only be discussed when we were back together in each other’s arms.


Chapter 3

7 a.m. EST, Saturday 27th February 2021

One hour to go. 

Given how excited I was to finally be coming home, I was amazed at how quickly the long flight had passed. 

And, mercifully, my sleep had been devoid of the sweat-soaked dreams that had cursed my outbound trip nearly two months before – dreams about Lizzy, Simon and Ted.  But then dreams are supposed to be about the unresolved layers of the subconscious – that particular Simon-shaped question had most definitely been resolved.  Resolved several times over.

As the big twin-engine jet started its descent into Charleston, for the nth time I tormented myself with the question of who’d be there to greet me.  I knew Lizzy would be there, and I knew Caitlin wouldn’t be arriving back from Pasadena until the following day.  Beyond that my mind painted all kinds of pictures. 

Images of Simon grinning like an ape, no mind as to who might see him, his arm possessively around Lizzy’s shoulder as he shook my hand and ushered me towards his waiting Jag.  ‘Don’t mind sitting in the kiddy seats at the back do you, old man?  Me and Lizzy ride up front, that’s how it is these days!’   

Images of a brooding Nine-Iron only releasing Lizzy’s hand for the briefest of moments to give me a big, crushing bearhug.  A statement of status and dominance more than any kind of ‘welcome back buddy’.  A statement delivered before he ushered us to his waiting Harley, lifted my denim and leather clad wife onto the pillion and pointed me towards the cab rank. ‘See you at home,’ I imagined him winking with no doubt as to what he meant before he roared off.  The last I saw of Lizzy being her shapely denim-clad ass perched behind her biker lover as she snuggled up close, rubbing her mons hard against his ass, letting the Harley’s V-Twin vibrations do the rest.

Bing! ‘You may now unbuckle your seat belts.  Please be careful when emptying the overhead lockers, as things may have shifted during the flight.’

Walking the short aisle distance, I shook my head to scatter these troubling images. ‘Troubling images.’  The most troubling thing about them was that part of me was excited about them, even if I knew in my heart Lizzy wouldn’t allow either of her lovers to push things this far on what was her and my special day.

~~~~~    

“Honey!”

Lizzy jumped into my arms.  Hugged me tight.  Hugged me as if she was frightened that I might disappear.  Run-away back to Asia.

No chance.  I’d been dreaming of this day for so long.  The last few days the slowest of countdowns.

Damn!  She smelt so good.  My head thrust deep in her curls, sucking in the delicate, healthy aroma of her hair.  Oh shit!  If I spent the rest of my life in this moment - lost in her hair, lost in her embrace - it would be a life well spent.  Lizzy.  My one true love.

She was wearing a very pretty flowery dress, not too slutty, like in my dreams but definitely sexier than usual.

Neither of us wanted to let go.  Neither of us needed to sleep.  Back together, our souls didn’t need words to express themselves.  We just hugged and hugged.  Squeezed tighter.  Then squeezed a little more.

In sync – always in sync – finally, we pulled back.  Not to talk, but to be able to see the other’s face.  Faces wreathed in smiles.  Faces engrained with happiness.  Fulfilment.  With a quiet, slow burn sense of euphoria.

I gazed into those twinkling hazel eyes.  Lost myself in the love.  The humor, fun … in the history we shared and the future we planned together.

“Come on, Mister Bigwig First Class Flyer,” she teased, snuggling in tight under my arm, repeating a common teasing theme, this being the first time my boss had sprung for First Class travel for someone of my grade.  “Come on, get me home … show me just how much you missed me…”

Now that was a mission to accept!  All the way home, I couldn’t stop myself from just gazing across from my passenger seat to take in every detail of the driver.  My job had never taken me away for so long – nearly two months! – but that wasn’t really it.

Yes, I’d missed her.  So long apart.  Missed being able to reach out and touch her long brown hair.  Stroke her cheek, lose myself in her eyes.  Touch those lips, kiss those lips.

But this was something way more intense than that.  This was something primal, deeply primal.  My woman (as the Good Book would describe it) had ‘lain with another man.’  A man other than her husband.

They’d have called it ‘adultery’, but how could it be, when her husband was fully aware and had played such a large part in enabling and even encouraging the beautiful driver to give herself to other men?

Fuck!  It was so damned hot.  It made my gut clench with painful, exciting angst – the thought of my Lizzy with other men.  Men like Simon and Nine-Iron, men so different in every way bar one.  Their only similarity, that they both had very long, fat cocks which had fucked Lizzy far deeper and better than her loving husband’s slender six-incher.  A thought that sliced me open with painful, pleasing thrills of bittersweet, throbbing hardness.

Oh fuck!  I wanted her so bad!  Wanted to be home, to throw her down on the bed, tear her clothes off, bite her, kiss her, make her cry out my name as I took her back, as she gave herself back to the man who owned her, the man she loved, who loved her…

~~~~~    

We were barely in the door, when I grabbed her round the waist and pulled her in, smashing my lips against hers as we tried to eat each other’s faces off.  I was burning up with desire for Lizzy, her fingers fumbling at my belt as I pushed her skirt up and felt her ass, grinding her hard against my cock.

We were like horny teenagers as I fell on top of her, pushing her back on the sofa, her hands needy and desperate as they hunted inside my boxers, finding me, pulling me out, readying me for the target.

Our lips were still slobbering with need, like we’d never had sex before, Lizzy’s heels hooking behind me, pulling me in … not that I needed any encouragement, thrusting upward, sighing emotionally and physically as I felt her warm, wet folds envelop me.

‘Was she looser than before?’ 

‘No!’ I shouted at the little voice in my head.  No, this is about Lizzy and me.  About two lovers – lovers in the real, emotional sense of the word – reunited after a tempestuous, trial-strewn two months since I’d been back home.  Two months filled with arguments, illness, relief and reunions and then sexual revolution.  Sexual revolution that outstripped anything we’d ever fantasized about.  Our fantasies had been safe, faceless, nameless men fucking Lizzy.  Not this!  Not a daily schedule of two bulls rutting over my wife’s favors.  One-off escapades, not the multi-hour sex sessions Simon and then Nine-Iron had made their stock-in-trade.

‘No!’  This was about Lizzy and me!  The bedrock.  The only thing that mattered.  Thoughts about what had happened, what might happen in the future, could wait for another day.  Only one thing mattered now, Lizzy and me reconnecting, pushing the whole world out of our little bubble.  Restoring our bubble to what it needed to be – just her and me.

Damn!  Her nails felt so good, digging into my ass, drawing blood, reclaiming her husband as much as I needed to reclaim her soft skin and the depths of her pussy.

‘Ow!’

That hurt!  Felt like something out of a Bram Stoker Dracula movie.  She’d bitten me on the shoulder.  Really bitten me!  But the pain was worth it, I like being owned as much as I liked owning.  And it just spurred me on to fuck her deeper, fuck her harder.  Making me glad I’d had a surreptitious wank in the aircraft’s First-Class toilets.  Not exactly the most brag-worthy way to join the mile high club, but I didn’t care if it meant I could last a little longer as I powered in and out of my squealing, sobbing wife.

“Love you, babe … love you…”

Her breathy lungs were too close to the edge to reply, her nails digging again, pressing me on … pressing me to give her a climax far more special than any either of her big-dicked lovers ever could.

That was just physics.  Just nerve endings and fulsome geometry – what we shared was love, true love, emotional depth they couldn’t compete with.

“Fuck me, Jim … fuck me, fuck me hard…” she sobbed, eyes screwed shut, both so close, both so needy, so in love.

“Arrhhh!” I screamed, pulling her to me, feeling her heat, feeling her pussy squeeze and milk me, taking what was hers, taking it deep as she squealed even louder.

“Jimmmm … Jimmmm … yessss, yesss … shit …. baby … yes, I love you … love you,” she sobbed, half delirium, half desperation … like me, beside herself with emotional release to be back with the one where the glove fitted, where everything just felt so right.  My hips thrusting upward with equal desperation, my whole body craving every inch of depth I could manage, reclaiming what was mine, my cock pumping my seed spurt after spurt into my sobbing, crying woman.

~~~~~    

Spent and happy, we put away our urgent, needy adolescent selves and climbed the stairs to something deeper and more soulful.  Climbing into bed naked, climbing under the crisp white sheets and propped on our sides, gazing into each other’s eyes.  Just the odd smile, touch and kiss breaking into the silence of a deeply spiritual moment.

We didn’t need to speak to know what the other was thinking. ‘Had we really done it?  Done all these things?  Shattered our priceless marital vase in such a tempest of excess?  Excesses we’d agreed on … but nevertheless, excesses whose consequences were impossible to know.’

Eventually, one of us had to break the moment.  Almost inevitably, it was Lizzy – always more in touch with her emotions – who nudged us into the talking zone.

“Welcome home, lover,” she smiled.

“Ummm,” I grinned, “I like that, ‘lover’ … lover, husband, best friend … general all-round good guy … hell, so good they’ll name a street after me … maybe even a Marvel superhero or two…”

“Hey, don’t get too big for your boots, Mister Absentee-husband-only-home-for-a-week Lover,” she chuckled, leaning over to stroke my cheek and touch her lips against mine.  The touch turning into a tender lip nibble as her hand rubbed at my chest hair, teasing my nipples, letting me know what she wanted next.  Some more attention from her husband before he again became an absentee husband.

If our first coupling for a month had been frenetic and needy, this one was slow and filled with love as I sank back into her.  Her legs instantly locking me in place as her arms encircled my neck.  The two of us kissing with heart-breaking emotional intensity, an intensity I only recall one time before, the night we’d found Lizzy was pregnant with Caitlin.

As our bodies pleasured each other, as our skin rubbed up and down, we were both on cloud nine.  Having already each cum, neither of us was in any kind of hurry and I settled in to make the magic last as long as I could.  The sensations in my cock … the love in my heart as I gazed at Lizzy and she gazed back … the skin-on-skin touches accompanied by a soundtrack of quiet, tender moans … we were both in heaven.  It might have lacked the drama and highs of Lizzy’s recent times with her big-dicked lovers, but neither of us cared … it meant far more, was far more special.

~~~~~    

It was only when we’d both cum again, when we were both lying together happy and spent that the conversation moved on to the elephant in the room.  Lizzy’s two new lovers and the time I’d been spending with Anong, and the fact that each week unearthed new project issues meant we both knew I’d be away for several more months.

“Are we okay, hun?” Lizzy asked, her earlier smile now showing touches of anxiety.

“I think so!” I answered, smiling back, wanting to sound more certain, but also wanting to be honest, wanting not to paper over things that needed discussing.

A little ashamed at my lack of conviction and that after my words, Lizzy was still looking anxious, I picked up the baton.

“I’m sure we’re absolutely fine … that we’re going to stay fine … like Anong said, love and sex, they’re different…”

I felt a slight inner twinge at having mentioned Anong’s name at such an intensely personal moment, but Lizzy didn’t seem to mind, her eyes beckoning me to explain further.

“Honey, nothing we’ve done means shit compared to the love we have … the love for each other, for Caitlin and Rachel Jr … so, the way I see it, all we’ve actually done is met our needs while we’re apart and had explored some fun new things we wouldn’t otherwise have tried.  In terms of making problems for us, no, I don’t see that we’ve made any problems … quite the contrary, I think we’ve revved things up between us … made them more exciting…”

That seemed to do the trick – the words, the more confident tone – as Lizzy’s face slowly started changing from anxious to impish.  Her eyes looking deep into mine, her shallow breathing moving her lovely naked breasts gently up and down. 

“So, Mister Sharp, the thought of your sweet, innocent, waif-like wife being taken by other men ‘revs you up’ does it?  Makes you more excited?” she teased, the playful curl of her lip making me want to bite her hard.  The way her long red nails were tiptoeing their way down my stomach with a very deliberate, high-stepping action making me want to do something entirely different to her. 

Something her two new male friends had done to her far more often than I’d managed recently.  Though right now I was doing my damnedest to play catch up as I rolled her onto her back, pulling her hands high above her head and used my knees to splay her thighs as wide as I could.

We’d had needy sex, had loving sex, and now it was time for playful, teasing sex as I sucked on her nipples with full vacuum power, rewarded by moans and the sudden appearance of two large organ stops.

“Oh yes, Mrs. Sharp … yes it does, revs me up more than you can ever imagine,” I answered as I sank my cock into Lizzy for the third time in less than two hours.

“Glad to hear it, glad to see that Thai jezebel hasn’t entirely used you up,” she grinned coquettishly, before going for the jugular with the most sugary, sweet of tones.  “By the way, hun, are you ‘in’ yet?”

Bitch!  Her words, her eyes staring into mine, surfacing a thought that I’d managed to push down until now.  But now we were in playful mode, I knew the floodgates would soon open as I sucked even harder and pumped even faster.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you!  If the man you wed was as big as your boyfriends!”

“Ummm … ‘boyfriends’, I like the sound of that,” she mused with mock thoughtfulness, before hooking me with those hazel eyes again.  “But to answer your question, ‘no’, I’m perfectly happy with my more ‘normal’ husband … his cock is perfectly ‘nice’ …”

Never have the words ‘normal’ and ‘nice’ been used with such precise, stiletto accuracy as I took the blow to my ego and threw it back at Lizzy by just fucking her harder and faster.

“Nice and normal, am I?” I shouted, Lizzy’s grin just getting wider and happier the faster and harder I fucked her.

The light blush on her chest, the way she was biting her lip and controlling her breathing told me she was loving this, however much she tried to play it cool.

“They’re good words, honey,” she exclaimed with pretend hurt, “I’d much rather have a normal and nice man than some hunk like Simon or Nine-Iron … hunks like them with big dicks, very big dicks.”

“They’re only good for one thing … they’re not husband material … not like nice, normal you, honey,” she purred, her nails digging into my ass like a jockey spurs on their steed.

Damned!  Now she’d put the thought in my head, I couldn’t get it out.  My mind filled with cross-sectional diagrams of how much shallower and less stretching my own slender six inches was compared to the two monsters Simon and Nine-Iron had been feeding her the last few weeks.

I knew it was petty and unimportant compared to the love we’d just been sharing, but the male ego is a fragile thing.  In my case, a fragile and contradictory thing – the more I thought about how much smaller my cock was than Simon’s and Nine-Iron’s, the more excited I became and the more my chest clenched and constricted my breathing.

And if the images weren’t bittersweet enough, the contented little mewls of pleasure coming from Lizzy’s lips were an additional source of bittersweet torment.  So much quieter, so much less full-throated and ecstatic than the sounds I’d heard when the bikers had left me secretly watching the sound fucking Nine-Iron had given her.

We were done with words, as I pounded as best I could into my soft, pliant wife, she just looked at me, each of us reading the other’s mind.  Knowing each other too well for any kind of subterfuge.  Lizzy knew damned well I was thinking of how superior Simon and Nine-Iron had been in the narrow, physical stakes.  And I knew from her smirk how much she was loving how it drove me crazy, left me hanging there with my tongue hanging out and my ego dangling precariously over the cliff edge.

On and on we fucked, both of us not talking, both of us enjoying the physics of our union, but savoring the mental side even more.  Both of us knowing the next step along this path would come in the next few days when my request to watch Lizzy with one of her men would be put to the test.  The test of what Lizzy was comfortable with, the test of what my ego could withstand.


Chapter 4

The rest of Saturday was spent in a wonderful mix of cuddling, making love and sleeping.

Just being back home with Lizzy was reward enough for all the difficulties of the last two months, and I knew she felt the same.  For long periods, we were content to just be together.  No need for words, just ‘being’, touching and the odd kiss was enough. 

We’d never been apart for anything like this length of time, never mind this length of time combined with the kind of experiences we’d allowed ourselves to enjoy.  The emotional depth of our reunion mirrored these twin factors, each playing off the other to make things even more intense.

Just after lunchtime Sunday, we heard a key in the front door.

For a short but horrible moment I thought it was Simon, repeating the inappropriate use of Ted’s key that had led to him walking in on Nine-Iron giving a sound fucking to Lizzy over our center-of-room kitchen island.

“Only us,” a soft, feminine voice shouted up the stairs, a voice that always made me smile, so reminiscent of the cadences and tone of her mother’s voice.  The use of the word ‘us’ warming my heart further – instantly creating a picture of little Rachel Jr nestled and coddled at her mother’s shoulder.

Was there any better way of making this already wonderful day even better?  Daughter and granddaughter added to my already overflowing happiness – three generations of wonderful females which life had blessed me with.

I heard the sound of the living room door opening as she hunted us out, then footsteps moving to the bottom of the stairs, then a shout louder and more edgy than the first.

“No need to ask where you two are!”  I could almost see the smirk on her face.  “Honestly, at your age!  Can’t you two act in a more ‘age-appropriate way’ … you’re grandparents now … I don’t want little Rachel seeing anything that might scar her for life!”  

I loved our daughter, but charm and tact were only optional extras with her, only used when it suited her.  Only child of two parents who loved to tease, maybe it was inevitable she’d grow up to be such a strong, confident and only sometimes respectful daughter!

“Love you too, honey!” I bawled down the stairs, my heart welling up with love, “be down in a minute … me and your mom got some business to finish first … then we gotta oil our Zimmer frames … we’re not as young as we used to be…”

‘Fight fire with fire,’ I smiled to myself.

For some reason, the other thought popping into my head was, ‘Just what the hell would Caitlin have thought if she knew what kind of games her mom and I had been playing while she’d been away in Pasadena?  If she, not Simon, had been the one to walk in while her mom had screamed her way through orgasm as a man most definitely not her father pounded her from behind?’ A thought that left me sweating and weak at the knees with fear.

~~~~~    

I’d only been away a couple of months, but seeing the changes in Rachel Jr, it felt like an eternity.  When I’d left, just after her first birthday, she was a baby to me.  Now, just two months later, she seemed more like a little girl.  The cutest, most loved little girl in all the world.  Well, at least in our little corner of South Carolina!

The skull covering of thin, wispy thatch had given way to proper ‘little girl’ hair, dark like her mother and grandmother’s and put up in two oh-so-cutesy pigtails.  Her little girl appearance amplified by a lovely little pink woolen dress, so different to the baby outfits I’d last seen, a dress that had all the hallmarks of her loving grandma’s choice.

“Nonna … Nonna,” she shrieked as with wide open arms she toddled straight past me (‘who’s that strange guy in my grandma’s home?’) and into the arms of Lizzy.

“Nonna?” I asked quizzically.

“How many times do I have to tell you, I’m one-sixteenth Italian,” she retorted, like I was an idiot for not joining the dots, “and Nonna is so much nicer than Grandma or Granny…”

‘So much nicer,’ translating as ‘doesn’t make me sound like I’m a hundred-and-three … Nonna sounds more like a glamorous forty-something version of Sophia Loren…’

“One-sixteenth?  Right, of course,” I chuckled.  Not that ‘Nonna’ even noticed, she was too busy playing nosey-nosey as she and her granddaughter rubbed noses in fits of giggles.  Seeing their heads so close together allowing me to appreciate the facial similarities between grandma and granddaughter.  My only sadness being that our dear friend Rachel Sr. who Rachel Jr was named after was no longer with us and able to enjoy these special moments. 

I knew that babies’ eye colors develop and change through their early years, and I swear that since I’d last seen her, our granddaughter’s eyes had gone from hints of light brown and green to full on hazel – just like her Nonna.  Poor old Henry, he might be the father, and he might have enjoyed the last few weeks bonding with his one-year-old daughter, but his genes had taken a right old kicking.  Little Rachel was far more Caitlin and Lizzy than she was Henry and his bloodline – not that I’m sure he minded too much after such a lovely extended period with his little girl.

When Rachel Jr had made up for her missed weeks with her Nonna – a whole attention-span-defying five minutes – she turned to look at the vaguely familiar man who her mommy was snuggled with. 

Six or seven surprisingly steady steps later and I was adjusting to another twenty pounds or so of family member on my lap.  And while family member number one was content to give me a big hug and then drape her arm around my shoulder, family member number two was a far more inquisitive and active bundle of energy.  Little fingers exploring orifices and pulling at anything pullable, large eyes thrust up close as she pondered and thought.  Yup, definitely hazel … just like her grand … sorry, Nonna…

~~~~~    

The rest of the day was spent in soul-replenishing family activities.  Walking hand-in-hand in the park with Lizzy or Caitlin - depending on which of the two older females the youngest female had claimed at any given moment.  Hoisting a whooping, cackling little lady up high on my shoulders when she decided it was time to claim her grandpa and bend him to her will.

Sand-pits and ice creams seemed to be her staples – although, seeing older children doing it, she demanded I help her on the swings and slides.  Not easy for a one-year-old, but somehow with careful and slow actions I satisfied the little one without being scolded by her watchful mom or Nonna.

When it was just Rachel Jr and me together, more than once I saw Lizzy and Caitlin head-to-head exchanging what looked like deeply conspiratorial whispers.  Whispers that had me sweating as my heart thudded against my ribs – surely not?  Surely they wouldn’t?  They couldn’t? 

From when Caitlin had first discovered boys, the two of them had always had a very healthy and open relationship when talking about sex and relationships.  But even so, surely that couldn’t extend as far as Lizzy opening up to our daughter about the kinky games her mother and father had been playing while she’d been away in California? 

But then again, wasn’t that the best way to head off any awkward moments?  Awkward moments when the wrong thing might be said by the hardly subtle Simon; or even worse, a super awkward moment if Caitlin popped in unannounced and found her mother in flagrante delicto with one or other of her two new gentlemen friends!

But even so … surely not?

It was only after Rachel Jr’s bedtime on Sunday evening - when Lizzy and I were snuggled up after another sublime, tender bout of lovemaking – that I had the opportunity to ask Lizzy if her tête-à-têtes with Caitlin had been about our newly-liberated marital arrangements.

“Wouldn’t you like to know!” she chuckled, savoring my uncertainty and discomfort.  “What’s between a mother and a daughter … well, that’s a sacred space … a sacred, man-free space…”

“Lizzy!” my strangled voice snapped back, half exasperation, half pleading.

“No, my lips are sealed!” she grinned.  “Mother-daughter secrets … more sacred than the confessional…”

“Oh, and would that be your one-sixteenth Italian speaking?” I answered tartly, my whole body simmering on a wave of adrenaline, knowing damned well that when Lizzy’s mind was made up, no force on heaven or earth could move her.

Her stubborn recalcitrance, my anguished state of not-knowingness pumping an extra jolt of adrenaline through my veins.  Fuck!  Wasn’t it humiliating and embarrassing enough that Simon, Nine-Iron and Ted all knew about our new arrangement?  But my own daughter knowing?  My own daughter knowing about the abnormal arrangement between me and her mother … fuck, how would I ever face her without my face burning as red as a fire truck? 

I didn’t think Lizzy had told her … but I didn’t know this as fact, and Lizzy was loving my torment, a fact that meant she’d not end it anytime soon.  But maybe the weirdest thing of all was the sneaky, silent pleasure the not-knowing gave me – a pleasure I didn’t even want to admit to myself.

As we finally drifted to sleep, spooning after one more wonderful time of lovemaking, I wondered what tomorrow would bring.  Wondered if Lizzy’s tête-à-têtes with Caitlin had all been geared to clearing the way for resuming her carnal relations with Simon and Nine-Iron.  Resuming them when our daughter and granddaughter were back living so close in the small home we’d built for them at the bottom of our one-acre plot.


Chapter 5

5:30 a.m. EST, Monday 1st March 2021

Mr. Fung may have finally signed-off on me having a trip home, but to him that merely meant I was still fully on-call, just working from a different location.  Which meant my Monday morning started with an end-of-the-day Bangkok check-in call with Anong.  Necessary as Mr. Fung hadn’t canceled our start of the week meetings.  He’d merely deigned to move it from eight a.m. local time Monday to 8 a.m. Tuesday so as to avoid interrupting my weekend.  Who knows, maybe there was an actual Mrs. Fung, maybe he vaguely got the need for human relationships – though I doubted it.  More likely he just wanted an extra day to prepare even more tricky questions or to have more time to baste someone else.

Either way, Monday morning my time, I was on a WhatsApp call to Anong to have a general catch-up and to prep for tomorrow morning’s call.

Even working from home, I’ve always found dressing in tie and shirt puts me in a business-like frame of mind.  So, I was brushing my hair and generally making myself presentable as, fresh from having ravished me just a few minutes ago, my feline wife stretched out.  Another hour before she had to get-up for school, she continued to enjoy the comforting warmth of our bed as she eyed me sat preening myself at her dressing table.

“Is Mr. Fung gay?” she teased.  “You seem to be paying an inordinate amount of attention to your appearance, honey!  I don’t recall when you last spent so long getting ready for a date with your poor old wife!”

I turned to give her the evil eye, provoking even more playful scorn, “Or would all that preening not be for Mr. Fung, even though he’s the boss … might it be for your humble assistant?  Mrs. Big Boobs herself … your new ‘Girl Friday’?”

With Lizzy in this mood, there was no point engaging.  She’d always been better than me at this – it would have been a pea shooter up against a panzer tank – so I just turned back around and dialed Mrs. Big Boobs.

“Hi Anong, how you doing?”

The words were barely out of mouth then I felt Lizzy’s bare boobs pressing into my back as she used my body to shield her own nakedness as she took over the call.  What a hypocrite!

“Hey, Bestie!  How’s my buddy Nancy doing?”

“Gran… sorry, Nonna,” she teased right back.  Lizzy’s use of ‘Nancy’ (short for little Miss Nancy Big Tits, Lizzy’s nickname for my Anong from back before they’d bonded over my illness) more than deserving of the retaliatory reference to my forty-three-year-old wife’s recent joining of the glamorous grandma club!

Teasing over, Anong’s beautiful face lit up. Dammit! She was more excited to chat to Lizzy than she was to talk to me.  My fragile male ego could only take so much, but what could I do?  I was helpless to intervene as the two of them chattered at eight-hundred-miles-an-hour catching up on every topic under the sun.  My aching chest telling me to treat this time as a blessed respite – telling me it wouldn’t be long until one or both of them turned their attention to me.

“So, anyway, Anong … thanks for keeping my Jim running smoothly while he’s been away … and thanks for not wearing him down too much … you know how it is for men of his age … you can’t be too careful … too often or too vigorous and he’ll have a cardiac arrest … or even worse … not be able to get it up to perform his husbandly duties back home,” Lizzy’s words having both of them on the floor in fits of giggles.

“At least with the cardiac arrest,” Lizzy continued, “I’d get the insurance … not sure there’s a policy on earth that covers ‘failure to perform husbandly duties’.”

Ho-bloody-ho, but the pair of them weren’t done yet, Anong hadn’t had her say.  “Well, from what I understand, if he’d been a bit worn down, a bit unable to perform, you wouldn’t have exactly gone short, girlfriend!  ‘Short’ or ‘not short’ being the operative word from what I hear about the talents of your two new friends…”

When she’d recovered from the giggles, Lizzy put Anong straight.  “Hands-off, girlfriend.  I’ve leant you my husband!  Isn’t that enough for you?  Simon and Nine-Iron, they’re mine, all mine … no sharesies … understand?”

“You’re no fun … how come I only get the compact and you get not ONE, but TWO Full-size models?”

Cue more ribald laughter, and my own slightly strangulated contribution.  “Hello!  Hello, I AM here you know!  I can hear you!”

“Sorry, hun,” Anong interjected, “but us girls got to get our fun where we can … all those thousands of years of Patriarchy! You wouldn’t begrudge us a little equalization time, a little girl-girl bonding time, would you?”

‘Patriarchy,’ where did she get her vocabulary from?  Heaven save me from two such smart women.

“Well, play time’s over! Sorry to break up your sisterly bonding time, but do you think there’s any chance we might do some work before Mr. Fung eats me alive later today?”

Anong and Lizzy finally stopped teasing me and for the next couple of hours or so Anong and I discussed work.  The only interruption being Lizzy kissing me goodbye as she headed off to her first graders.  Kissing me goodbye and waving goodbye to Anong, promising to speak to her again in the next couple of days.  I couldn’t wait!

~~~~~    

After Lizzy had headed off to school, the rest of that Monday was rather odd.  I was fully keyed up waiting for the call I’d have with Mr. Fung Monday evening, but I could do nothing much more to prepare.  I skimmed the reports and made some notes, but pretty much anyone I might normally have called to delve a little deeper was now asleep or back home in the late evening.

About one p.m. I’d finally run out of things to do and was feeling decidedly peckish – thinking I might make myself a sandwich when the landline rang.

“Hey, thought I might find you home, Jimbo!”

Great. Simon’s laconic, arrogant ‘aren’t I so wonderful’ drawl!

“Hey, Simon … how ya doing?  Sorry, I haven’t been around to say hi to you and Ted, been kinda busy since I touched down on Saturday…”

“’Been kinda busy’,” he parroted back, half-mocking, half-genuinely friendly, “you lucky dog!  I wish I’d had what you’ve had these last couple of days!  How is that lovely wife of yours?  Still as loud and passionate as when I last saw her?  Still a screamer?  Bit of a biter?”

Shit!  In all my years on God’s green earth, I’d never spoken to another man about Lizzy in this way, so I was totally lost for words.

“Ummm,” I stammered, angry at having been put on the defensive, “yeah … she’s fine, thanks…”

“Yeah, that was kind of why I was calling … couple of things I wanted to talk over … do you fancy popping over for lunch or a coffee … make sure we’re both on the same page?”

Okay, so that was what he was about!  He wanted to have a man-to-man talk before Lizzy came home from work.

~~~~~    

“So, Jimbo,” why did he have to call me that? I thought as he handed me the coffee. 

Lunch time, Simon was dressed in a T-shirt and shorts, he looked like he’d just dragged himself out of bed.  Never mind that he was in his sixties, I guess the daily rhythms of the rockstar lifestyle were etched deep. 

“I just thought it would be good to talk, to make sure there’s no awkwardness before you and Lizzy come over for dinner later.”

My confused look must have been a total giveaway. 

“Oh, she didn’t tell you,” he chuckled, slapping me on the shoulder, nearly making me spill the drink, “hope I didn’t spoil the surprise … only, from what she told me, she thought this might be the most natural way to see if she can give you what you want … you know, to have a nice relaxing meal, some drink beforehand … take the edge off…”

Now my face was flushed red as well as looking confused.  I was pretty sure I knew what he was driving at, and part of me was happy about it, but as I cringed with embarrassment, I just wished there had been a less humiliating way to go about things.  And with a man who was showing every sign of wallowing in my discomfort.

“You are on board with this, Jimbo, aren’t you?  Lizzy’s not been telling me porky pie lies, has she?” he grinned.  “Just so she can have her wicked way with me … sample my big cock?”

The tiniest of nods was the most my burning face could manage – my parched throat was tighter than a bow string, but it was enough to bring me another hard slap on the shoulder from Simon’s oversized hand. 

Ever since we’d first met, I’d always been aware Simon was several inches taller than me and more thickset.  But I think this was the first time his greater size had really troubled me, now that we were standing so close and we were skirting the topic of the sexual relationship between him and my wife. 

Until now I’d only heard Lizzy’s descriptions of the size of Simon’s large cock and how well he fucked with it.  Now, standing next to the man, his mind games intermingling with his intimidating size, I wondered if I could really cope with the reality of seeing Lizzy have sex with Simon.

I’d told her I wanted to watch – even though she wasn’t sure if she’d be too embarrassed to allow it, and I’d watched Nine-Iron fuck her through the images from a phone camera.  Being physically present - right there with all the sounds, sights and smells – well, that promised to be something on a totally different plane.  And standing next to this arrogant, conceited prick with my stomach churning, I wasn’t sure how I’d really react if Lizzy found the strength to let me watch.

~~~~~    

Ted breezed in a couple of minutes later.  It was good to see him, and he obviously felt the same.  He was a good two inches shorter than my five-ten, but the man was as wide as he was tall.  A real ox of a man who’d not gone to seed since he’d left the Corps, evidenced by the way his welcome home hug nearly crushed me.

As Ted chatted away, I found his presence reassuring.  It meant Simon had to change tack – stop focusing on sex and mind games and talk about more everyday stuff.  Surely with Ted there at dinner, I’d have time to think and work out if I really had the strength to let Lizzy be with Simon while I was in the room. 

Part of me was still excited at the thought of seeing the two of them together.  Now that I was face-to-face with Simon’s smugness, I could feel myself flaring up at his mind games of one upmanship.  This hall pass for Lizzy had only ever been intended to meet her needs while I was away.  Now I was back home, if I shut down things between her and Simon until I was safely back on the plane … well, there was no shame in that, right? 

I’d just be bringing things back to how we’d planned them, and that might be the safer course.  Safer in terms of my sanity, safer in terms of me not lashing out and smacking something hard and heavy on Simon’s arrogant head, and safer in terms of my own sense of ego and masculinity.

~~~~~    

Looking at my watch I saw it was already four-thirty.  Lizzy’s first-graders had been dismissed about two hours ago.  Allowing for all the normal tidying up and prep for the following day. I reckoned Lizzy would be home soon.  A thought that magically coincided with a text from her.

‘Hi Hun, just got home.  Guessing you’re round at Simon and Ted’s – Simon said he might give you a call.  Give me a few minutes to shower and change, then I’ll pop over.  Shaken, not stirred please ;-)  L xxx’

Her text caused a real smorgasbord of thoughts and emotions.  Relief that she’d soon be back by my side – where I’d be surrounded by her love as the perfect antidote to the mind games Simon had been trying.  A little bit of frustration and fear that her text made clear she and Simon had talked about things together but not passed them on to me.  Also, an unmistakable shimmering of nerve-shredding excitement.

I felt like a pilot in Top Gun - one hand on the emergency ejector seat and one hand on the throttle.  Not knowing if I’d be brave enough to roar ahead, or whether I’d need to avail myself of the barf bag before with my tail between my legs, as I dragged my equivalent of Kelly McGillis back into our marital cave.

My chances for further navel-gazing were restricted by Ted going off on a rambling monologue about his latest road trip with Nine-Iron and the Black Knights MC gang.  Just as his story was petering out, Lizzy came barreling through the front door as Ted’s grandfather clock chimed five.  Her hair obviously still a little damp from the shower.  Obviously braless, she’d donned a comfy black vest top and matching stretch cotton skirt, she looked relaxed and happy.  Relaxed and happy now she’d come to the end of her long work day acting as mommy slash policeman slash nurse to her beloved little brood of first-graders.

“Hey, baby,” she beamed as she wrapped her arms around me and pressed her soft lips onto mine, the delicate scent of her perfume completing my sensory overload.  A whole month without her, the last two days with her twenty-four seven – it was good to have her back now, the last few hours had really dragged.

“Hey, Ted … Hey, Simon,” she smiled, her arms still wrapped tight around me as she turned her attention to them.  When she addressed Simon, I couldn’t miss the slight coloring of her cheeks, and I got the distinct impression that the abnormally long look she was still giving me was more about sending a message to him than about being super-excited to see me.

After a few minutes regaling the three of us with the mix of stress and cutesy that summarized most days for anyone teaching first grade, our little foursome started breaking up.

“Can’t stand here all day,” Simon chuntered.  “Dinner won’t make itself … I’m going to cook you and Lizzy a meal fit for kings, Jimbo … just my way of saying thanks,” he grinned, winking at me as I blushed with a mix of embarrassment and shame.

Simon disappeared into the kitchen, and after a couple more minutes chatting, Ted stood up and chuckled.  “Simon cooking rather than expecting to be waited on hand and foot … something to behold, but I need to get going … Nine Iron’s somehow conned me into going along on another club ride tonight.”  One big hug for me and an even longer, bigger hug for Lizzy and the man who reminded me so much of a wider, more serious version of Wendell Pierce was up and gone.

Then there were two!  Just me and Lizzy in Simon and Ted’s living room.  I could tell Lizzy was nervous as she didn’t want to physically separate herself from me.  When Ted left and I sat down, she parked herself on my lap and draped her arms around my neck as her eyes bored into me with a sudden intensity.

“Do you still want to do this, honey?” she asked, her voice and tense facial muscles betraying her anxiety.  Although whether she was anxious for herself or for me was questionable.

I just looked at her, thinking deeply before I answered.  We seemed to have had so many moments like this since Anong had persuaded Lizzy that love and sex didn’t have to always go hand-in-hand.

“Yes,” I replied hesitantly, my voice and mind only becoming more certain as I spoke again.  “Yes … I think we both need it … it’ll move things one way or the other … I think doubts and being afraid, being afraid of our own shadows would be worse than finding out … don’t you think?”

“Sure?”

No, I wasn’t sure, but I could hardly say this.  “Yes, honey … I’m sure,” I smiled benevolently.

Lizzy just smiled at me and gave me a peck on the lips.  “The watching thing, hun … I’ll try my best, but no promises,” and with that she was up and skipping away.  “I promised Simon I’d help him prepare dinner … the poor lamb, it’s not really his thing!”

‘Oh, great,’ I groaned to myself, ‘another thing she’d accidentally forgotten to tell me.’  First the dinner, and now that it was going to be a Simon and Lizzy double act.  Logically speaking, after everything they’d already done together, it was just a small thing.  But preparing a dinner together was a strangely intimate thing.  The kind of thing a real couple – rather than just fuck buddies - did together.  The fact that I was the guest invited to partake in their ‘coupleness’ just made it even more bittersweet.


Chapter 6

5:30 p.m. EST, Monday 1st March 2021

In the space of just five minutes, four had now become one, and I felt decidedly lonely sitting there all by myself in Simon and Ted’s living room. 

(Strange how I was now thinking of it as Simon and Ted’s living room.  For years it had been Rachel and Ted’s living room, and then Ted’s living room.  But now that Simon had taken such an outsized role in my marriage, I was seeing all kinds of things differently.)

At first, I was just left alone with my thoughts, no sounds coming from the kitchen, the whole house seemingly consumed by a brooding silence to match the significance of what was about to happen.  My confused emotions pulling me this way and that as they simmered away in my chest and gut.  Emotions of strong fear about whether I could really cope with watching my Lizzy together with another man. These emotions and fears about long term impacts dueling with my diamond hard cock and my overwhelming need to watch. 

One part of me was driven insane with shame and fear, another part of me was like a kid at Christmas.  The kid who’s heard all about his new toy and is desperate to finally unwrap it.

After a few minutes, these inward-looking thoughts were rudely interrupted by the sound of giggling coming from the kitchen.  Giggling and the sound of Lizzy’s laughter – a sound I’d always loved and which I’d always felt belonged pretty much to me.

“No, stop it … I said stop it!” she snickered, followed by the sharp sound of a smack and more sniggering.  Followed by silence, then the sound of soft, low moans from Lizzy.  Soft, low moans that slowly became louder and more urgent.

“Mmmm … mmmmm … that feels so nice … so, so wonderful,” she moaned before words were replaced by the sounds of low, earthy panting.

I felt like one of those moths fluttering around the bright light – inexorably drawn towards the thing I knew might burn me – but I was powerless to resist.

For a little while I did fight back – my sense of self-respect enough to keep me in the armchair, even though I felt an almost real physical presence trying to get me to stand and move to the kitchen doorway.

In the end, the temptation, the need to know and see, was just too strong and feeling like my legs were made of lead, I raised my shaking body and inched towards the crack in the kitchen door.

My whole body shaking and floating on a carpet of adrenaline, it felt like an out-of-body experience as I peered through the small crack. 

Lizzy and Simon stood close together, Lizzy facing away, next to the central kitchen island.  Simon was facing the same way, standing directly behind her – the pair of them most definitely inside each other’s ‘personal space’ in that way reserved for people who were already lovers. 

As their backs were toward me, I had the confidence to step right up against the door frame so I could see and hear better.

Lizzy was still giggling, every few seconds her giggles giving way to a brief request for Simon to stop.  Her voice carried zero conviction and there was no physical action to show she was serious in her requests.

As my giggling wife held and chopped assorted vegetables, knowing I was just feet away in the lounge, Simon was doing his best to distract her.  Lizzy was in flats, so Simon towered over her feminine five-five frame, the front of his body pressed snugly into her back and ass. 

As Lizzy’s hands worked at the meal, his hands and lips worked on Lizzy.  His lips making her moan softly as they left a delicate trail of kisses on the right of Lizzy’s neck.  His hands had worked their way underneath her loose white T-shirt and seemed to have unhooked her bra clasp.  From the motion of his arms, his hands seemed to be inside the lacy fabric of Lizzy’s bra cups as they squeezed gently and repeatedly at the spongy flesh of Lizzy’s big boobs.

Looking on from behind, I couldn’t see them, but I knew her nipples had to be swollen like organ stops as she threw her head back and gave up her attempts to chop.  Just as well, in her current excited state she was as likely to cut off a finger as to slice a carrot.

“Gonna fuck you so good, baby,” he hissed between little butterfly kisses on her neck, “and I’m gonna do it whether or not Jimbo gets his rocks off watching … you’re mine tonight, Lizzy … mine all night…

“Tell me how much you’ve missed this big fellow,” he whispered directly into her ear, the rotating motions of his groin pressed up to her ass making his meaning crystal clear.

Lizzy was lost for words, her eyes squeezed shut, the small, subtle way she pushed back on Simon’s groin telling me she was lost in the moment.  Telling me that even in the few minutes he’d had with her in the kitchen, Simon had already captured her and could do with her as he wished.

~~~~~    

Lizzy eventually managed to get Simon to stop for long enough that between them they finished prepping dinner.  ‘Between them,’ being ninety percent Lizzy and ten percent Simon, most of his attentions being focused on trying to play with and seduce my wife.  Given the sharpness of the knife she wielded, a dangerous activity – or it would have been if she’d not been so utterly smitten.  Her protestations and ‘No Simons’ so obviously just for show.

As we sat to eat, Lizzy instantly picked up on my flushed, taut-voiced nervousness and did her best to focus her attention on me.  Peppering me with questions about my day and reaching out with constant little reassuring touches of her hand on mine.

Despite her best efforts, the obviousness of the strong chemistry between her and Simon ate away at me like the drip-drip of a corrosive acid.  It was nothing ‘big’ or over-the-top, but rather it was all the little moments of eye contact.  The way these contacts lingered, the little smiles from Lizzy that accompanied the looks between them.

The seating arrangement – which Lizzy later told me had been planned by her before she’d seen how nervous I was – amplified my feelings of feeling like the third wheel.  From all the times we’d been here before, I knew Ted’s round dining table was normally set for four.  But, thinking it would excite me, Lizzy had removed the fourth chair so she, Simon and I were sat equally spaced around the edge.

Of course, what it meant was that at any one moment, it was impossible for Lizzy to look at both me and Simon – it was always one or the other of us.  So as the meal wore on, and Lizzy’s questions about my day petered out, Simon’s naturally dominant personality attracted more and more of her attention and line of sight away from me and to him.

Simon had promised a ‘meal fit for kings’ (even though Lizzy had done all the work!), and as we proceeded through starter, main, dessert and coffee there were increasing periods when Lizzy would gaze at him like a besotted little puppy as he told one anecdote or other from his many years mixing with the rich and famous.

‘Damn, if watching her hanging on his every word made me so stressed and short of breath, just how stressful and destructive would it be to watch her give herself physically to him as he fucked her hard with that huge slab of meat she’d told me all about?’

~~~~~    

Lizzy had torn herself away from gazing at Simon just long enough to share the last of the coffee when my alarm went off.  Five to eight – five minutes to get ready for that damned call with Mr. Fung!

“Do you want to use Ted’s den?” Simon asked.

‘Yeah, just like you, Simon, making so free with other people’s things, just like you made so free with other people’s girls through all your years of philandering … how you’re gonna make free with my girl the moment I’m out the room…’

That’s what I thought, but my actual words were different, “Sure, good idea.”

“You know the way, see you in a while,” the oily, smug prick grinned, “don’t hurry back on our account … I’m sure Lizzy and I will think of something to keep us entertained…”

‘You smug prick … I’d love to smack you one, wipe that arrogant smirk off your face,’ I thought, but said nothing.  My chest seething with anger and excitement, the hardness in my crotch in control as I excused myself.  Leaving the two of them alone in an act of huge and possibly suicidal self-control.

Five minutes later I was upstairs in Ted’s den, dialing in to the Teams call, looking at the sexy beauty of Anong’s perfectly made-up face.  We’d barely had time to say hello before a rather distracted and impatient Mr. Fung joined us.

“Something’s come up … I’m going to have to reschedule … my P.A. will be in touch…”

That was it. No sorry, no explanation, not even a perfunctory use of either of our names. Eighteen words and hyphens, zero explanations and he was gone!

I felt like a schoolboy who’d had his least favorite exam canceled, so I couldn’t get too upset at the perfunctory way he’d treated us.  Seeing my confused look, Anong smiled and started to explain.  “I heard a whisper yesterday, but didn’t want to get your hopes up … the Executive Assistant grapevine, one of the other girls told me he’s been summoned back to Taiwan to address the full board about the project delays and cost overruns.  Give me a couple of days, let me see what else I can find out,” she smiled. 

Mr. Fung was the bane of our lives, but sometimes it’s better the devil you know.  If the board thought the problems were because he was too soft on the suppliers and contractors, they’d likely replace him with someone even worse.

Explanation over, we just looked at each other, slowly recovering from the shock and sense of anti-climax – Anong the first to break the silence and take us into more personal territory.

“I miss you, Jim,” she sighed, her smile soft and full of feeling.

“I miss you, too.”

“Liar!” she teased back with a big smile.  “You’ve got Lizzy … I bet you haven’t given me a moment’s thought … me, I’ve got no one … no one to keep me warm at night…”

“I have thought about you,” I protested, before taking a more honest line.  “But you are right, mostly I’ve been thinking of, and with, Lizzy … sorry!”

She accepted my apology, telling me she’d have been disappointed if I’d not been focused on her friend, before lowering her voice and taking the conversation in a most unbusinesslike direction.

“Sooo … how’s it being back home with Lizzy … with Lizzy and her ‘gentlemen friends,’?” she teased with a big, pouty smile.  A smile that somehow made me blush, even after everything we’d done together, even after everything Lizzy had done with her two ‘gentlemen friends’.

Not only did I blush, but I was lost for words as I spluttered helplessly, Anong’s question suddenly bringing my focus back to what was likely happening downstairs between Lizzy and Simon.

They’d expected me to be absent for an hour plus, but I’d actually only been away for a few minutes.  That was plenty long enough for a guy like Simon.  Not that it would all be on him.  From the picture that Lizzy had reported back in our twice daily calls these last few weeks, I was under no illusions that she wasn’t at least as active a conspirator as Simon in the extra-marital carnal dances they so enjoyed together.

Seeing the look in my eyes, taking in my sudden inability to speak, the penny slowly began to drop for Anong, her pouty, teasing smile turning into a wide, happy thing of beauty.  Albeit a smile still destined to torment me.

“They’re here now, aren’t they?  One of them is here now with Lizzy!” she chuckled, merriment sparkling in her eyes like electricity, her next thoughts slowly bubbling up.

“Who is it?  Which one?  Simon, the hunky rockstar, friend to the mega stars?  Or is it nasty, edgy, dangerous Nine-Iron?  The guy who got his friends to humiliate Simon at the club!  Which of Lizzy’s Alpha Bull suitors is with her right now?  With her while they think that poor old hubby’s otherwise occupied!   Putting bread on the family table.”

Somehow my face managed to find a deeper shade of scarlet to explore, but even so I finally managed to speak.  “If you must know, it’s Simon … Lizzy’s downstairs with Simon.” 

My words to Anong being met by the most magnificent of smirks. “Sooo,” she teased, “doesn’t hubs want to head down there and grab himself a front row seat?  I mean, I know you love me, and I’m far hotter and sexier than Lizzy, but even so … are you sure you’d rather be up here talking to little old me?  Wouldn’t you rather be watching hunky Simon sticking it to your sexy wife with that huge schlong of his?  Making her squeal and sob as he takes her to heaven and back?”

Never mind all the nights and days we’d spent together, sometimes I hated Anong, and now was one of those times, as she pressed all of my buttons just as effectively as Lizzy ever did.  Somehow in just two months she’d gotten to know me just as well as Lizzy had in two decades.

My face reddening more by the second, I didn’t have the courage to answer her directly.  “Gosh, Anong, is that the time already?  Well, I mustn’t be keeping you!  I know you’ve got loads of stuff to do … and I know what a stickler, what a bastard your boss is.  Same time tomorrow?  Ciao!  You have a nice day now!” 

I slammed my laptop lid closed with a satisfying thud, I enjoyed approximately a whole two seconds’ worth of mental peace – no Mr. Fung, no beautiful assistant twisting me this way and that – before reality kicked in.  Lizzy was downstairs with Simon, a situation that could only have one outcome, especially as I’d been nagging Lizzy to let me watch.  To finally see with my own eyes what until now I’d only heard described to me by her.  In my mind the difference between hearing a friend describe a Michelin-starred meal versus actually tasting it for yourself.

Only this wasn’t a Michelin-starred meal – something which carries no downside.  This was the woman I loved, the woman who was my best friend and life partner engaging in the most intimate and personal of acts with another man.  A man I positively disliked, a man far wealthier and more charismatic than me.  A man who, according to no lesser an authority than Lizzy herself, was capable of giving her sexual pleasure and making her cum far better than me.  A truth she’d shared not to be spiteful or hurt me, but because we’d promised to always be honest with each other and because she knew that, for some strange reason, Simon’s sexual superiority revved me up and excited me in ways neither of us could begin to fathom.

These were the thoughts sparking through my head after my two seconds of mental peace.  As I gazed at the door out from Ted’s den and wondered if I really had the strength to go back downstairs and watch what I’d been nagging Lizzy to let me see.

‘Did I have the strength?’  Who the hell knows, but I knew there was only one way to find out.  A way that would, one way or another, make this the most memorable of evenings since Lizzy and I had gotten together.  Memorable either as the best or the worst of times – that was what I was about to find out!


Chapter 7

8:30 p.m. EST, Monday 1st March 2021

Taking a deep breath, as quietly as I could, I opened the door from Ted’s den and started tiptoeing my way down the stairs.

We’d all thought the call with Mr. Fung would last an hour plus.  Lizzy and Simon were expecting that they had a long time to get their freak on in private before they had to think about the prospect of hubby coming charging in with his size twelves. Charging in demanding his husbandly viewing privileges!

Just like the only time I’d been able to watch before – watching her and Nine-Iron on my tiny phone screen – the thought of watching Lizzy without her knowing I was observing sent the most delicious sensation shivering down my spine. 

What we were doing was already seriously taboo and kinky.  The thought of watching up close and in the flesh, the real, unguarded, raw and honest actions of Lizzy, with one of her two lovers sent my heart shooting high into the sky like one of those giant Apollo rockets!  Fuck, it was hot … hot enough to bend my brain and my cock with a toxically erotic mix of angst and dopamine.

Gingerly and silently, I placed one foot in front of the other, as I moved down tread-by-tread, until finally I was low enough to see into Ted’s lounge.

I peered around the corner at the bottom of the stairs.  Holding my breath, even though I was trying to make myself as small and inconspicuous as possible, I felt certain they’d spot me. And that I’d have to deal with mortifying levels of embarrassment.

Exposing as little of my head as I could, I slowly scanned the room, not really knowing what I expected to see, aside from a couple making out.

Scanning left to right, I established they weren’t on either of the two main couches.  Peering beyond into the gloom of the unlit kitchen, where Simon had been feeling up Lizzy before dinner, I still struggled to locate them.

It was only at the end of my scan that I located them.  What I saw sent a lancing jet of molten metal straight through my heart.

They were sitting deep in the room’s shadows, on the cushions of the window seat in Ted’s bay window. Curtains open as they enjoyed the night shadows from the landscaped garden that had been Simon’s sister’s pride and joy.

Simon was sitting at one end of the long, rectangular cushioned windowsill, legs outstretched down the length, his back hard up against the cold, unyielding glass.  Lizzy was sat between his legs, her back resting against his chest, facing away so they could both gaze out on the little bit of garden heaven Rachel had managed to create before she’d sadly passed.

Simon’s arms were wrapped tight around Lizzy’s waist.  They were sharing a deep, soulful moment – both of them probably thinking about Simon’s sister and the tragic waste of her early death.

This wasn’t at all what I’d expected.  Unable to be together since I’d returned, I’d expected them to be fucking, and fucking hard, expressing their urgent, pent-up physical needs for each other.

Instead, I was witnessing the emotional connection between them.  A sight that made my heart leap into my throat, my throat suddenly dry with anxiety and fear.  I loved that Lizzy was getting her physical needs met while I was away.  And until now I’d seen the presence of two men in her bed and her long-standing dislike of Simon’s arrogant personality as joint defenses against the potential emotional dangers of Lizzy taking lovers.  (Dangers I’d not been so stupid as to imagine didn’t exist.)

Seeing Lizzy pushing back into Simon’s body as he curled his arms tight around her waist, breathed in her hair and touched his lips against the soft, sensitive skin of her neck … fuck, I urgently needed to reevaluate.  This wasn’t what I’d expected at all.  I’d expected urgent, needy, sweaty limb-crashing carnal lust.  Instead I was watching something more resembling the dating of high school sweethearts.  Or even worse, two love-smitten honeymooners gazing out on an evening sunset.

Fuck!  My heart pounded, my chest tightened as fear surged through me.  This was a level of closeness I’d not been expecting to see – but even though I was shaking with fear, for some inexplicable reason, my cock was throbbing even more than when I’d watched the video of Lizzy and Nine-Iron together.

The two of them, who’d been so light-hearted and frivolous all through dinner, stayed silent like this for what seemed to me an eternity.  The tension and fears in my chest building higher and higher by the moment. Until, almost in slow motion, Lizzy half turned, rotating Simon’s face with her finger, signaling she wanted the two of them to kiss.  A kiss that stopped my breathing, took my breath away - soulful and deep. My heart feeling like it would explode, alarm bells going off all over my head and in every adrenaline-fueled corner of my body.

This was meant to only be about sex!  Sex only was safe - well, safeish.  A way to meet my Lizzy’s needs while I was away.  Fuck, this didn’t look safe, but for some insane reason the more I struggled to breath, the more my cock hardened and throbbed.

Yeah, sure, they’d been together multiple times over the last few weeks.  Lizzy had never liked Simon, had always been antagonized by his arrogant, self-serving persona.  And what about Nine-Iron?  She’d spent just as much time with him.  Not really my kind of guy, but wasn’t his presence a guaranteed inoculation against what I was seeing right now?

Watching them sucking slowly and tenderly on each other’s lips, it was like all the air was being sucked out of my chest.  My rib cage felt crushed, my stomach buzzing with butterflies, as they carried on kissing – the two of them totally oblivious to my presence.

Even as I struggled to breath, my cock told a different truth.  Their chemistry, their emotional connection was insanely hot.  For years I’d fantasized about the physical side of sharing Lizzy with another man, and finally it was happening.

And, not only was I getting the sugar rush I’d fantasized about.  No, it was like the chef had smiled at me as he’d served up the insanely sweet dessert – only then to grin maniacally as he whipped out the blowtorch to flambé the whole thing with a true arsonist’s delight.  Their emotional connection turning the sugar rush of their sex into full on Stage Five diabetes.

As they continued kissing, Simon’s mind was moving on to other things, his hands moving up from Lizzy’s waist and working their way under the bottom of her black vest top.

“Mmmm,” Lizzy moaned contentedly through the mouth covering her own.  The black fabric stopped me seeing directly, but her moan and the motion of Simon’s arm told me he was squeezing her boob and rubbing at her nipple.

After such long, emotion-laced patience, Simon was reverting to his normal, self-centered persona, his other hand leaving Lizzy’s waist and raising the hem of her black stretch skirt.

My own cock jerked in sympathy as I saw his middle finger push her panty gusset to one side and run along her womanly groove.

They’d left the main room lights off, so they could enjoy looking out onto Rachel’s garden, so I had to strain to follow.  In the low light I could just about make out the circling, waggling, flickering of Simon’s fingers over Lizzy’s pussy lips and against her clit.

‘Fuck, I was right, this was a million times more exciting than watching on some little high rez screen.’ Now that they were getting into the physical side of things, even my earlier heart-attack levels of stress were dialing back to tolerable.

Don’t be so stupid, Jim, of course there’ll be an emotional connection between them, for fuck’s sake, they’re lovers … but don’t sweat it, this is really what it’s about … this is really what you came to see, the physical side between them…

From everything she’d told me these last few weeks, I knew Simon was a skilled and talented lover.  Now I was seeing and hearing the proof as his expert digital manipulation made Lizzy’s moans turn into breathy, needy, happy high-pitched sobs while he continued to kiss her hungry mouth.

~~~~~    

After a while, Lizzy broke the kiss, said something which was too quiet for me to hear and sat up as she maneuvered Simon to stand up.

‘They’re going to fuck!’ I thought to myself. My cock hardening even more – making me reflect on what a strange man I was, that this thought excited me.  But it was a truth I couldn’t deny. 

Lizzy had other ideas, slipping down from the window seat until she was kneeling on the floor in front of Simon, her head conveniently at the same height as his groin.  Tilting her head upwards, she smiled lustfully at the big-dicked aging rockstar as she tugged at the waistband of his shorts.  Her smile just getting wider and happier as the waistband’s elastic pulled down his cock and then made that big, throbbing member bounce energetically into view.

‘Big?’  Big was an understatement, the size and appearance of that damned weapon instantly bringing back all my earlier dread and insecurities.  How the hell could Lizzy ever be happy with my slender six inches after savoring that monster?  Savoring something so much larger and more masculine?

I’d seen her with Nine-Iron’s monster cock via video link-up, but seeing Simon’s beast of a cock in the flesh flooded my veins with jealousy and fear.  Made me reappraise all over again all the dangers of what Lizzy and I were doing. 

On her calls to Bangkok, when she’d first described the dimensions of Simon’s manhood, she’d held up her forearm to show his girth and had teased me about a length of ten or eleven inches.  I’d thought she’d been exaggerating to excite and rile me. 

Now, as I looked at that huge, throbbing tower of flesh, I realized that she’d been telling me the gospel truth.  It was fucking huge.  Long and thick, ugly with a strangely hypnotic masculinity from the dense web of throbbing, knotted veins that seemed to give the thing a life of its own.  The fact that, unlike me, he was circumcised

To me - a normal, mortal man with all the normal guy size hangups - it was a live, in the flesh reminder of all the times I’d lost my girl to some other guy.  It was right there – throbbing in its towering majesty, about to be savored and worshipped by the woman who wore my rings!  Fuck, what an intimidating set of thoughts and prospects.

Then I saw Lizzy start to move and I was forced to forget long-term dangers as her tongue emerged and slithered along his length, following a thick, throbbing vein. She reached the plump, over-sized head and softly licked all around the crown. She found the hole at the tip and wiggled her tongue into it. Her lips enveloped the head, her eagerness seeming to suck in the next few fat inches. The crude sexuality of the moment contrasting with the tender way Simon stroked my wife’s hair as he looked down at her as she orally worshiped his manhood.

From my vantage point in the hallway shadows, I could just about make out how Lizzy’s hand movement was cupping Simon’s balls from underneath, rolling them around inside their fleshy ball sack. Damn!  Even from here, they looked huge, making me wonder about how much baby bater they’d make and shoot.  All of Lizzy’s loving attention somehow making his meat expand, growing stiffer and harder to handle.

After a while, he stooped, wanting to taste Lizzy’s lips again and they continued kissing.  One of Lizzy’s hands remaining curled around Simon’s arm-sized cock, gently stroking it.

Once, twice, three times her arm pumped. Simon holding Lizzy’s long, brown hair back out of her face so he could savor her beauty and the sight of her so keen to worship and service his pride and joy.

They’d already been going at it for several minutes, but I felt a fresh catch in my chest as I took in just how wide my wife had to stretch her lips to get him in, as she started to slowly bob her head on it.

After a while, she took Simon out of her mouth and licked the head, over and over, glancing up at him to gauge how he liked it and send him an unspoken message.

Back when we were dating and first married, she used to do the same thing for me, but the busyness of life and familiarity had rendered all Lizzy’s recent blowjobs for me far more mechanical.  A contrast that made me wince as I took in the differences.

Two or three minutes of this and Simon groaned loudly enough for the sound to reach all the way over to the hallway. His hand holding her hair back pulling, urging her head further down onto his huge cock.

Lizzy was only too happy to oblige. She looked as though she was worshipping the damn thing!  I could hear her spluttering as his shaft and glans went deeper in her mouth, but even though she was struggling, there was no doubt about her enthusiasm to worship him and give him anything he wanted.

My jealousy seethed, my heart thumped - but my own hard cock throbbed as Simon groaned and stroked her hair as she sucked on him.

Lizzy was as noisy as him, moaning as her head sank down on his length every time, enjoying each movement. Was she this excited when she went down on me?

In all the years before my trip, the answer was a resounding ‘no!’  I comforted myself with the enthusiasm she’d shown in the days since my return, but then the poisonous truth slithered back into my head.  It had been years since there’d been such hunger and desire in her blowjobs and lovemaking with me.

Lizzy really took her time, as with their making out – thinking she and Simon were all alone, safe for an hour or so.  Thinking I wouldn’t be seeing the loving, submissive way she was happy to idolize his cock as she got him ready.

It seemed so intimate, so affectionate, so romantic. It ate away at my soul, but I also almost cried at how much it excited me and made me super hard. 

Why the hell did seeing the two of them like this excite me so much?  It was insane, utterly insane and crazy.  My excited reaction to the raw sex and lust of what I’d seen with Nine-Iron sort of made sense.  But painful, chest tearing excitement at this?  It simply made no sense. 

I should be running in there and tearing them apart!  Hammering my fists into Simon’s face until he lay a pulped, bloodied mess on the floor.  Instead I just stood silently in the shadows, eyes on stalks, slyly stroking my own more humble offering as I strained to take in every detail.

From his ragged, elevated breathing, it sounded like Simon was getting close to finishing, when suddenly he stopped her. “We should go upstairs.”

From her worshipful position on her knees, Lizzy looked up at him and grinned, wiping the drool from her mouth on the back of her forearm.

“Jim’s still on his call with Mr. Fung.  You know how noisy you make me when we make love!” she grinned.  ‘Make love’, her word choice and what she was describing: twin arrows through my heart.

“Shall we go back to the kitchen? Finish what you were doing to me there earlier, when Jim was in here, right next door!” she grinned, “Don’t you think that would be kinda hot?”

Simon’s own smile was wolfish as he caught on.  “Yeah, I’d like that … fucking Jimbo’s beautiful wife, making her scream and shout all over my big cock while he’s upstairs working away like a good little wage slave husband,” he bragged.  Another painful twinge clutching my chest – partly his words, partly the way Lizzy smiled at the idea, offering not even a single syllable of defense or argument.  Do I sound judgy?  I had no right to be.  My own cock was so hard – I was just as caught up in the moment as they were!
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“Come on—you wanna fuck me?” she giggled, leading Simon by the cock into the kitchen, her hand having plenty to pull him by.  One hand covering his cockhead and upper shaft as she tugged, two hands’ worth still visible between her wedding band and his balls.

“Come on, lover, I’ve missed you … missed this,” she chuckled.  Still thinking I was safely tucked away on my call, sounding not at all like the Lizzy I knew. 

In all our years together, although she’d always been an enthusiastic lover, I don’t recall her ever asking me to fuck her. When we made love, she didn’t use dirty words.  But the last few weeks and her urgent need for Simon’s big cock seemed to have transformed her into a needy, sex starved Jezebel.

As Lizzy released his cock, Simon backed her up against the hard granite edge of the kitchen island and used his height and bulk to easily ease her up until her ass was perched on the edge of the worktop. 

Fortunately for me, the location they’d chosen had slightly better lighting and was the same distance from my hidden spot in the hallway.  Not that either of them noticed, they were too preoccupied with each other as Simon kissed her hard.  Lizzy responding by slinging her arms around his neck and kissing him back with deep and obvious passion.

His earlier impatience returning – the two of them were equal in this - Simon started lifting my wife’s black vest top up, exposing Lizzy’s beautiful, full breasts.  Breasts he’d admired and lusted after for so many years and which he was now able to enjoy whenever the mood took him.

“Shit, you’re so sexy, Lizzy, I’ve wanted you for so, so long,” he whispered, winning a satisfied smile from her. He took first one and then the other nipple into his mouth, sucking each as if there were no tomorrow, Lizzy throwing her head around, screwing her eyes closed and running her hands through his hair as she loved the feelings he was giving her.

He alternated, pleasuring her like this for several minutes before finally he seemed happy that he’d gotten her wet and excited enough.  The moment his head came away, I saw just how impossibly swollen and hard he’d made Lizzy’s nipples.  I’d always loved sucking and teasing her sensitive nipples, but I could never recall seeing them as swollen as this.

Without exchanging any further words, he helped her pull her top up over her head and off and then Lizzy was moving to help him slide her black skirt down over her hips and thighs, leaving her so very naked for him.

Simon smiled as Lizzy urgently removed his clothes, leaving the pair of them now totally naked.   Him standing, her sitting on the island’s edge, the two of them silhouetted against Ted’s kitchen window.  Lizzy’s impossibly prominent nipples visibly jutting out even in the low light.

Clothes now off, they went back to passionate, hard kissing as Simon’s over-sized cock brushed against her tummy as he stood between her thighs while they smooched.

Arousal and the fear bubbled away inside me as I took in the way my Lizzy was smiling seductively at a man she’d previously disliked. Her small, delicate hands curling around Simon’s long, fat shaft - pulling on it as though not quite believing that it was really that big, so much bigger than the cock she’d married.

“You think the neighbors can see?” Simon chuckled quietly. Normally so concerned with appearances and reputations, Lizzy shocked me as she smirked, “Let them see, I have Jim’s full permission!”

“Oh, Mrs. Sharp, what would all the teachers say?  All the other moms?” he teased.

“They’d be jealous as fuck,” she replied, rolling the last word, savoring it, basking in her newly discovered raunchiness.  Pulling Simon back in, closing her mouth over his and forcing her tongue in to stop any more verbal distractions.

A couple more minutes smooching and the urgent, rising and falling of Lizzy’s boobs was giving away how worked up she was feeling.  “Oh shit, Simon, please. I need your big cock inside me! I need it!”

I knew it from his hand motions and Lizzy’s needy begging, but the height difference down to the worktop height allowed me to see the circular, up and down motion as Simon grasped his cock and rubbed Lizzy’s clit and love lips to make her need for him even stronger. 

“Oh shit, Simon, shit … please!  Please!” Lizzy begged, her eyes locked on him to add weight.

He just grinned, teasing her more and more, no hint of his hips pushing forward to give her what she needed.

“Please, please, Simon!”

She was almost screaming now.

“Can I fuck you whenever I want to?”

“Yesss,” she hissed, totally lost and powerless, consumed by her physical needs.

“Even if Jimbo wants you?”

“Even if Jim wants me!  You know he doesn’t mind…”

“Poor old Jimbo!  Let’s hope he has to stay in Bangkok forever!  Let’s hope for lots more project problems…”

“Don’t be mean,” Lizzy panted, drawing an instant response from Simon, still stroking his huge cockhead up and down against Lizzy’s vulva and nub.

“So, you don’t want this then?” he asked, sinking just an inch in, making Lizzy bite her lip from the frustration.  “You don’t want this for the next few months, the next few years?”

“Yesss I do … you know I do,” she hissed back in the earthiest, lowest of voices.

“So, then here’s to project delays,” he grinned, sinking another inch in, Lizzy biting down again, her face suddenly trance-like as she gave in, no rebuke or denial to Simon’s idea.

~~~~~    

Confident to take three steps closer, I was just in time to see for the first time, Simon’s massive meat entering Lizzy.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh, shittttttttttttttttttt, fuck, fuck,” she sobbed, struggling for breath, her ribs and boobs doing the most beautiful, deceitful of adulterous dances.

“So deepppppppppppp, so deepppppppppppp," she whispered when the tension in her body and shoulders had finally receded enough to allow conscious thought.

As the aging popstar settled into a steady rhythm, I felt a wave of jealousy surge through me.  The way Lizzy was reacting – her eyes closed shut, savoring every inch, every moment.  The fact each stroke took so long, gave her such depth, so much cock.  I had plenty of blessings in my life, but why the hell couldn’t I have been blessed with a cock like Simon’s too?  Then, my life would have been complete.  (Well, maybe a cock like his and balls that worked properly so we could have a brother or sister for Caitlin!  How could I, even for a moment, forget that little biological shortcoming!)

His outsized shaft glistened with my wife’s womanly juices as it disappeared into her, and then reappeared. Ted’s little corner of the subdivision was so quiet at this time of the evening that even standing fifteen feet away I could hear the wet sounds of him penetrating her over and over.

Lizzy’s eyes remained closed as her new lover thrust into her, and from the heavenly look on her face and her rhythmic, hypnotic panting I was humbled by how much more pronounced her responses to Simon were than those she always made with me.

A thought that left me standing in no man’s land.  Happy for her and excited with a painfully hard cock, but also terrified of where things might go in future.  Especially if, as Simon had teased, my stay in Thailand got extended and he and Lizzy had even more time to bond.

His broad cock continued to work its magic – disappearing and reappearing like some penile-serpent reaming out her very depths.  All the time they carried on kissing. Damn, back in Bangkok, whenever I’d pictured the two of them, I’d not pictured them kissing.  Lizzy’s descriptions had never mentioned kissing.  They weren’t really meant to kiss all that much, it was supposed to be just sex!  Not emotions expressed through sex!

But the kisses continued.  Just like all those intimate moments they’d spent cuddling and gazing onto Rachel’s garden.  They kissed each other, they smiled at each other, they gently caressed each other. The anxiety grew inside me, as I realized that I was watching a couple that wasn’t ‘just having sex’, they were making love. I was watching a couple who’d grown close these last few weeks and who grew closer each time they were physically together.

Despite my growing feeling of fear, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them – it was just impossible. The only way I kept the fear from eating me whole was to constantly remind myself how much Lizzy loved me.  Telling myself that the nature of sex was that emotions were bound to be seeded.  Telling myself that just because Lizzy might have grown close to Simon didn’t mean she loved me any less.  Or that she was about to leave me for a man who might pleasure her more than me, but who she’d not even liked until a few days ago.

Even when Lizzy turned around and presented her rear to him, when Simon entered her again, his actions weren’t hard and fast like you’d expect. His actions were still slow and sensual. His hands slowly, sensuously caressing her flanks before sneaking round to make her moan with happiness as he tenderly played with her boobs.  Their need for emotional connection still so strong that somehow she managed to twist around.  Twist around enough so they could continue kissing while his oversized cock made her moan as she arched her back and purred her pleasure.


Chapter 9

9:30 p.m. EST, Monday 1st March 2021

I didn’t hear all of it, but she muttered something about a better position and then led Simon over to a large, soft bean bag Ted had placed in the corner.  Moving a large adjacent cushion directly in front, she flopped down in the middle.  Directing Simon to kneel on the cushion, she splayed her thighs as wide as they’d go and then pulled Simon forward to try and get his massive cock back inside her.

Even after all our years together, all the things we’d shared, it was rare Lizzy was ever this forward and domineering with me.  But then again, I didn’t have a ten- or eleven-inch cock, and I’d never been as rich or as famous as Simon.

Watching her so needy for Simon was strangely sexy, but all the time I was fighting to keep my fears in check.  Fighting to remind myself that, however besotted and lust-filled Lizzy looked right now, when all was said and done, it was all just sex.

Strong, sensual, amazing sex – but nonetheless, not as significant as the gentler, more solid love Lizzy and I had built and shared.

Kneeling on the cushion in front of her, Simon lifted her feet up to rest on his shoulders, giving her what she wanted as he then eased himself back inside her.

In their new position, Lizzy’s natural line of sight came dangerously close to me.  Whatever my original plans to publicly watch, having been watching in secret for so long now, the thought of the humiliation of discovery terrified me.  So I had to practice extreme self-control as I froze as best I could.  Partly protected by standing in the shadows, I knew it would be any sudden movements rather than my presence itself that would attract Lizzy’s attention.

So I was forced to stand absolutely stock still as Simon’s big, hard cock sank into my Lizzy time after time.  Lizzy’s needy panting soon just as loud and erotic as when Simon had been fucking her up at the kitchen island.

Simon was still fucking her quite tenderly, not rough or hard – but Lizzy had other ideas.  Ideas that would have been impractical and too painful when she’d been pressed up against the hard granite of the worktop.

“Fuck me Simon, fuck me properly,” she whined at him, almost like a naughty, spoiled child.

Simon just grinned but didn’t increase the speed of his strokes.

“Fuck me, dammit,” she whined again.

Same response, same speed.

“Fuck meeeeeeeeee, Simon … fuck meeeeeeeee, fuck meeeeeeeee, pleasssse … Simon, I need your cock, I need YOU!”

That was enough for him - he’d made her beg enough, now he wanted to set about reminding her what she’d been missing these last few days since I’d returned home.  His pace and power immediately switching up all the gears until, with her legs still hooked over his shoulders, he was hammering into her at an insane rate of knots.

“Oh, shit, Simon,” Lizzy moaned in a ragged tone. “Oh, my shit you feel so good. Fuck me, Simon. Fuck me,”

His whole weight pushing her down into the bean bag, Simon was now pounding Lizzy’s helpless pussy like a machine, thrusting balls deep with rapid fire, long deep strokes.

They still thought I was upstairs on my call, so they gave free rein to their passion.  The entire room seemed to be filled with Lizzy’s sobs and the crude, squelching sounds of her pussy being power fucked.  As if Simon was some kind of sex Terminator rather than a guy who’d never see sixty again. All the time Lizzy’s body shaking from the pounding, and vibrating right on the edge, vibrating in a near constant state of orgasm.

This is what she’d asked for, a real frenetic power fuck, both their bodies now covered in sweat as they fucked each other so fast and hard.  Lizzy’s boobs and body constantly shaking and juddering from the force and speed of her lover’s deep thrusts. 

The whole scene transformed from the earlier emotion-heavy slow and tender love making into raw and animalistic fucking.  The male dominating and possessing the female.  An act of sex and power more than one of love.  Making me feel more comfortable than what I’d seen earlier.  This is what I’d intended when I’d given Lizzy her hall pass.  Her getting her physical needs met by another man, leaving me as the only one she was emotionally connected to.

Simon was silent, Lizzy babbled away.  But I could only make out a few of the many words she somehow pushed out in between her non-stop moans and sobs of pleasure.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh, shhhiiiiiiiiiiiit, so deeeeeeeeeep, shit Simon, feels so good, so fucking good,” she whimpered in a state bordering on delirium.  Her legs now slipped down from the aging pop star’s shoulders as she wrapped her arms and legs around him in a sign of total submission.

“Fuck meeeeeeeeee Simon, fuck meeeeeeeee, yesssssssss, yessssssss, shit I love your huge cock … love it, love it,” she whimpered, her words a dying echo that had me back worrying about the future.

Who was this woman? She looked like my Lizzy, but the non-stop torrent of crude words flowing from her lips were so different from anything I’d ever heard before – even on that night with Nine-Iron.  The development from ‘normal’ Lizzy to this made me shiver as my mind went into overdrive thinking about future consequences.  A whole dictionary of sayings sprang loud and unwelcome into my mind.  Thoughts about ‘closing stable doors,’ and long forgotten stories about Pandora’s box jostling at the front of the queue.

It was like she was on one of those non-stop escalators climbing ever higher in the sky.  No sooner had she finished telling Simon how he ‘fucked her so good,’ then she was kissing him extra hard and demanding more.  "Harder, baby...do it harder...shit, yes...oh, yes..."

Simon just grinned and gave the lady – my lady – what she wanted, slamming down into the bean bag with an almost venomous, snarling vindictiveness on his face.  Their earlier tenderness forgotten, but Lizzy loving every vicious stroke she was taking from that huge cock of his.

Lizzy was still clinging to him as if her life depended on it, her whole body writhing around the bean bag as if she were trying to escape, though that was the last thing she wanted.  The smell of her arousal reached out to grab me even though I was a full fifteen feet away.  She was so hyper from Simon’s pounding that her hands were pawing desperately at her own boobs, the squeezes and pulls of those long nails her own effort to drive herself higher.  Just like all the crude words, not something she did with me.  Showing me in no uncertain terms that lovers and husbands had different places in her newly expanded horizons.  Simon’s huge cock and her own hands finally bringing her to the peak of the mountain.

“Ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yesssssssssssss … cummingggggggg … cummingggggggg … so gooooddd.”

"Yeah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah ... good girl, good girl … you're getting all the jizz baby ... all of it … take all of it Lizzy," he grunted.  My position behind him giving me the perfect position to see his ass muscles flexing as his balls lifted upwards and started pumping my wife full of his baby makers.

“Oh shit cummingggggggg”, Lizzy screamed as her slender, feminine hands clawed at Simon’s ass, dragging him deeper, wanting all of him as her whole body exploded in a series of waves of muscular spasms.  “Arrrrgghh … arrrrgghh,” her strangled cry rang out, repeating and repeating as if on some sexual loop as she saw stars and felt his scalding seed gushing in to coat her innards.

Only now - when I was up close and personal while Lizzy was with one of her two lovers – did the emotional and physical significance of her taking her two lovers’ jizz into her on multiple different times, slowly dawn on me.

In the craziness of everything that had happened these last few weeks, it honestly hadn’t occurred to me.  My mind had been too busy with everything else, both personal and work.  It wasn’t that I was worried about Lizzy getting pregnant – there were always small probabilities, but I implicitly trusted her to take the necessary precautions.

It was only now – when I was in the same room watching the reality of another man cackling happily as he injected his scalding, bubbling DNA deep into my Lizzy’s womb – that the full emotional significance dawned on me.  It was such a fundamental, foundational part of what a woman was, of what a man was, of why we were put here on the earth… just how the hell had I been so slow to recognize the significance of this.  To recognize the impact this was bound to have on Lizzy.  Something which until now had been reserved for me – but now something she was adjusting to being something she shared with me and two other men.  Two other men who made her cum better than I’d ever managed.  Another thought to unpack and discuss with Lizzy as soon as I got her all back to myself.

~~~~~    

Momentarily I slumped against the wall.  Feeling that warm, sticky feeling spread across my crotch – an embarrassed feeling all men know if they’re honest.  My cock no longer swollen and proud, but spent and retreating.

It took me a moment, but when my inquisitiveness overcame my shame, I raised myself and looked across to watch Simon trying to lift his own collapsed body from the bean bag so he wouldn’t crush Lizzy.  Lizzy who’d loved the extreme length and girth of Simon’s cock, but who was now in imminent danger of being squashed by a man nearly a foot taller and eighty or ninety pounds heavier than her.

As the normally super-cool, super-confident Simon struggled in the most awkward and ungainly of ways to extricate himself from Lizzy and the uncooperative bean bag, the two of them were in fits of giggles.  A weird change of gears that took me all the way back to the emotional closeness I’d seen between them right at the start.  The emotional closeness which had shot bolts of burning iron through my chest.

Safely extricated from woman and bean bag, Simon stood proud and offered his hand to help my naked wife up.  An offer she accepted, smiling as she lifted up to stand next to him.  Both of them casual and relaxed, like their shared nakedness was the most natural thing in the world.

“I missed you!  When does Jimbo head back to Asia?”  Lizzy didn’t tell him off – quite the opposite, her silent, playful smile told me she enjoyed the compliment.  Looking cute as a button and sexy as hell as she brushed her hair out of her face.  Reaching up to tenderly stroke the forehead of her briefly famous but older lover.  The feeling between them back to tender and loving, just as when things had started.

Watching the two of them had been a hell of an event.  Totally different from what I’d imagined, and I knew that when I finally got rid of Simon, Lizzy and I had many things to discuss.

Seeing the two of them together – both the emotional and raw, sexual parts - had been downright terrifying for me to watch.  Even if my hard-on had strained and bucked throughout the whole spectacle.

The closeness I’d seen … Lizzy’s sexual bliss, far beyond what I could give her, however much I loved her … so many of the moments had caused crushing sensations to my heart and ego.  However much it had hurt, I’d been drawn like a moth to the light, the excitement and need to know more way too strong.  Forbidding me from taking my hand out of the fire, however much it hurt.

Comparing my performance to Simon’s, I knew Lizzy and me weren’t terrible.  We were ‘okay’ in bed and we loved each other with all our hearts, but compared to Simon, all of that now no longer seemed enough.  Any sense of taking our love life for granted needed to be blown sky high. 

Even if my cock would never be as long or thick as Simon’s, I needed to re-learn how to make love to my wife. I needed to at least get close to what Simon could give her. As I’d watched her with Simon, I’d felt roaring flames of very real insecurity.  Not because I doubted her love, but because I was realistic enough to know that love and sex have a horrible habit of becoming interconnected.

Anong had convinced me and Lizzy of the opposite – that sex and love could be kept separate and apart.  That was why we’d been happy to give each other mutual hall passes to get us through our long months apart.

From what I’d just seen between Simon and Lizzy, I was beginning to have major doubts whether what might be possible for Anong was also possible for Lizzy.

While I was torturing myself with all these fears and doubts, the two of them just stood there enjoying the closeness of cuddling in their natural, Adam and Eve state of nakedness. Just touching, caressing and smiling at each other like besotted lovers.

How was I supposed to cope with this? I couldn’t march over there, pull them apart and reclaim Lizzy. I’d have felt utterly humiliated.  I’d been the one who’d pushed to be able to watch – so how would it look if it came out that I’d been watching secretly from the shadows all this time?  I’d have felt utterly humiliated, so I had no choice but to stand perfectly still and stew in my self-made emotional torment.

I desperately tried to think of a way to leave, but they were both side-on to me so that any sudden movement on my part was bound to attract their attention.  So I had no choice but to stay and watch as they continued to cuddle and occasionally kiss.  All the time my stomach feeling twisted and knotted up, my nerves making me feel utterly sick.

I was even shaking a little. Wondering whether I was watching the beginning of something which would in the end lead to the end of Lizzy and me.

The weirdest thing of all being that the more they cuddled and the more nervous I became about Lizzy developing feelings for Simon, the more it seemed to go hand-in-hand with an ever-stronger excitement.

Fuck, this was so screwed up!  But at least some sound outside had attracted their attention to the window, giving me the chance to inch my way backwards and out of the lounge.

Fuck!  Lizzy and I had so much to talk about.  A conversation looked like it might have to wait a while as the last thing I saw before leaving was Simon kissing her mouth as he started sucking on her tongue.

Man, you’re over sixty!  Isn’t it bedtime for you, old man?!  Apparently not, Simon’s impressive manhood was rapidly growing, right back up there beside Lizzy’s open and very willing pussy.

My very last sight being Lizzy’s slender hand gently taking hold of Simon’s oversized cock and guiding the tip back to her swollen and open flower. Moaning as he bent his legs and then pushed upwards, driving upwards and holding her legs up as she wrapped her calves tight around the small of his back.  All the time their mouths locked in a tender, emotion-filled kiss.

Heading back upstairs to Ted’s den, my blood was boiling. Yet strangely at the same time - even though I knew we had major boundary issues to discuss - I felt oddly happy for Lizzy. I’d been confident and loving to open the door to this amazing new set of experiences for her.  We’d turned the negative of my absence into a positive for her.  Turning my long-held fantasy into reality, and from what she told me and what I was now seeing, she was so plainly loving every second of this new life.

That made me happy.  The happiness of the woman I loved made me happy.  I just hoped we could get this thing back under control.  Make sure the boundaries between sex and love, between sex and emotions didn’t weaken any more.  A thought that made my chest ache, and made me long for the moment it would just be me and Lizzy alone and able to talk.


Chapter 10

11:00 p.m. EST, Monday 1st March 2021

So much for the relaxing vibes of being back home!  The next hour was consumed by a lonely, solitary time of sitting alone in Ted’s den pretending to be on a call with Bangkok.  An hour filled with doubts, speculations and whole squadrons of ‘what ifs’ and ‘whys’ scudding through the sky as I asked myself over and over why I’d allowed and encouraged this whole thing with Simon.

My only relief from this torment?  The moments when the sounds from the lounge were clear enough that, with zero self-respect, my cock would perk up and I was powerless to stop myself tuning in.  Tuning in, slyly stroking at the sodden front of my pants and feeling the excitement buzzing in my chest as I listened in to the sounds of another round of ‘Mr. and Mrs.’, the Simon and Lizzy rendition.

~~~~~    

“There you are?” she beamed, sticking her head around the cracked door.  Her eyes tired but happy, her make-up showing the signs of the last few hours’ heavy combat with Simon.  “We thought you were coming down to watch!”

‘We’, not ‘I’.  Just two letters, but they burned an acidic hole through my heart.  A hole that hurt but which also gave me a teasing, shimmering pleasure in my gut.

“Sorry!  The call overran.”  A downright lie.  The actual opposite of the truth.  But I couldn’t bear the embarrassment of admitting the truth.  ‘Hey, hun … great show!  Boy did your boyfriend stick it to you good!  Baby, you were really howling like a banshee on speed!  Way to go, baby!’

No, I don’t think so.  So, instead I opted for a white lie.  At least, that’s what I told myself as Lizzy came over to Ted’s desk and wrapped her arms tight around me.  Pushing her boobs – now returned to me – against my shoulder in a way that excited me but also made me guilty about my lie.

“Love you, babe,” she purred, pressing her lips against mine, her eyes smiling, brimming over with love.  No attempt to hide the contentment she felt after what she and Simon had just done.  Her smiling happiness pulling me in all kinds of conflicted directions.  Happy for her happiness.  Excited at the wicked, taboo naughtiness.  Worried and terrified by consequences and my inability to compete.  But most of all, I was excited.  Excited and impatient.  My cock hardening, my heart impatient to get Lizzy home so we could talk.

~~~~~    

“Hey Jimbo!  Where did you get to?” Simon smirked as hand-in-hand with Lizzy, I reached the bottom of the stairs.

“We missed you!” he grinned, meaning the total opposite, his tone so syrupy all three of us knew he meant the opposite.  ‘I fucked your woman, fucked her ‘reeeaaalll good’’ his actual meaning.

Thankfully I’d managed to clean up the stained front of my pants sufficiently – carrying my laptop in front of my groin helped too – that I managed to avoid any asinine comment from Simon.  The briefest of explanations and exchanges and I was making our excuses, pulling Lizzy by the hand as I dragged her home.

~~~~~    

“You want a coffee?” she asked, despite the late hour.  “I could do with a coffee…”  Yeah, I got that.  If I’d been fucked as hard as you’d been fucked … cum so often, cum so hard, I’d be needing a coffee.  Shit!  I’d be needing two or three double espressos and a can of Red Bull just for good measure.

Sidling up behind her as she filled the kettle, I wrapped my arms tight around her waist.  Boy did I need to feel she was still mine!  My lips dived through her hair to kiss the softness of her neck. I breathed in the smell of her hair.  A bittersweet experience – part Lizzy, sweet and reassuring, part Simon, causing an involuntary wince.

“I saw everything!”

Her body tensed.  Kettle down, she spun around, dislodging my head from her hair.  Looked me in the eyes.  Looked worried.  Looked questioningly at me, trying to work me out before she spoke.  Like a poker player trying to select the correct first card.

“Are you okay?  Are we okay?”  Typical Lizzy.  Straight to the heart of the matter.  The tension, the nerves were written all over her beautiful face.  Those beautiful hazel eyes saying so much.  So nervous with fear, so nervous with consequences.

“We’re okay!”  That was what she cared about most.  “I’m okay,” I grinned weakly.  A tiny, tiny part of me wanted to play it ‘mean’, to make her suffer a little.  But letting that jealous, mean-spirited part of me free was never really an option.  Logically, I didn’t have a leg to stand on.  I had no grounds for self-pity or self-righteousness.  She hadn’t done anything that I’d not agreed to, and even today, hadn’t I been the one pushing her on so I could watch? 

Anyway, I loved her far too much to ever really be that mean-spirited.  Simon, Simon I could happily have tortured.  But this wasn’t Simon standing nervously in front of me.  This was Lizzy.  Lizzy the beautiful, kind-hearted, generously-spirited woman who’d blessed my life in so many ways.

“Sure?” she asked, still slightly on edge.

“Sure!” I answered emphatically, pulling her close to me and looking deep into those eyes which were finally regaining a little of their sparkle.

Lizzy was back, reassured enough that her own arms went around my waist in a matching motion.  A simple but powerful gesture.

“Sooo,” she teased, “did you enjoy it?”

“Yes, I did,” I answered over the lump in my throat.  “I enjoyed it, but not as much as you,” I chuckled.

“Don’t be mean,” she smiled back, trying for ‘coy’ but coming up well short.  “What’s a girl to do when her husband’s away on the other side of the world?  Leaving her alone and with no husband to keep her warm at night … and the fates put a handsome heartthrob next door and available into her life…”

“’Handsome heartthrob’ my ass … he’s a fucking aging, crooning has-been who’s had more face lifts and more marriages than you’ve had hot dinners!”

“Maybe … but he’s an aging handsome heartthrob with a big dick who knows how to show a girl a good time…”

Right!  That was enough!  Picking Lizzy up I carried my giggling bride up to bed to wash away all traces of Simon and reclaim what was rightfully mine.

Two minutes later my cock was sending all kinds of happy signals to my brain as it slid in and out of my darling wife.  The feel of her lips and the softness of her skin rubbing against mine more than making up for the fact that there was damned little friction from her pussy.  The mix of the way Simon had stretched her out and then pumped her full of lubricant meaning friction and feeling would have to wait for another day.

“Love you, baby,” she smiled, meaning it with all her soul.

“Are you in yet?” she playfully asked, thankfully already knowing the answer, but also knowing how her words would excite me to fuck her harder.

“Come on, baby … fuck me like Simon did … remember how he did me … can’t you do me like that?”

Bitch.  Fricking bitch.  I loved her just as much as she loved me.  Yes, we still had plenty of things to talk about.  Plenty of boundaries and feelings to check up on.  But as our two hearts and bodies melded as only we knew how, we both knew everything would be absolutely fine.

~~~~~    

“Really, honey?”  She looked at me barely believing.  “You were worried about the connection between me and Simon?  Simon!  Self-centered, full of himself, ‘me the center of the known universe’ Simon?”

I blushed.  Put like that, it made no sense.  I’d felt what I’d felt.  Seen what’d I’d seen.

“Well, from where I was standing … maybe if you’d have seen yourself with him as I saw you … then maybe you’d understand…”

I wasn’t angry, but her semi-credulous, quizzical look made me really want her to see things as I’d seen them.

“Lizzy, do you remember just after I left to call Thailand … do you remember looking out at the garden … have you any idea how long you and Simon cuddled there?  Totally lost in thought, that wasn’t just sex, was it?” She blushed, slowly starting to re-assess.

“And then when things got more physical, from when you started worshipping his big cock until things moved on … the emotions between the two of you … the connection, the closeness … sure, there was sex … but admit it, it was more than just sex … it was also making love…”

She looked at me, her guilty silence speaking volumes.  Realizing something about her feelings that until now she’d not been brave or honest enough even to admit to herself.  Her words only forming slowly and hesitantly as she tried to come to terms with the topic I’d put under the spotlight.

“Okay, I see what you’re saying … and everything you said happened … but that just means that maybe I’ve seen past the front Simon puts on … seen behind the bluster … he’s not a bad guy, underneath all that ego, he’s just human … we saw that when he lost Rachel…”

“And yes, we’ve connected, developed a friendship,” she admitted, “a connection I guess is inevitable when you’re physically intimate … but sweetheart, you have to see … that’s nothing compared to what you and I have … yes, it was more than just sex, but you and me, honey … we’re the real deal, partners … soulmates … partners and soulmates for life … til we’re old and grey, enjoying our grandkids, enjoying our grandkids’ kids … surely you have to see that!!” she screeched, a real sense of desperation in her voice.  A sense of desperation that reassured me more than any of her actual words.

I looked at Lizzy long and hard.  As with so many couples together for so long, words would have been superfluous and inadequate for the purpose.  In that moment we communicated through eye contact and the messages this enabled.

She’d met me halfway.  An intelligent, honest and loving woman, as she’d reassessed her own feelings and emotions, without any kind of filter, she’d shared them with me as soon as she understood them herself.

I recognized the truth in what she was saying – sex meant some kind of emotional connection was inevitable, but it was nothing compared to her and me – but even so, it still left a small well of fear.  I loved her for her honesty and for the way she’d always be my best friend and soulmate. 

Hearing her own up to what I’d seen – that she and Simon did indeed share an emotional connection – made me shiver with fear and realize we needed to tread carefully.

I still believed Anong’s adage that love and sex are different.  But after what I’d seen, after what Lizzy had just admitted, I knew we needed to tread extra careful.

~~~~~    

Tuesday evening, Lizzy kicked me out of the house to go and have a drink with friends, and when I came back at the time she’d given me, I was happy but not surprised to see my favorite seven course meal laid out for me.  Five conventional courses – garlic bread, penne pollo, tiramisu, cheese and coffee.  Two unconventional courses – a full-flavored red that ran through courses one to four, and a full-flavored brunette who led me up the stairs for course number seven.  A course that, in three different sittings, lasted until well into the early hours of the morning.

“Won’t you be tired?  Won’t the kids miss out?”

“Hang them … the little angels … they get plenty enough commitment from Mrs. Sharp … it’s time Mrs. Sharp shows Mr. Sharp just how much she appreciates his loving, generous soul … how he’s not possessive and selfish … how he understands her needs and is ‘creative’ in how he meets them…”

Hell, I loved this woman!  Any doubts I had when I’d watched her and Simon together were blown away by an evening when she put into practice what she’d said.  That whatever connections she might be feeling towards Simon were as nothing compared to what she and I shared.

On the physical side, he might be able to give her a huge cock and make her toes curl over and over again.  If we were honest, both Lizzy and I knew I couldn’t hold a candle to him on these things.

About what really mattered, by the end of that night of love and closeness, I knew I had nothing to fear.

~~~~~    

Wednesday followed a similar pattern – same loving time in bed, but Lizzy outsourced the pre-bed aspects to the local movie theater and our favorite local Thai restaurant.  (For sure, an ironic choice, but one delivered with a smirk and a smile by Lizzy – ‘my husband tasting something Thai, where I can watch and be in control … by the way, hun, how is Anong?’)

The movie was a bit of a washout.  March is hardly primetime for big blockbuster releases, so we had to content ourselves with the childish enjoyment of watching the latest remake of Tom and Jerry.  Combined with the less childish, more adolescent pleasure of fooling around like teenagers in the back row. ‘Where do you think that hand’s going?’  ‘Oh, Jim … are you really that pleased to see me?’ ‘Will you ever learn to unhook a bra?  You’d think after all these years…’  You get the picture.  Unlike the director who served up a stinker – not that it really detracted from our distracted pleasures.  Our real pleasures coming back in bed later – pleasures of an altogether more X-rated nature.

Thursday brought a call from Simon – to Lizzy, not me.  ‘Sorry, Simon.  I’m kinda busy now, Jim’s still here.’  Listening in, I had to chuckle, Lizzy’s wording sounding just what a cheating housewife might say – as opposed to one whose husband encouraged her to play. 

In fact, I found it so funny, when Simon had rung off I poked her more.  ‘Honey, you must be losing your powers!  Only one boyfriend calling?  What happened to Nine-Iron?  Did you wear him out already?  I thought these big bad bikers were made of tougher stuff!  Obviously they don’t make ‘em the same these days!’

Apparently, the real reason for his absence was that he was out of town, on a mysterious ‘job’ that neither he nor Ted were keen to talk about.  Lizzy preferred my explanation.  More femme fatale than elementary teacher, that she’d worn out the big-bad biker man and that he’d needed a trip to the pit lane to get his mojo back.

Friday was my last full day at home – I needed to leave early Saturday to be back in Thailand for my Monday morning weekly meeting with Mr. Fung.  With Lizzy at work and Thailand shutdown for the weekend, I spent all day fretting – torn in two directions.

The whole day had that ‘last day of summer school break’ feel about it – a sallow, depressing feel.  Tomorrow I’d be heading back to the world of super-stress, snide comments and challenges from Mr. Fung and a daily routine with no Lizzy.  Yes, I had Anong as a not insubstantial consolation prize to make life more bearable, but on balance it was no contest.  And from the mood music and the continuing delays, the prospects for any early return seemed to be getting more remote.

So, by any sane judgment, Friday night should be a night to make the most of being alone with Lizzy, with the time she was at school reserved for Caitlin and our wonderful little granddaughter.

These last couple of months had changed many things for both me and Lizzy.  For me, however much I tried to push the thought away, I kept thinking today wasn’t just my last chance to spend time with Lizzy.  It was also my last chance to watch her and Simon together ‘in the flesh’, rather than through the more two-dimensional, less rich experience offered by the internet.

Just from my own desires, it was difficult to resist the temptation.  Whenever I thought of the various teasing conversations I’d had with Lizzy, conversations which showed me just how hot she found the whole set-up, resisting became ten-times harder.

In the end, that Friday night when Lizzy returned from school, although I told myself I could still take the moral high ground, I knew in my heart which way things would go.


Chapter 11

17:00 p.m. EST, Friday 5th March 2021

“I thought I might cook dinner tonight … you know, something special for our last night,” I opined, helping Lizzy out of her coat.

“That’s real sweet, honey,” she smiled lovingly, “but you don’t have to … I don’t mind, I want you to relax before your long flight tomorrow."

“It’s okay, really … I was thinking coq au vin … I know you love my coq au vin…”

She smiled, looking a little suspicious, picking up something from the grin I was desperately trying to suppress.

“And you know how there’s always far too much leftover with that recipe … so, I was kinda wondering whether we should invite someone to help us finish it off…”

“Oh … and did you have anyone particular in mind?” she asked, fixing me with an expression that was a truly blank mask.

“Well, as Caitlin’s busy with Rachel Jr, and Nine-Iron’s away … maybe Simon’s free?”

“Wouldn’t you want to invite Ted as well,” she shot back, “after all, he’s one of our oldest friends … Simon, Simon we hardly know…”

‘Fuck, Lizzy … are you really gonna make me work for it?  Make me say it out loud…’

“No, I think three works better … you know the old saying, ‘Three’s company, four’s a crowd.’”

“On your own head be it!” Her face was still a mask.  Her tone wasn’t hard or angry, and I knew she was smiling and laughing behind the mask.  She was just making clear what I’d be letting myself in for.

~~~~~    

The meal itself was reasonably low-key.  At the start of the meal, when Simon first arrived, I wasn’t sure what Lizzy had or hadn’t said to him.  But as the meal went on, it became increasingly clear that Lizzy had tipped him off as to the real reason he’d been invited around.  The meal he’d really been invited to enjoy being one wrapped in a colorful green dress.

At first, he was on best behavior, but for a man with Simon’s ego and sense of self-importance, that wasn’t something that was going to last more than a few minutes.

“Well, this is nice,” he offered, looking down as he cut into his first piece of chicken, flicking his head back up to look straight at me as he started moving beyond pleasantries.  “Jim, I’m so glad everything’s cool between you and me … between you, me and Lizzy … especially with you having to go back tomorrow.”

“Tell me, Jim, how long are you away this time?” he asked, barely able to suppress his fox-in-the-henhouse grin.

“I’m not really sure … kind of depends on progress and the lie of the land … certainly two-to-three weeks, maybe longer,” I answered, my stomach churning as a nauseous, light-headedness took control of me. 

Fuck!  Were we really sat here like this.  Having this strangest of pseudo-polite conversations?  Me talking in code to a man I could barely tolerate about how long I’d be handing over my wife to him?  Handing her over so he could fuck her night and day with his big cock, taking the connection she already felt to him to even deeper levels?  Fuck!  What a clusterfuck, but it was one which made my cock throb and my whole-body buzz with electricity!

Normal conversation resumed for a while, but Simon really couldn’t help himself.  A smug look on his face as he returned to the henhouse conversation.  “So, Jim, what’s your evening look like?  I know the time difference is a killer!  What is it?  Twelve hours ahead of us?  So, they’re just waking up, just starting their work day.  Do you have to make calls?  Or does that sexy assistant of yours handle all of that?  Leaving you free to enjoy ‘the entertainment’?”  The way he pronounced the last word making it crystal clear what he was really saying.

Fuck!  Was I being dismissed from my own dining table?  Being asked none too subtly if I wouldn’t mind fucking off so our self-important dinner guest could have his way with my wife.  Have her to himself on my last night to be alone with her.

Don’t be so self-righteous Jim, the other half of my brain rebuked me. Isn’t this what you wanted all along?  He’s only establishing whether you want to stay and watch or continue with the last time’s charade where you pretend not to know and watch in secret from the shadows?  

For a few moments I just sat there blushing, totally lost for words, taking me right back to school days when I’d sometimes been verbally bullied by other kids.  Feeling doubly bad as my dad was so eloquent in court, but under pressure his first-born was barely able to string two words together.  And when I finally managed to speak, it wasn’t much better.

“Urgh … yeah, the early birds will be getting in around now…”

“And Anong, will she handle all of that for you?”

“Urgh??”

“What’s it to be, Jimbo?  Can you stay with us while Lizzy and I enjoy our ‘coffee and biscuits’? Or do you have to make some ‘calls’?”  Calls requiring the smuggest of grins and full-on air quotes.

“Urgh … well, she can handle some of it … but some of the teams, some of the teams I need to talk to…”

“Oh no,” he replied disingenuously, hamming it up worse than a day-one novice, “that’s terrible … we’ll try not to let it spoil our enjoyment of the ‘coffee and biscuits’ … we’ll try not to be too noisy when we guzzle and chomp…”

Still blushing, just for a moment I wanted to change the plan, wanted to smack him in the mouth.  Especially as he looked so cocksure and pleased with himself at his play on words.  Reminding me that he’d only ever been the no-talent pretty boy crooner who’d fronted the band while the others did the hard work of lyric-writing and composition.  A thought that made me feel better as we returned to eating.

~~~~~    

Expectations now set, little more was said through the rest of the meal.  The conversation itself was pretty normal, albeit there was plenty of flirting and eye contact between Simon and my wife.  And this time it wasn’t just Simon taking the lead.  The three of us sat equidistant around the table, and occasionally Lizzy would lean across and touch my hand as we talked.  But there were plenty of times she did exactly the same to Simon – which made my chest feel like it would explode.  And plenty of times when the long, warm smile she gave him made me want to scream and cancel the whole evening.

I felt a weird mix of relief and dread when dinner was finally done.  No more watching them flirt, but what would come next would be both worse and better.

“Well, we better not keep you, Jim,” the smug prick declared.  “Calls to make!  Worlds and projects to save!  We’ll try to keep some coffee and biscuits for you … I’ll try not to be a greedy pig and gobble them all up so you go hungry … but I can’t make any promises … you know how delicious Lizzy’s coffee and biscuits are…”

My face burning red, when I finally left the room, my mind was all over the place.  So many questions, so many things to ponder. 

Was my need to watch really so great that I’d put up with these thinly veiled taunts from Simon?  And I was happy for Lizzy’s enjoyment, but how much of this was no longer about this and more about my own enjoyment?  And last but by no means least, how long was a respectable amount of time for my ego before I could sneak back down and start spying from the shadows?

~~~~~    

Despite Simon’s attitude, I didn’t have the self-restraint or self-respect to wait more than four or five minutes from when I left the dining room for my ‘calls’ until when I quietly tiptoed out of my den and down the stairs to watch from the shadows.

I wanted to wait longer – or at least part of me did – but that part was overruled by the voice that said, ‘Hey, get real, we all know the game here!  Do you think an extra few minutes is magically going to make them think you’re not out here watching?’

Peering through the crack in the door, the thing that struck me first was how quickly things had moved compared to the snail’s pace last time.  Then, they’d been more concerned by the more spiritual pleasures of just being together, holding each other, sharing thoughts that didn’t even need sharing out loud.

This time couldn’t have been more different. In the few minutes since I’d left the room, both Lizzy and her rich, egotistical lover had removed all of their clothing.  The pair of them now naked on the floor in a sea of cushions they borrowed from the room’s sofas and chairs.

A few days ago, I’d seen them together in Ted’s house.  But this was our home, our family home, making the acids in my stomach just a little bit more sharp and my chest feel just a little more constricted.

Both Lizzy and Simon were on their hands and knees, Lizzy in front of him and Simon behind, covering her just like a stallion covers a mare.  Propping himself up on one hand, Simon was leaning forward over her. Lizzy’s head turned back so the two of them could kiss passionately while the aging popstar was feeling my wife’s breasts with his free hand. 

Simon hadn’t wasted any time. Over dinner, his energies had been split between Lizzy and baiting me, but now all his attention was focused on Lizzy as his hand wandered down from my wife's chest to her stomach. After his fingers circled her belly button for a while, he slid his hand between her thighs.  A huge, conceited grin on his face.  How many groupies had he done this to over the years?  He was confident in his own skills as he dipped his wrist and thrust upwards, thumb strumming at her swollen nub as his fingers massaged her G-spot.

“Mmmm … fuck, oh fuccckk … fuck … yesss, ahhh,” she squealed and sobbed, thrusting her hips downwards towards the source of her ecstasy. Her forehead beading up with little bubbles of sweat, chewing on her lip. Rolling her hips left and right, left and right.  Half of her wanting more, half of her thinking her sensitive pussy couldn’t cope with more pleasure.

Simon turned his head and looked into the darkened hallway where I was hiding.  “Fuck, she loves it, really loves it!  She’s loving her husband’s time away!”  His exaggerated head turn and shouting out to no one in particular a total mindfuck.

Simon turned back and whispered something into Lizzy’s ear.  She was still spaced out on pleasure but, whatever his exact words, she readily spread her legs and bent her knees as Simon moved between her legs and kneeled to position himself.

I’d experienced the heart-stopping sights and sounds of Lizzy with another man just a few days ago at Ted’s place, but seeing her back with the same man, this time in our own home, was something else again – and I found myself clutching at my chest just like one of those actors feigning heart attack.  Only for me, there was no feigning – this was all for real! 

Despite his age, his desire for Lizzy and to cuckold me meant that Simon was proudly sporting a very stiff and ridiculously impressive erection. It was only a few days since I’d last seen that monster, but once again I was struck by the size of the bloody thing.  The visual impact on me making me wonder at the physical impact on Lizzy now that she’d repeatedly experienced his monster cock for several weeks now.  Surely being stretched so wide, penetrated so deep and filled with that much meat must have a permanent effect on a woman’s brain? Remapping her reference points of what she needed to sexually fulfil her. A thought that made me question whether this whole hall pass thing was a good idea or just downright stupid.

“Please … please,” she moaned, dragging me away from my fears and back to the here and now. 

Simon seemed intent on teasing Lizzy.  He rubbed the head of his massive cock along her slit. Parting her pussy lips as he rubbed the huge plum-shaped tip of his weapon around her vaginal entrance and then back to her clit. Tapping his cock against her pleasure bud several times, savoring and smirking at the way she winced before moving his club of a cock back down to her inner pussy lips.

Watching him cover and tease Lizzy like this, I felt insanely jealous, wishing I could do these positions but knowing full well I couldn’t. Only someone with a cock as long as Simon’s ten to eleven inches could penetrate a woman from behind like that.

After about a minute or so of this continuous teasing game, Simon positioned his cock at her pussy hole and whispered loud enough for me to hear, "Lizzy, you're so wet, guess you really want this big cock of mine!  Spread your pussy lips, pull them really wide with your fingers while I penetrate you! I'm gonna fill you with one long, deep thrust! Give you twice the cock that absent husband of yours does!  Make your whole body tingle while we show that husband of yours just how much you love my big cock!  Now that you finally know what a real cock feels like!"

Simon was playing his mindfuck games, but Lizzy was too far gone for that, just giving a long, low moan to signal her womanly need as her hand reached back and moved between her legs.  I couldn’t see exactly what she was doing, but I guess she spread her pussy lips with her fingers based on Simon’s reaction. 

"Perfect! Keep them nice and wide!" he murmured, pushing his hips forward.  I couldn’t directly see, but there was no doubt he was sliding his cock into Lizzy’s pussy, making her gasp and wince as he grinned, "All in, baby!"

As Lizzy responded to his ridiculously large size with little sobbing pants and gasps, Simon leaned forward.  Propping himself up on one hand, he caressed her cheek softly with the back of his other hand.  A tender and intimate act to match the sexual intimacy happening between her legs.

Now adjusted and enjoying his touch like a cat enjoys rubbing, Lizzy gave a little smile and puffed air out. "I know it’s only been a few days … but I keep forgetting just how big you are, Simon!"

"You like it?" he chuckled.

“Mmm,” she moaned contentedly, savoring being filled so fully and so deeply with her lover’s manhood.

“Like it more than your husband’s little cock?” the arrogant aging rockstar grinned, still stroking Lizzy’s cheek as he looked back into the darkness of my hiding place.

“He’s not small,” Lizzy replied, defending my honor.

“I think he loves that you finally get to take real, proper, big cock!  First me, then Nine-Iron … admit it, your kinky husband’s not just doing this as he’s not in the country to look after your needs … he’s doing it coz he loves the idea of his wife enjoying herself with real men with real dicks!”

A long, slow kiss stopped Lizzy replying immediately.  Then he whispered something into her ear, making her giggle.

“Mmm, feels so good, lover … so deep … so big … come on big boy … do me properly … before I have to go back to my hubby’s little boy cock!”

Fuck! I knew Lizzy was hamming it up for my benefit – and didn’t I deserve it, having gone out of my way to invite Simon for ‘dinner’ - but still I tormented myself with the question of whose words were these. ‘Little boy cock.’  Had Simon told her to say that, to get a rise from me?  Or was that how she really thought of me now, after her multiple love sessions with two guys much better endowed than me?

Fuck, fuck, fuck!  Between them they’d created a mental itch that continued to torment me as Simon, still covering her from behind, started moving his butt back and forth, fucking Lizzy with slow, deep strokes.

He fucked Lizzy like that for four or five minutes. Then he stopped thrusting, leaned fully forward and gave her another long, smoldering kiss.  His long body and cock size enabling him to keep his cock in Lizzy’s pussy all the time they smooched.  Something he and Lizzy both knew I couldn’t do, however hard I might try.

After one more lengthy smooch, Simon resumed pumping Lizzy’s vagina at a slow, steady pace.  Simon continued to fuck her like this for a good quarter hour until her quickened breathing and increased agitation told him she was getting close.

Grasping her hips tightly, he upped his pace and started moaning himself.  “Come on, come on, come for me, baby … give it to me … show hubby what you need…” Then, just like that, the spasms started rippling through Lizzy's body, marking the onset of an intense orgasm for her. She pressed the cushion tight against her mouth and climaxed, muffled moans escaping her lips.

When her orgasm had finally subsided, Lizzy turned her head backwards and looked Simon in the eyes with a look of genuine affection and thanks.  Rotating her hips in a way designed to help him cum.

Simon had other ideas though – he’d not fucked nearly long enough yet to rub my nose in it and show, in his mind, who was the superior man.  He’d lusted after Lizzy – his feelings and desires unrequited – for too many years to let this final victory and vindication end so soon.

No, however tempting it must have been to accept Lizzy’s beckoning gaze and hip message, he continued to fuck her, only slightly increasing the pace of his thrusts.  Gripping her hips tight, savoring her soft, sweet moans as he fucked her deeper and filled her more than I ever could or would manage.

Standing there in the shadows – hyperventilating, taking in every little detail – my whole brain and every inch of my body felt on fire with a tingling, adrenaline fueled buzz.  My whole being as confused as fuck. 

I was ecstatic and super hard that I was finally watching my fantasy of Lizzy with another guy.  But I was also more than a little troubled that the guy was someone I found so arrogant and unpleasant and at the closeness I was seeing between the two of them.

The other confusing factor being that when I’d first watched them as lovers back on Monday night, they’d not known I’d been watching.  Whereas now they knew I was watching and I knew that they knew I was watching. 

We’d stopped short of me suffering the indignity of being in the room with them, but only just!  This was the next closest thing and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest at the thought.  Super pleased for Lizzy and the amazing sex she was enjoying.  Pleased for myself that my fantasy was finally fulfilled.  But also straining and stressing as I tried to process my mixed feelings and thoughts of how things would develop when tomorrow I flew back to Thailand.


Chapter 12

I might have been experiencing an iron hard cock and a wave of emotional confusion – but Simon’s experience was far simpler, he just had the iron hard cock and a world of pleasure.

Occasionally he would stop thrusting, tilt his head back, look at the ceiling for a couple of seconds, and blow air out through his nose before resuming his thrusts. He’s been fucking her so long and so well that Lizzy's pussy was making sloshing sounds from the lubrication her vagina was making to ease the path of her aging rockstar lover's massive cock.

He was pumping in and out - the lewd, moist noises filling the bedroom. Since he was neither slowing down his thrusts nor increasing their pace, Lizzy figured out that he was nowhere near orgasm and decided to use a different technique to help him cum. She stopped moving her hips, pushed him out and flipped over onto her back before hooking her arms under her knees.

Then she lifted her legs, drew her knees up and hugged them tight to her chest, squashing flat her full boobs.

Simon loved what Lizzy did and smiled at her, thrusting all the way back in and immediately increasing the speed of his thrusts – accepting her challenge.

Five minutes later, Simon was fucking really fast and hard.  Grabbing her knees, he pushed them really hard and flat to her chest – Lizzy’s legs now spread as far as they could go and her feet well above her head.

Smiling wickedly, Simon placed his hands next to her shoulders and leaned hard onto her thighs. My wife's face flinched.

"What?" he whispered.

"My cervix! But I like the pressure. Keep fucking me, Simon! Harder!" she whispered back.

Simon just grinned, happy at his effect on the woman he’d lusted after for so long as he resumed fucking her. Accelerating his strokes and somehow making his thrusts even deeper and harder.

Lizzy grabbed her new lover’s forearms and dug her nails into his aging flesh.  She didn’t care that he was over sixty, nearly twenty years older than her - her breathing became heavy and fast, and she began climaxing again, biting her lower lip in an effort to suppress her moans.  (Old habits I guess, years of making love with me but trying to avoid waking Caitlin!)

Simon was grunting, and now he began frantically pounding my wife's pussy, ravaging her vagina, thrusting with so much zeal that I started to worry he would damage her womb. His grunts were becoming louder and louder. Lizzy was now struggling to keep quiet – to maintain the façade that they were doing this behind my back - as orgasmic waves rippled through her body.

Simon continued to fuck her hard with ragged, animalistic back and forth movements, occasionally pausing to move his cock in a circular motion. It felt like he wanted to stretch and resize my wife's pussy permanently - to make a claim that would last even when I returned from abroad.

Lizzy's lung-busting, earth-shattering orgasm might have passed, but Simon had no intention of slowing down his thrusts.  Wanting to make this a truly statement-level fuck that neither Lizzy nor I would forget anytime soon.

After such a powerful climax, she only had the energy for the quietest of whispers, "Have you finished, Simon?"

"Not yet," he grinned, kneeling up again, grabbing her legs so he could pull them down and even wider before making her grab her own feet as she took over the spreading duties from him. Legs spread V-shaped, forty-five degrees up from the ground, fingers pulling at her toes, she was in the classic spread-eagle position. Allowing Simon to focus all his energies on resuming his mission to fuck my wife as fast and deep as possible.

No woman could survive such a fast, deep fucking from so large a cock for long.  Just two or three minutes after the last waves had crashed against the shoreline, Lizzy was bawling at the top of her lungs as another screaming orgasm tore through her body. 

This time her orgasm hit her insanely hard – there was no pretense at quietness, no muffling cushions.  She was coming harder than I think I’d ever seen before! Shouting loudly, "Oh, my God! Simon!"  Struggling for breath, thrashing about, her head shaking crazily side-to-side as her whole body shocked and spasmed.  Before finally she slowly came down, whispering softly, “Simon … oh, my God … what are you doing to me?”

Simon finally slowed to a more gradual pace, his smile telling me that as he pumped in and out with the slowest and deepest of self-indulgent thrusts, he was savoring every squeezing sensation of Lizzy’s tight pussy.  Luxuriating in every single moment, as she looked up at him, her look telling me she was loving it just as much.

At that moment I knew that me and my voyeur-pleasures were the last things on their minds.  Gazing at each other, they were totally wrapped up in one another, lost in the moment, lost in each other – and the thought stung terribly.  Stung, harrowed me out, but made my chest and cock beat even harder.

As I struggled with my confusing cocktail of emotions, I could see that they were getting their energy back.  "Fuck me, Simon! Fuck me! Harder!" my wife started to whisper as Simon started thrusting his cock faster into the pussy he had been lusting after relentlessly since he’d first met Lizzy.

Looking at the gaze and connection between them, I knew in my heart that the moment I was back on the plane, Simon would be free to fuck my Lizzy as and when he liked.  From the way she’d cum and was still responding to him, I knew she’d be powerless to resist.  And with Irons still away and me on a different continent, there’d be nothing to stop the two of them fucking each other at will.  Nothing to stop Simon drilling my Lizzy in ways, and to depths, no other man had ever achieved.

Moving to a new position, with Simon still between her legs and fucking her from above, Lizzy rested her legs on his shoulders.  The most unsubtle signal to him to go even faster and harder as he slammed into her for another two or three minutes.   Then her body twitched in yet another hugely powerful orgasm. Struggling to breathe, she closed her eyes and arched her back, stretching her abs and pushing her chest up, making her breasts bulge out with their swollen and hardened nipples.

As her aging, rockstar lover continued pumping in her pussy, Lizzy’s heavy and rapid breathing turned into a rasping, and I genuinely worried that she might faint. Then, a loud moan escaped her lips and her face relaxed, her mouth hanging wide open as her body and mind floated in yet another magical moment of sexual pleasure.

Simon couldn’t last any longer and shoved his cock all the way into Lizzy’s pussy, grunting and panting as he filled my wife's womb with his sperm. Once he had fully emptied his load, he resumed thrusting, gradually slowing down, while Lizzy, bit by bit, began regaining control of herself, removing her legs from his shoulders.

After a couple of minutes of easing down, Simon withdrew his now semi-flaccid but still very large cock from Lizzy's pussy.  Kneeling between her thighs and just grinning at her – grinning in a self-satisfied way at his own achievement and how he’d made her cum so often and so strongly.  The emotional, happy way she looked at him, a perfect counterpoint – two ‘pleased with themselves’ middle-aged people amazed at how good the sex had just been.

~~~~~    

Simon pulled them onto their sides as they nested in the sea of cushions that they’d pulled off the sofas.

They were both sweating profusely as Lizzy, propping herself on her elbow, grinned and looked at him. Simon smiled at her and said his half of what I knew they were both thinking.

"I've never enjoyed fucking and making love to a woman as much as I have with you, Lizzy! It was so special, so spiritual! Even better than I imagined … all those evenings when all I could do was look and not touch … look and imagine … when my sister would have cut my bits off if I’d tried anything…”

Lizzy laughed at his comment, her gentle smile showing she was happy to remember her departed friend in this humorous way!  No doubt picturing her fiercely protective friend brandishing the sharpest of blades threateningly close to Simon’s scrotum.  Hardly something a brother and sister should be getting up to – but absolutely something we could all picture someone as territorial and feisty as Rachel doing!  The same ‘fuck with my friends, fuck with me’ spirit that had melted our hearts when Rachel had been so supportive to our daughter when she’d found herself facing an unplanned pregnancy.

“Spiritual, hey?  I’m a spiritual fuck, am I?” Lizzy teased.  “What, like even better than all those young groupies you parked on the end of your big dick back in your glory days?”

“Oh, Lizzy, hun … it’s no contest … no contest at all!  They were just shallow, vacuous girls … sure, at the time I enjoyed it, they were sexy and young and hot … but honestly, I was just another notch on the bedpost to them … you, you’re a real woman … a real, smart, wonderful, flesh and blood woman…”

As his words trailed off, it sounded like he was more than a little bit in love with Lizzy.  The lust I’d always known about.  Same with the arrogance.  But listening in - especially when he knew I was just outside, unless he was so smitten that he’d forgotten my presence – it was clear to me just how enchanted he’d become by Lizzy.  The depth of his emotional connection finally sinking in.

Lizzy gave him a funny look – part like for the first time she was understanding what I’d just perceived, part discouragement, a non-verbal ‘WTF … you DO realize my husband’s standing right outside?’  The impact of her non-verbal warning being a sudden change of tone from him.

“Spiritual … but even better, the fact I’m taking what belongs to another man is even hotter!”  Said loudly enough - his head slightly angled towards the door – that it was clear I was the intended target. Just like I’d been the intended target for much of their earlier truth-based ‘trash-talking’. 

(It pained me to admit it, but the earlier trash-talking about ‘deep, big, proper cocks’ versus my ‘little boy cock’ was hardly something I could deny.  However much I knew Lizzy’s love for me counterbalanced these physical realities.)

“’Belongs to another man,’ she parroted back, “and don’t you forget it, Mr. Haddon … Jim’s been kind enough to lend me to you while he’s away … so as my ‘NEEDS’ are met … but it’s a temporary coupon!!  Only redeemable while he’s otherwise engaged!”

Simon noisily harrumphed his displeasure – half exaggerated, half for real – before putting the mask back on.  “OKAY!  Okay, I guess that’s okay … but you can’t blame a guy for dreamin’!  ‘Fadin’ big-dicked Romeo rockstar gets the one-in-a-million lady … finally finds happiness after six failed marriages,” he joked. 

“Hell, it would be like the seventy-six-year-old Rod Stewart finally finding permanent happiness … oh no, wait … he did!  With the six-foot-one super model Penny Lancaster … tell me, Lizzy … you wouldn’t mind growing seven or eight inches, would you?  You know, make an old man like me super-happy!!” he grinned.  “I’m sure we could find a way to provide for Mr. Lizzy … hell, one more alimony payment would hardly make a difference!”

“Very flattering,” my beloved smiled sweetly.  “But, aside from your ginormous cock and all those orgasms, what makes you think you’ve got anything to offer me that Jim doesn’t give me ten-times over?!”


Chapter 13

A long-haul flight is a great place to think.

Twelve hours after I’d witnessed the slightly surreal experience of Simon telling Lizzy how ‘spiritual’ it was making love to her and her coded warning to him to cool-it, I was sat in a pensive mood with my business class drink and business class solitude.  The perfect cocktail of alcohol and quiet to ponder what I’d seen and heard.

I turned it over-and-over in my mind and the conclusion I kept coming back to was that, as normal, Lizzy had been three steps ahead of me when it came to EQ and emotional perception.

On Monday – nearly a week ago now - I’d had an inkling of the emotional connection between the two of them when for the first time ever I’d seen the two of them have sex.

But the night before I’d flown – when I’d been reckless and engorged enough to invite the fox into the henhouse – I’d far more of an inkling of the connection between the two of them.

When Simon had gone on about how amazing Lizzy was and how he thought he might finally have found the one woman who could tame him and make him happy, I might have been surprised – but she was not.  She’d seen the signs before – her reaction wasn’t one of surprise, it was one of telling him to tread carefully, as I was outside listening.

As the miles flew by, more and more this realization gnawed away at me and I knew I needed to speak to Lizzy before we left California airspace and entered the no-comms zone before the flight made landfall in South-east Asia.

“Hey hun,” I smiled, grateful for the visuals and sound quality of modern wi-fi communications - even when travelling five-hundred mph at thirty-five thousand feet.

“Missin’ me already?” she joked, but even through her joke I could sense a nervousness - a tension.

“Who wouldn’t?” I joked back, before an awkward silence descended between the two of us.  As normal, Lizzy took the lead on emotional matters.

“Something wrong, hun?”  The nervous look on her face giving away she had a suspicion what this was about.

“Something wrong?  I don’t know, honey … you tell me,” I sighed, preparing to fully share what I’d not been able to stop thinking about these last few hours.  “All that stuff Simon said, about you being the one, about stealing you away from me … and then, seeing the closeness between the two of you … it got me thinking, really got me thinking - do we have a problem here, honey?  Is this something we need to put a stop to before it gets out of control, causes real problems?”

Lizzy gave me her best sympathetic look – her best ‘don’t be such a silly man, don’t you get how much I love you’ look.  “Jim, sweetheart, we talked about this the other night … all that stuff Simon said, he was playing the fool … he knew you were outside listening … he’d read online that guys like you get off on hearing that kind of stuff…”

‘Guys like me?’  What exactly was that meant to mean? 

Wasn’t I just a loving husband making sure his wife’s needs were met while he was away on the other side of the world? 

‘Yeah, if you like, you tell yourself that, Jimbo!’ I told myself, aware I had bigger worries to focus on right now.

“Jim, honey … when you arrived home, then when you saw me and Simon together for the first time, wasn’t I the one asking, ‘are we okay?’ … doesn’t that tell you something?  Tell you how much I love you … how much I love us … how I’d never let anything hurt … especially not an overgrown manchild like Simon!”

Her words took the edge off.  She could see that.  Softening her tone to a loving, affectionate whisper, she nudged me back into the confused column.  “Sweetheart, like I said the other day, I won’t deny that there’s inevitably some kind of emotional connection … some kind of emotional closeness … when a man and a woman lie together, have sex together … are intimate like that, then of course there are going to be feelings … closeness…”

She paused to let her words sink in before continuing.  “It’s nothing to worry about, honey … it’s nothing compared to how I love you … how I know you love me … it would be like me worrying about you and Anong … and I don’t worry about you and Anong, because I know it’s just sex and companionship … nothing compared to what you feel for me,” she smiled.

I saw her point.  “Sorry, honey.”

“Don’t mention it,” she smiled tenderly.  But as she smiled, I caught a glimmer of an eye movement on her face, as if she were looking at someone or something moving across the room.

“Is Caitlin there?”  Fuck!  Had we been having this conversation with Caitlin in the house, with the possibility she’d hear?  Fuck!  Did she already know?  Lizzy had teased me about this, refusing to admit if their normally open mother-daughter conversations about sex had extended as far as mother telling daughter about just how her loving dad was making sure his wife’s needs were met in his absence.  

“Caitlin?  No, Caitlin’s not here…”  She was squirrelly now, reluctant to answer anything but the most direct of questions.  Only one explanation justifying this behavior.

“Then who is it?”

She paused.  Played for time.  The cogs visibly whirring as she sought the best words, the best explanation.

“Simon … it’s Simon … he just popped over to see if I wanted to join him and Ted for dinner…”

A plausible explanation – but was it the whole truth?

“Is that all?” I asked suspiciously.

Lizzy’s pause was back.  A pause with pink, blushing cheeks.  “Well, we were both feeling a bit horny … so, well … one thing kind of led to another…”

“Hey, Jim…”

Oh great, the last thing I needed was Simon the cuckoo muscling in on this sensitive husband-wife conversation!

“… How’s the flight going?  Those trolley dollies treating you like the business class king you are?  Or you keepin’ your powder dry for that hot assistant of yours … for little Miss Nancy Big Tits who’s most likely letting herself into your hotel suite even as we speak…”

Now I was the one on the back foot.  My brain struggling between worry and the twin thoughts the aging rockstar had just planted there.  The explicit, exciting thought of being reunited with Anong again.  And the subliminal message he’d planted about how hypocritical I was being by giving Lizzy the third degree when she was giving me such latitude and trust with my super-sexy Thai assistant.

Sighing deeply again, I answered his question and gave in to the realization that the whole topic was, at least for now, a futile one.  Realizing I’d have to trust Lizzy and her love for me, and try and keep my fears and suspicions under control.  Not exactly the easiest way of spending the next few hours.  At least Simon had planted thoughts of Anong I could selfishly deploy to distract myself for the next few hours.

~~~~~    

“Hello, lover,” she purred, the way she was dressed the opposite of the chaste way she kissed my cheek.

Dressed in a skintight black dress - that showed the benefits of her many hours in the gym and the money her French ex-husband had spent on enhancing her chest – the smile she gave me as she squeezed my hand made a weary traveler feel instantly refreshed.

It was just before midnight, I’d only slept fitfully on the plane and we had an early morning ‘welcome back’ meeting with the slave driving Mr. Fung, Taiwanese program boss.  Even so, breathing in the spicy promise of her perfume, feeling the brush of her arm next to mine, I felt that familiar yearning in my loins.

~~~~~    

“Not tonight, lover,” she grinned.  She’d helped me back to the hotel, helped me unpack and was now turning down the crisp white bed linen.  Before turning to me and starting to unbutton my shirt, like I was a young child needing help.

“You’re tired, baby,” her nails accidentally on purpose grazing my nipples as she removed my shirt and bent to start work on my pants.

She allowed herself a self-satisfied smile as she removed my boxers and saw that, despite the length of the flight and my tiredness, I was hard and ready for her.

“Tomorrow, baby,” she smiled confusingly as she helped me into bed – back to treating me as a small child rather than a love partner.  Her words and smile confusing me because, as I lay on the fresh linen, she started lifting her dress up and over her shoulders.  Revealing her beautiful, full braless breasts and the sexiest of black thong panties.

“Downpayment only, you need your strength for tomorrow,” she chuckled, climbing into bed next to me, taking hold of my engorged member as she reached to place my left-hand on her right boob.

‘A fair compromise!’ I thought to myself as my hips made an involuntary lift an inch off the bed as her sharp nails worked me with an expertise that had me wincing and moaning with pleasure.

If this was just the downpayment, then I could put up with Mr. Fung and his unreasonable attitude.  I knew my company-paid and provided reward would be worth the patience and forbearance!  Although I was self-assured enough to believe that Anong’s actions – tonight and tomorrow – were less about company loyalty and more about how she felt about me as a person and as a man.

And if this was what I thought, how could I feel jealous and possessive about Lizzy being overly friendly with Simon?

Even if, at a personal level, I disliked the guy, to get mad at her for copying what I was doing would have been deeply hypocritical.  And however jealous and insecure I might sometimes feel, that just wasn’t who I was … or who I’d allow myself to be!


Chapter 14

Saturday 17th April, 2021

My room on the thirty-fourth floor certainly had plus points.  Like this amazing view I enjoyed.  The twinkling lights of traffic and distant buildings contrasting with the inky black of the night sky – a buzzing, high-energy nightscape that never failed to provoke thoughts and reflections.

And right now, it provoked mixed thoughts and reflections - number one amongst them being the thought that ‘this was Bangkok, it wasn’t home!’ 

A blindingly obvious observation, but one with a particular pain and poignancy right now. Because this was a week when I’d been scheduled to be back at home.  It was end of ‘Songkran’ week – Thai New Year, when the whole country goes crazy with water fight after water fight, when the unwary foreigner runs the risk of a good soaking if they don’t have their wits about them.  (Not that the thought of my busty assistant in a water-drenched wet tee shirt wasn’t an unpleasant thought!)

It had been the obvious week to go home – with the festival, little project work had been planned.  Except for the fact that some new project problems which had emerged a week ago, plans had gone out the window.  Half the team had been required to work, and my trip had been summarily cancelled – orders of Mr. Fung!  The wonderful Mr. Fung who’d not only cancelled this trip, but who’d decreed that it would be another month before he’d sign-off on another trip home for me.  Damn, I hated that guy!

If that was the negative side of my thoughts, - as I stood in the window with a Saturday night glass in my hand looking down on the active, buzzing ant-like world thirty-four floors beneath me – then the positive thoughts were much happier.

Since the start of March, I’d only had one trip home, but at least Lizzy and I had crossed off another six weeks of our enforced separation. 

And, however much the project might have problems, Lizzy and my ‘extended hall pass arrangement’ seemed to be going from strength to strength.

It worked for us on so many different levels.  Always a passionate woman who’d loved sex ever since her teenage years, Lizzy got to carry on enjoying the same regular sex as if I were there.

‘The same sex!’ I chuckled to myself, gazing pensively into the golden liquid of my Saturday night shot glass. 

Who was I kidding? The love of my life – beloved wife, mother and now ‘Nonna’ – had bagged herself an upgrade!  A big, fat, steaming pile of upgrade!

In airline terms she moved forward from her loving husband’s offering of coach (or at best premium economy!) all the way as far forward as a high-end business or first class offering.  In car terms, she’d gone from a perfectly respectable compact or small sedan to hurtling around town looking down from the majestic luxury of a Lincoln Navigator or Caddy Escalade  

It may have been a dream delayed by a couple of decades compared to the typical groupies Simon had bedded at the height of his fame, but even so, my Lizzy was getting to ‘live out the dream.’

It pained me to say it, but even in his early-sixties, Simon was still a large, handsome and charismatic man.  A man who could charm the birds of the trees, introduce said birds to some of the most famous musicians in the world.  Then, just for good measure, take said birds home and give them the benefits of his considerable bedroom experience as he used a very large bass guitar to drive his chosen lady to heaven and back!

All of that was true – and if I sound a bit bitter, it’s because a big part of me didn’t like the guy and felt more than a little jealous about how the gods had handed him such an unfair collection of talents to woo and bed women.

I wouldn’t deny any of these feelings – but they paled into insignificance compared to the trio of benefits the arrogant Mr. Simon Hadon had brought into our lives these last few weeks.

Benefit one:  I was genuinely overjoyed for Lizzy that she was getting to enjoy such new, different and amazing sex after so many years of loving faithfulness to me and our family.  Of course, like any guy, I went through waves of jealousy and sometimes feeling inadequate compared to Simon’s talents.  However, at the end of the day, I was the man Lizzy loved and intended to spend her life with – so I felt more than able to give her this ‘temporary’ freedom. 

‘Temporary’ being a relative term that again made me chuckle.  Lizzy and I had intended that ‘temporary’ would mean one night only.  ‘And how’s that goin’ for you, bud!’

Benefit two: Even if big parts of me were often jealous with a simmering undercurrent of an inferiority complex, I found the whole set up supremely erotic.  I’d always wondered what my beautiful Lizzy would look like squirming and writhing on the end of some stud’s big dick – and now I knew.  It looked hot as hell … the feeling I got looking at her face and listening to her as she showed all the signs of extreme sexual ecstasy was amazing.  Listening to her sobs and watching her shake time and time again through the highs of huge and intense climaxes was truly indescribable.

If that could have been me, making her climax like that … even better!  But you can’t have it all!  At the end of the day, I’d be the one she’d be coming home to … so I’d let Simon have his ‘win’ of being the better man in the sack.

And benefit three wasn’t to be sniffed at either … a little benefit that stood about five-foot tall and whose sexy personality and body made me feel happy to be alive even on the worst of days Mr. Fung and the project managed to throw at me.  A little benefit who’d silently sidled up behind me.  Who, with me being so deep in thought, had managed to push her boobs into my back and start stroking my cock before I even realized she was there.

“Come on, bay-bee,” she purred in her sweet, accented English.  “Let’s get comfortable and watch from the bedroom…”

~~~~~    

When my Songkran trip home had been cancelled, to cheer me up Anong and Lizzy had put their heads together and came up with the idea of ‘FaceTime Double Dates’ – tonight marking the second such ‘Date.’

I allowed Anong to lead me to bed and strip me naked.  Definitely not corporate HR appropriate, my assistant gave my slender six-inches a playful slap as she pushed me onto the bed – thirty seconds later she was also stripped and cuddled up next to me as she pressed the TV remote.

“Hey Lizzy, hey Simon,” she beamed, her eyes going wide as she chuckled, “mmm … why, Simon, is that big boy all hard and huge just for me?”

What a surreal experience!  Sitting naked in bed with a sexy, hot Thai woman as my own wife sat naked in bed with a charismatic but semi-ancient rockstar – her hand working his thick, nearly foot-long cock like she was keeping an engine warm before slipping it into gear.  (Not exactly how most husbands encourage their wives to spend their Saturday mornings!  A trip to the country club or COSCO definitely more normal for our little corner of Charleston!)

“You’re a wonderfully beautiful and sexy woman, Anong … but Lizzy is very possessive when it comes to who has play rites with my big cock…”

Things just got even stranger for the next few minutes – Lizzy and Anong chatting away about all kinds of work and family stuff while they both sat there totally bare-breasted and nude, ninety percent of attention on each other and only ten percent attention on the two guys whose cocks they were slowing wanking.

Tuning out their girl-to-girl chatter, I was left trying my best not to stare at Simon’s engorged monster.  Trying my best and failing, the best I could do was not to look directly, but only look out of the corner of my eye.

I’ve always known I was totally straight, but even so I had to admire that damned thing.  Even with Simon’s age, that huge ten- or eleven-inch-long nightstick of a cock was standing straight up. Its network of veins throbbing angrily as it leaked little drops of pre-cum as Lizzy jerked him off while chatting to her bestie.  Like chatting away and jerking of another man’s cock were both just normal parts of everyday life.

Simon’s impatience was never going to let this state of affairs continue for long – just as normal, he wanted Lizzy and her attention all to himself.  His first attempts to grab Lizzy’s attention were moderately subtle – rubbing at her pussy and stroking her nipples.  But when this just led to Lizzy moaning a little but carrying on chatting to Anong, he lost any sense of subtlety.  Giving Anong a curt ‘I’m sorry,’ before wrapping his arm tight around Lizzy’s waist and pulling her flat onto the bed before half-crushing her as he set about seeing if he could kiss her to death.

Within moments Anong and I were totally forgotten, Lizzy’s initial giggles and playful punches to her would-be conqueror soon transforming.  The giggles to soft, heartfelt moans of pleasure and need – the playfully clenched fingers opening as her hands eagerly ran through Simon’s hair and teased his scalp.

“Your naughty wife really wants him bad, doesn’t she,” Anong teased me, her hand still stroking me up and down as she split her attention between my cock and the highly pornographic show Lizzy and Simon were putting on.  ‘Selling sex from the US to Thailand!’ – how ironic I thought.

“Jim, bay-bee … your wife’s lover, his cock’s so big!  Take it from a girl who knows, she’ll love a cock that big!  The way it will stretch her wide … go so deep … make her so full, so feminine, so fulfilled … he’ll have her screaming the house down within minutes…”

Sometimes I really wished my assistant’s mind wasn’t so sharp and her vocabulary so wide … but she knew her words only added fuel to my excitement … and with her sharp nails preforming feline miracles on my sensitive flesh, she could have said pretty much anything and I’d have gone along with it.

Lizzy whinnied as Simon sank all the way in, her arms going tight around his neck as she pushed upwards and Anong continued her verbal torture.

“Did I say ‘lover’?” she teased, “Maybe ‘boyfriend’ is a better fit … after all, with her hubby so far away, with her biker friend Irons out of town, seems to me her handsome, rich, rockstar admirer is my bestie’s new crush … her new ‘boyfriend!’”

I must have groaned when she said this, because her lips curled and she just smiled even more.  “Oh!  Someone seems to like that!  Have I hit a bit of a nerve … ‘boyfriend, Simon, Lizzy’s boyfriend … Simon, your wife’s boyfriend…”

She was merciless – they were merciless, as for the best part of the next hour my mind was assaulted by Anong’s teasing words and my ears and eyeballs were assaulted by the sexual fireworks happening back in the bed Lizzy and I normally shared.

“So big … so deep … so manly … oh, bay-bee, look how your little wife’s cumming all over Simon’s gorgeous big cock … bay-bee, how do you feel?  Watching … watching, knowing you can never make her cum like that!”

On and on she went, her words a drumbeat in my skull accompanied by the banshee wails of Lizzy’s loud shouts of joy.  My temples throbbing with excitement and pain not just from the words and sobs, but because of how every few minutes I’d see Lizzy’s body start to shake again as she savored life-changing levels of sexual pleasure.

It was a truly surreal experience.  Anong’s taunting words, Lizzy and Simon’s sex show as they lost themselves in each other and the feel of my assistant’s hand controlling me through the judicious way she handled my cock.

It was only the second time we’d had one of these ‘Double Dates’, but already I knew Anong was going to perform the same trick as last time.

“Oh fuck … oh fuck … yes, yes … please Simon, yes … give it me, give it me all…”  Her arms wrapping even tighter around his neck, her lips pushed tighter into their kiss, Lizzy could feel that Simon was close.  The raggedness of his breathing, the acceleration of his hips making it just as clear to Anong and me.  A signal for Anong to do just what she’d done the week before.

“Cum for me, bay-bee … cum for Anong, spurt your seed all over your tummy while a real man gives your lovely wife the fucking of her life … gives her a real fuck, gives her a manly man’s seed…”

Oh fuck, oh fuck … shit, here it comes … the triple assault was too much … just like it had been last week … moments later my ass was up off the bed, my balls and hips spasming helplessly as I spat my juices into empty space while watching Lizzy kiss Simon hard while his balls spat his juices deep into her pussy.

Fucking project!  Fucking Thailand!  Fucking Mr. Fung!  It was Songkran and I should have been back having sex with Lizzy!!  Damn you all … damn the whole world!  The only saving grace to take the edge off my huge sense of self-pity was that in a few moments I knew how part two of Anong’s plan would play out.

Part two in which she’d magically morph from tormenting temptress into loving, considerate geisha – leading me to the shower … washing my spent, wasted seed away and then leading me back to bed for a night that would help me forget my frustrations.  A night of physical and emotional pleasure as we’d have sex and make love as two friends who were growing closer by the day.

~~~~~    

“Hey honey, didn’t wake you, did I?”  It was two hours later as I groggily searched for my phone.

As it happened, she had woken me.  After Anong had teased me into spurting my stuff all over my belly as I’d watched Simon the stud rutting my beautiful wife, Anong had eventually coaxed me back to hardness and then we’d made love.  The two of us cuddling up and drifting into a blissful sleep after we’d enjoyed a wonderful shared climax.

“Not really,” I answered half-honestly.  I hadn’t entered deep sleep, but still it took me a while to get my bearings.

“Everything okay?” I asked, bearings now mostly working, now I was worried.  Was there something wrong at home?  Was something wrong with Caitlin, or Rachel Jr – or Ted?  Ted was a tough old boot, but he was still getting used to that big old Harley of his – and that’s without factoring in the not inconsiderable risks of hanging out with guys like Nine-Iron and the rest of the club members engaged in their borderline activities.  The fact that Irons was still out of town on his mysterious mission hardly made a difference to the danger Ted might be in.

“Everyone, okay?” I asked again, working myself into a semi-panic as I slowly came to.  “Caitlin, Rachel … Ted?  Everyone okay there?”

“Relax, baby,” Lizzy smiled at me, making me instantly feel a whole lot calmer.  “It’s nothing like that … it’s something I wanted to ask you when Simon’s not around … just between you and me…”

‘Just you and me…’  Hardly a time to point out that Anong’s long black hair was just out of camera shot, draped seductively over my chest.  I was ninety-nine percent sure Lizzy wouldn’t have a problem with it, but still, there was no point to rub her nose in it or take a risk.

“Ask away!” I smiled, feeling a lot better than half-a-minute ago, although there was something new in Lizzy’s face now that had me slightly on edge.

“Simon’s asked me to go across to the UK with him … and, as you won’t be home for another few weeks, I was wondering if that would be okay with you?  I know it’s a big step, but it’s not like we can’t trust him and it won’t mean you and me spend less time together … I’d make sure I was back before your next trip home … it’s not like him and me would be doing anything we haven’t done a hundred times before … and it would be a great chance to see your mum, to take Rachel so your mum can have some quality time with her great-granddaughter…”

Bang!  Straight between the eyes!  I felt like I’d been hit with a baseball bat and then taken a round between the eyes just for good measure!

I was stunned.  Shocked.  Lizzy hardly noticing as she went on at eight-hundred-miles-an-hour.  Prattling on in her extreme nervousness, hardly seeming to have noticed my reaction as she nervously prattled.

Shaking my head, biting my lip to get awake and check I wasn’t dreaming, I finally got my scrambled brain to make sound.

“Hang-on there … hold your horses, honey…”

No change.  “He wants to show me where he grew up … where he and the band played their first gigs … introduce me to the other band members … to his friends…”

“LIZZY!  STOP!”  I shouted, finally bringing her to a halt.

“Sorry, honey,” she apologized, blushing deeply, for all the world looking like a nervous teenager.

I took several deep breaths.  Tried to gather my thoughts.  All the time our eyes glued together.  Lizzy’s look of embarrassment slowly changing to one of hopefulness.  Maybe she was reading optimism into the fact I’d not laughed or shouted a straight ‘No’ at her.

“Jim, honey?” she was begging for an answer, her eyes pleading as I still struggled to process it.

“Wow!  That’s quite the ask, honey.  I know you say it won’t be anything you and Simon haven’t already done, but we both know that’s not true.  Sex, sleepovers, even spending time together is a whole lot less than a public trip abroad … a trip that involved my mom, our daughter, our granddaughter…”

It was her turn to be silent.  To struggle for words.

“I guess,” she finally admitted, back to blushing, suddenly looking disappointed at how she thought I’d answer.

“Look, honey … I don’t want to be a party-pooper, I really don’t … and I do trust you, trust you totally … but how’s this thing going to look to my family, to the rest of the world?”


Chapter 15

Sunday 18th April, 2021

“Hey, baby!”  she beamed.

This time it really was only Lizzy and me on the call.  I’d told her I needed time to think about her request, and I’d promised her that I would think about it seriously.  And this time it was me who’d called her, as after long hours of thought – including discussing it with Anong – I had an answer for her.

“Before I give you my answer, I have one question.”

“Sure, fire away,” she answered, face brimming with optimism, twenty-four hours enough for Lizzy to persuade herself that there was a good chance I’d say yes.

“If you do all go over to England, how are you going to explain everything to Caitlin?  I mean … the sleeping arrangements … the way you are between each other, all the little looks and touches…”

Lizzy’s cheeks colored up.  When I’d last been at home, more than a month ago now, Lizzy had teased me, refusing to confirm or deny whether our whip-smart daughter had already worked out what was going on between her mom and Uncle Ted’s brother-in-law.

The way her cheeks were coloring up now gave me the clearest of answers.

How could she not have known?  I almost kicked myself that I’d been stupid enough to let myself think she might not know.  A victory of hope over probability.  They were way too close, with no subjects off the table.  Caitlin was way too smart, way too observant.  She must have spotted the signs weeks ago.  The rosy-cheeked glow of her mother.  That satisfied ‘post-sex’ look all women show after a good and satisfying time in the bedroom.  With me away, it would have just been a short step from that to probing questions and kitchen table conversations.  And I knew Lizzy would never lie to Caitlin.  She might try evasion or avoidance, but she’d never lie outright to her.

“Oh great,” I sighed, “Well, at least that’s settled now … at least now I know for certain.”

I may have sounded resigned and almost at peace with it, but the truth was that my innards had scrunched themselves up into the tightest of little balls at the thought that ‘my little girl’ (she’d always be ‘my little girl’ to me) knew ‘daddy’ handed ‘mummy’ over to another man to take care of her physical needs while I was away working to support my family.  Said like that, it sounded an honorable and chivalrous thing to do.  Although that wasn’t what my scrunched up gut was telling me!

Taking a deep breath, I shut that set of fears and emotions away in a locked off compartment.  (My difficult childhood had made me world class at locking away emotions until I was strong enough to cope.  That was one conversation with my daughter which I wasn’t looking forward to!)

Secondary fears and emotions locked away, I looked into Lizzy’s expectant eyes and prepared to give her my answer.

“You promise me you’ll be discreet around my mom?  And with other family members?”

She smiled, knowing already what my answer would be.

“… and that you’ll get Caitlin to make sure she doesn’t say anything…”

Her smile got even wider.  Said ‘love you baby, thank you baby…’  And that was the least she should have said – verbally or non-verbally.  She seriously owed me.  My sacrifice on the other side of the world had been to provide for our family’s future. 

This sacrifice had no such upside or justification – this sacrifice was given purely out of love for Lizzy.  Because, however much I trusted her, the more I thought about Simon wanting to share with her everything from his past, the more I was fearful.  The more I remembered that night I’d invited him over for ‘dinner’, when I’d last been back in Charleston, and he’d forgotten my presence.  When he’d gone on and on about Lizzy ‘being the one’ … that after his six failed marriages, he finally felt he’d hit gold.

It was only the way that Lizzy had gently but firmly shut him down – ‘Jim gives me ten-times more’ she’d said, referring to everything bar the sexual side of his offer – that allowed me to battle through my fears to give Lizzy the approval she so desperately wanted.

~~~~~    

Friday 23rd April, 2021

“Hey, Mum!”  It was two days after Lizzy, Caitlin, Rachel and Simon had flown from the US to the UK and I was making my weekly call to speak to my mum.  Normally a low-key and ‘roses around the door’ therapeutic call – a good son taking time out to speak to the woman who’d always been there for him through life’s highs and lows.

Althoughwith Lizzy, Simon and the whole cavalcade in town, this time I was on tenterhooks.  Desperately hoping nothing had gone wrong.  Desperately hoping the most private parts of my marriage hadn’t been inadvertently revealed to my aged mother.

“Hey, Dad!”

‘Caitlin?’

“Nans popped into the garden … she’s spraying the greenfly … so you got me instead!”

Oh, joy-of-joys!  With the marvels of modern communications, it wasn’t just the cheeky, knowing tone of her voice I was dealing with, I was also staring at the knowing grin on my only daughter’s face!

“So, you got me instead … is that okay, Dad?” she grinned.

“Of course, honey,” I bluffed.

“Hey, Dad … I just wanted to say,” so typically Caitlin, straight to it, no airs and graces, no fears or thoughts, exactly why I loved her so and how she’d ended up an unwed mom at eighteen years of age, “… I just wanted to say how much I love you and admire you, Dad … not standing on ceremony, making sure Mom’s needs are looked after, even if you’re on the other side of the world…”

The more she grinned, the more I blushed.

“Err … thanks, I guess?” I replied with wavering-voiced uncertainty.

“I know Simon’s a bit of a dickhead sometimes, so full of himself … but if that’s the best way to keep Mom happy while you’re away, then good for you, Dad … I really admire you for being so loving and trusting…”

I just smiled back.  How could I not?  I’d been so fearful of this moment – that Caitlin would think less of her dad – but the look of admiration and love I was seeing right now told me my fears had all been for nought.

I really should have known better.  A young woman like Caitlin who’d been to hell and back when she’d gotten pregnant in high school was the last person who’d judge or preach.  She’d always be the first person to see right to the heart of the matter – to what really mattered, seeing past society’s narrow and poorly motivated rules.

“Thanks, hun … you can’t imagine how relieved that makes me feel…”

“Oh, I think I can, Dad … a minute ago you looked like you were going to pass out from fear…”

“Okay, okay … that’s enough of that,” I admonished, trying to restore some semblance of father-daughter discipline.  “Now, on healthier topics … tell me all about how your nan is loving having her favorite granddaughter there and how she’s lapping up having all this time with her only great-granddaughter!”

That was a far easier topic to talk about.  A happy conversation that also revealed that my mum was so besotted with her great-granddaughter that she hadn’t spotted anything untoward on the two occasions Simon and Lizzy had both been around at Mum’s place.

After talking about this for a few minutes, I was hit by a sudden desire to talk to Lizzy.

“Is your Mom around?”

Cue painful silence.  My normally chirpy, confident daughter blushing as the earlier topic came back stage center.  Back stage center in a way she seemed less comfortable dealing with.

“Err … Mom’s not here … she’s, umm, otherwise occupied…”

“Oh, I see,” I blushed right back, neither of us wanting to make the conversation any less direct.

Talking to Lizzy would have to wait for another day.

~~~~~    

Over the next few weeks, it was amazing how normal everything seemed.  The fears I’d wrestled with before I’d given my agreement to Lizzy accompanying Simon to the UK melted away. 

Sure, some of the times she gushed about meeting his famous friends or visiting some corner of his past, I felt intense jealousy and feelings of inadequacy.  I was happy with my lot, happy with Lizzy’s deep love for me and for the family we’d been blessed with.  But no man alive doesn’t feel some feelings of regret and inferiority when hearing of afternoons and evenings spent with world famous music stars in the kinds of venues and places that are off limits to normal mortals.  However irrational and misplaced the fears, we’ve all got these blind spots.

The ’Double Dates’ and plenty of one-on-one time talking to Lizzy kept these jealousies and fears in check. 

So much so that, in early May when I found out my next trip was cancelled due to continuing problems, I was confident enough to agree to Lizzy’s request.  Her request that, if I wasn’t going to be home now until right at the beginning of June, why didn’t she extend her stay in the UK a little longer?

“Your mum will love the extra time with Caitlin and Rachel!” 

True! 

Yet not exactly the whole truth of what was driving my loving wife’s desire to spend another three weeks in England!  Playing at mommies and daddies with her handsome but slightly wrinkled lover was certainly part of her motivation.  Not to mention more afternoons at London’s finest restaurants and evenings at its swankiest nightclubs.

But after a little teasing at Lizzy’s expense, I agreed to her suggestion – comparing diaries as we coordinated to meet up back at home on Saturday June 5th.

That was what the plan was – but what I didn’t know when I made that generous agreement with Lizzy, was that she and the fates had other ideas.  That these fates and ideas would be revealed just a few days before Lizzy and I were due to reunite back in Charleston.


Chapter 16

Sunday May 30th 2021

Anong and I had spent the entire weekend working like idiots to try and get Mr. Fung in a good place for our upcoming Monday morning progress meeting.  Not easy, as the past week had included the team having time off for Visakha Bucha, the festival to celebrate the Buddha's birthday.  Many of them spending long hours in local temples, offering prayers or making more practical donations.

Monday’s meeting was really important for me as this was the meeting where he’d sign off that he was okay for me to fly home on Friday and work remotely for the following week.  my planned flight home on Friday and working remotely for the week that followed.

At the end of our weekend of hard work, our treat to ourselves was an early light dinner and a wonderfully varied love-making session.  Part tender and sweet, part animalistic and raw!

We’d scheduled one of our frequent ‘Double Dates’ with Lizzy and Simon – part voyeuristic thrill, part keeping tabs on my wife and her charismatic paramour – but before that had started Lizzy had requested a one-on-one call with me.

“Hey, sweetie, how’s things?”

After more than twenty years together, any husband with more than half an ounce of EQ knows when he’s being buttered up to be asked something.  To be asked something his wife’s worried to ask him.

“Jim, honey, I really, really hope Mr. Fung signs off on your visit back home on Monday…”

‘Ooookkkaay … where’s this headed,’ I thought to myself.

“… but if he doesn’t sign off, then I was thinking of staying a few weeks extra here … with Caitlin, Rachel and your mum,” a quarter of the story, “because they’ve asked Simon to headline at the Glastonbury Festival … it’s a huge, huge honor for him … in the past it’s been Paul McCartney, Foo Fighters and U2 … he’s so proud, and he said it would mean the world to him if I went along to support him…”

Lizzy had run out of breath.  A long, awkward silence descended between the two of us as we stared at each other.

“…what do ya think, honey?” she asked, overcoming her nerves, getting her breath back.

I had so many thoughts going through my head as I processed the news that she wanted to stay longer to witness Simon’s career being celebrated by the quarter of a million people who always turned out for the legendary musical festival.

The last few weeks had been good.  I had no reason to doubt Lizzy’s love or commitment.  And I never wanted to be the kind of husband who didn’t trust or give the benefit of the doubt.  Yet something was niggling away at the back of my mind – niggling away in a way that was quiet enough to ignore.

“… sweetheart, that’s great news for Simon, and I’d love for you to have the experience … but, let’s not get ahead of ourselves … let’s wait until after my Monday meeting with Mr. Fung…”

“Like you said, honey … both of us really, really hope he signs off on my trip home at the end of the week…”

We smiled at each other – neither wishing to gainsay what I’d just said – but I saw in Lizzy’s eyes more ambiguity, more mixed emotions than I wanted to recognize.

“Yes, of course, sweetheart,” she replied, but our shared eye contact told both of us it wasn’t that simple.

~~~~~    

An hour later I was gasping for breath as our ‘Double Date’ came to its normal end.  Simon, and his super-sized dick, and Lizzy had put on an amazing show for me – and Anong hadn’t been complaining as she’d jerked me off and teased the shit out of me.

All the stress and long hours were finally catching up.  After our normal ‘love you, goodnights’ I was drifting off to sleep when an incoming call from Lizzy disturbed my drift into deep sleep.

The first image my sleep eyes registered was Lizzy’s pink, pear-shaped ass retreating from the nightstand and bouncing down into the middle of the bed.

As I slowly came around, I realized that Lizzy must have called by accident, the two of them were totally unaware that I was watching and listening.

“Now, you! Don’t you get any ideas!” she teased as she playfully smacked Simon on the nose, spooning next to him in a way guaranteed to give any man with a pulse an instant hard-on.

“I need my sleep, I’ve got to be up in a couple of hours,” she chuckled, burrowing her ass into his groin. Showing she either thought he was Superman or that she too had things other than sleep on her mind.

I got the answer just moments later when Lizzy rolled away and tried her best to encircle with her slender fingers the wrist-like thickness of the aging rockstars hardening cock.

“Oh, Mr. Hadon, you’re so, so big!  Is that really all for me?  I thought I told you I needed to sleep!” she grinned, pushing Simon’s hips flat on our marriage bed as she squatted above his huge, club like cock. 

Never mind how many times she’d taken him these last months, Lizzy still bit her lip as, inch-by-inch, she impaled herself on the aging rockstar’s fat cock.

Each extra inch she took made her body judder, her eyes fluttering from the intensity of being so stretched, thousands of nerve endings bombarding her brain with a continuous wave of pleasure messages.

However big he was, however intense her experience, my needy wife still kept going - all the way down, right to the base. Lizzy’s pussy swallowed him whole – like a slender, albino python swallowing a whole gazelle.  Her pussy stretched to the limit, her love lips clinging tightly to every thick inch as her pear-shaped ass sat flush against her lover’s hips.

Totally full.  Totally impaled on his manhood, she let out a low, guttural moan—the mother of all feminine moans.  Satisfied, carnal, raw – the sound of a beautiful, feminine mare as she savored being covered by the stables’ top stallion.

~~~~~    

Shit!  Minutes ago, she’d been telling me she needed to sleep.  Yet seeing that look of bliss, hearing her sighs of satisfaction as she took Simon’s huge cock into her depths, I felt an instant sense of clarity about some of the fears I’d been harboring these last few months.  It wasn’t that I suddenly thought Lizzy didn’t love me, or that I’d lost her to him.  It was more subtle and significant – I suddenly realized just how dangerous the game we were playing truly was.

As I watched their closeness - their intertwined physical and emotional connection, I saw with frightening clarity the danger that their prolonged physical and emotional closeness could easily incubate another love.  A love that would live alongside her love for me.  Maybe not at the beginning a large or threatening love, but nonetheless a love.  A love that, given time could grow to become a real rival and problem.

In their many months as lovers, I’d seen them together many times before.  But this felt like the first time I truly saw their current closeness and the future dangers.

It was all in the details, details I felt I was finally seeing with honesty and objectivity. The way her body moved with such comfortable, familiar fluidity on top of his.  The way her hands braced, her nails playfully digging into his chest as she began to lift herself, inch by inch, her pussy clinging to his shaft like it didn’t want to let go. The way she moved up and down with such measured slowness. Savoring every moment of the downstroke – teasing, grinding, totally lost in physical and emotional bliss as for the millionth time she luxuriated in the feeling of being stretched, impaled and totally filled by Simon’s maleness.

Seeing the way her face shone with such radiance and utter bliss, I was happy for her. However, I’d be lying if I didn’t admit there were also dark feelings of jealousy and inadequacy.  Jealousy that I wasn’t physically equipped to  fill her like this.  Jealousy that went hand-in-hand with fears about whether Lizzy could ever give up Simon and whether she’d ever be happy with just me as a lover.  

Looking down from atop her lover, their eyes connected, telling them both how much she loved it.  On and on she went, riding him, slowly building up speed, sweat now rolling down her back. Her hair stuck to her shoulders.

Her moans got sharper, more desperate, more real. And then it happened … she came.  My own throat dry as I watched her body tense, her head snapping back, her fingers digging hard into Simon’s chest.  This was definitely the most intense and connected I’d ever seen the two of them together.

Even as she trembled through the first orgasm, she kept on bouncing—her movements harder now. So much for needing sleep!  So much for needing to prepare for work!  Her actions rather than her words told the truth – it was Simon she needed more than sleep!

Faster she went, her thighs slapping against him, her rhythm now really frenzied. Her breath coming in short gasps, her lips parted, her eyes unfocused and distant.

And then, amazingly – she came again!  Barely seconds after the first one poleaxed her, number two hit her like a shockwave.  She screamed, her whole body collapsing forward, shuddering violently as her pussy clamped tight around Simon’s cock.  Like it couldn’t bear to let go, like being connected with him was the most important thing in the world to her.

~~~~~     

Lizzy had cum so hard – way harder than she’d ever cum with me – that she needed a break. 

Putting her hands on Simon’s broad chest and slowly, carefully disengaging, she moved to lie flesh-touching-flesh by his side. 

The combination of the phone image, and the wall mirror reflections it also showed, allowed me to see they were both smiling as tenderly and happily at each other.

Lizzy's eyes still gazed into Simon’s with a mixture of complex emotions and physical longing as her fingers started tracing delicate patterns on his skin.   As if she was trying to memorize every contour as she smiled to herself at the way the sharpness of her painted nails made him shiver as they roamed from belly to chest and then back down to the sensitive skin of his groin.

Watching their shared gaze, seeing all the signs of their intertwined emotional and physical connections, the true depth of the intimacy they shared sunk into my soul a couple of notches more.

I couldn't help but feel a deep, bittersweet pang, witnessing this profound closeness that had blossomed between them. 

Even if I did have strong feelings of jealousy and inadequacy, I was still happy for Lizzy at the pleasure and new experiences she was enjoying – but I couldn’t help but feel truly fearful as I saw and finally understood what had developed between Lizzy and our charismatic and sexually talented next-door neighbor.

If this thought wasn’t bad enough, I shivered as another thought occurred to me.  Before - when Simon had talked about finally finding ‘the one,’ about Lizzy being ‘the one’ - she’d gently but firmly put him in his place.

However, right now, looking at the tender, intimate connection between them as they gazed into each other’s eyes - as Lizzy’s fingertips lovingly traced patterns on his body - I wondered if things were starting to change. 

Or, worse still, I wondered if they’d already changed.  That it was only now I was seeing the irrefutable signs of that change.  That I was the last one to know, too blind to see what was right in front of my eyes!

They’d first made love nearly four months ago, but I’d never seen Lizzy like this before and it worried me to my very core.

As I stared at the phone screen and tried to process the significance of what I was seeing, Simon leaned in and whispered something in Lizzy’s ear. She laughed. Laughed softly.

After everything I’d already seen, this extra sign of affection – however innocent - hollowed me out emotionally.  It was like the final straw, causing an excruciating pain in my gut as I convinced myself I was watching the woman I loved slowly falling for another man.  A man who I’d always disliked and who could give Lizzy things I never could.

I felt like I was finally starting to understand – to see the world as it had really become these last few months.  Simon had touched parts of Lizzy I’d never touched.  He’d given her pleasures and sexual experiences I’d never given her, and out of that had slowly developed closeness and intimacy. 

I was sure there were parts of him she still saw and thought ‘jackass’.  But all the other things … the new and amazing sex, the charisma, the emotional vulnerability he shared as he mourned his sister … they all intertwined to reel Lizzy in.  To break down her barriers, to make her feel closer and more connected with Simon with every extra hour they spent together.

~~~~~    

Just when I thought I couldn’t worry any more, Lizzy moved things on in a way that added a new depth to my level of fear – sliding onto her back and parting her legs in a way that sent the clearest, most flagrant of messages to Simon.

“Make love to me, Simon!  Give me that wonderful cock of yours again.  Fuck my little pussy!  Make her happy!”

Simon rolled over and knelt between her thighs.  Then he took the energy levels down, responding to Lizzy’s kittenish playfulness by giving her a tender, slow and extra-long kiss.

Then he lined himself up and pushed forward. Slow, deliberate, unstoppable - Lizzy’s entire body arching up off the bed in an instinctive, almost reflex reaction to being occupied by him again. Digging her nails into his ass as he sank deeper into her—inch by inch of thick, glistening cock stretching her open all over again. Her mouth dropping open as a breathless cry escaped her throat.

And then, as he slowly built-up speed, slowly started making love - just as she’d asked - I could see the two of them lose themselves even more in the intensity of the physical bond they now shared. 

Never mind that I was six-thousand miles away, they were so lost in each other that even if I’d been stood right next to them, they’d barely have registered my presence … at that instant, the bond between them was so intense, so all-consuming

“Fuck my little pussy!” Lizzy sobbed, staring up at him, her voice quivering with emotion.

“Always, Lizzy, always!

“Don’t stop!” she whispered.

“Never!  Now we found each other, we’re never gonna stop!” Simon growled forcefully from his position rutting between her thighs, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her harder and faster.  His words sharp and dangerous, like a bolt of lightning, taking me straight back to that night he’d told Lizzy she was the one. 

Then, she’d firmly shot him down – but from what I was seeing now, I was far less certain she still felt the same way.

“Is this the best sex you’ve ever had?”

“Oh, yesss … yes, Simon! By far the best … by far the best!” she sobbed, her voice cracking with emotion, “I love it – love the feel of your huge cock filling me up … ravishing me … owning me!”

Simon didn’t say anything. He just carried on pistoning in and out with powerful, smooth strokes right into the very depths of her tummy.  The look on his face a weird mix of adoration and arrogance. 

A look that made his words about ‘you’re the one’ ricochet around my skull like painful shrapnel.  My emotional torment made worse by the lewd, masculine sound of his balls slapping against her ass with every deep, brutal thrust.  The way her legs were wrapped tight around his waist telling me how much she loved how he made love to her – telling me how close she’d grown to him in the months they’d shared as lovers.

With a look that was pure lust – a look she reciprocated – he eased her ankles apart and hooked them up and over his shoulders as he leaned in deeper, angling just right to go even deeper.

“I want to feel every inch of you, Lizzy … I want you to feel every inch of me … deep inside you … deeper than any man … I want that special part of you,” he crooned, Lizzy smiling back a whispered reply.

“Me too, baby … me too, take me … take my special place,” she sobbed.  Hands snaking behind his neck, pulling him down into a passionate, emotion-laden kiss as he methodically owned her long, slow strokes from his huge cock.

I felt like I was watching the end of our love affair, that I was losing her from the way her pussy was grabbing him—pulling him in, never wanting to let his manhood go.

Even on the small screen, I could see it, hear it all.  Wet, loud, relentless. These last few months, her body had opened for him in a way I’d never imagined possible. And she wasn’t just taking it, she was besotted by it, loving it. Sobbing his name – ‘Simon, Simon, Simon’ - begging for more, showing him how much she needed it now.  Writhing beneath him like her entire body had been lit on fire by the way he made love to her.

And me, I just sat there six-thousand miles away, suffering the abject misery of knowing I was the one who’d allowed all of this to happen.  I was the one who’d signed off on this to meet my passionate wife’s needs while I was away.

I’d signed off on him filling in for me – the only trouble was he was doing it far better than I ever could.  Not just my rampant paranoia, she’d just said as much.  ‘Yes, Simon! By far the best’ she’d sobbed – word for word telling me I’d been stupid enough to let her feast on steak when all I could ever give her was mid-sized cocktail sausages. 

My heart breaking in two as I watched the woman I loved look at Simon in a way I never recall her looking at me.  As I watched her get owned and blissfully fucked by a man who made me look small in every possible way.  Physically, financially and, most importantly sexually.  I was the one who’d allowed them to become lovers!

Thankfully – I’m not sure I could have coped with much more - Simon’s rhythm began to shift - deeper, harder, more erratic. I watched - heart aching, breath held – as I saw it, his balls drawing up tight against his body. He groaned, deep and guttural, and slammed forward, hips grinding into her as he came.  Roaring like the bull he was, no hesitation from either of them as they kissed passionately as he came deep inside her.  The look in Lizzy’s eyes deep and spiritual, her body shaking as she held him tight.  Her chest rising and falling with shallow, ragged breaths as another earthquake hit her.  Her entire body bucked and convulsed beneath him as she came yet again. 

Her climax was long and loud - her fingers clawing at his scalp, her heels slipping from his shoulders to lock tightly around his neck as her pussy clamped tight around him, milking every last drop, as she milked him for every ounce of his virile DNA.

I couldn’t bear any more – I killed the call before the two of them went into that phase of inevitable post-coital closeness.

Fuck, I wished Lizzy had never butt-dialed me.  I wished I’d had the strength of personality to cut the call much, much earlier.  Before I’d had my heart stomped on by what I’d just seen and heard.

Fuck!  What a way to prepare for Monday’s important meeting with Mr. Fung.  The meeting that would decide whether or not I got to go home in the next few weeks!


Chapter 17

Monday May 31st 2021

“See you later this evening, Jim?”

“Sure, Anong, just give me an hour or so to call home, give Lizzy the good news…”

“Good News for her, maybe … but what about poor little me?” she pouted teasingly, “left all alone while my Sir Galahad goes flying back home to his Lady   Gwynevere … who’s going to keep my chastity belt well-oiled while you’re away playing cock-catch-up with Mrs. Jim?”

I couldn’t help but smile.  Too many things to make me smile.  I was going home, Mr. Fung was as close to ‘satisfied’ as I think I’d ever seen him and I was blessed with the company of this amazingly well-educated Thai lady.  I mean … Arthurian legends!  Where the hell did she get off on knowing this shit!  I’d grown up in King Arthur’s old stomping ground, yet she seemed to know more about him than I did.

“Well, I’ll try my best to make up for it later,” I teased back, “though I’d better make sure I leave a little gas in the tank for Lizzy!  Otherwise you and she may soon be ex-Besties!  Forgive me for saying so, Mrs. Kanokkorn, but you do have quite the way about you … you know … in terms of getting ‘the best out of man’…”

She smiled even more, “Kind of you to notice, Mr. Sharp … I’ll be sure to make sure you get your reward later!  Let’s see just how close to empty we can get that little white needle of yours by the time I send you home to mummy!”

Ouch!  She didn’t have to say that about ‘small needles’ – she knew how sensitive I was on the subject of my penile dimensions versus the man I’d foolishly allowed to be my stand-in.  I’d not told Anong about last night’s troubling call – I wanted her focused on work, bad enough that one of us was distracted.  If I had told her, I was pretty sure she wouldn’t have made that crack – she was still in the headspace where I was feeling positive about everything happening between Lizzy and Simon.  A boat that had most definitely sailed about twenty hours ago.

~~~~~    

“Hey honey!  Great News!  I got the green light, I’ll see you next Saturday!”

“That’s wonderful news, honey,” she smiled, but something in her smile didn’t sit right.  Something in her facial muscles, in the anxious look in her eyes justified the nerves I’d been feeling before I’d made the call.

“I think so,” I pressed on.  “Do you want me to get a cab from the airport, or do you want to meet me at the airport?”

My simple question was met with a deathly silence, Lizzy’s face revealing churning emotions which really weren’t normal between us.

“Lizzy?” I pressed, my tone gentle.  The tone of a man nervously edging into what he had a horrible suspicion was a minefield.  The first such minefield he’d experienced since he’d started dating.

“I’ve been thinking, honey … these long trips home, all the jetlag, changing one way, then changing back … wouldn’t it make more sense if you asked Mr. Fung to take this trip home and combine it with the next one … you know, when things are even more in control, looking even better!”

I looked at her askance.

Totally lost for words.

I’d suspected something was up when I’d accidentally been butt-dialled into their love-in the night before.  But even so, I hadn’t thought things were so bad that Lizzy would do this!  That she’d offer the feeblest, most flimsy excuse for staying in England with Simon.  Staying with him to see his glorious Glastonbury homecoming – rather than making the short flight to spend time with me after we’d been apart as a couple for ten weeks.

“At least have the honesty to admit it!” I spat back angrily.  “Don’t dress it up as concern for my wellbeing!”

She wanted more time being loved up with Mr. Jonny Big-cock, but didn’t have the honesty or decency to admit it.

“It’d not that, honey … I’ll miss you, of course I want to see you, be with you … what I said makes sense … and then there’s your mom to think of … she’s loving spending time with Caitlin and little Rachel … I swear, she looks ten years younger, it’s a real tonic for her…”

“Don’t you dare!  Don’t you fucking dare!  How can you use my mum, our daughter, our granddaughter when we all know what this is really about!”

I glared daggers at her – her own look nervous but enigmatic, not backing down, not swallowing the kite was so actively flying.

“I’m tired … I can’t talk to you right now … I’m too angry about how you’re behaving … about your lack of honesty … I’ll call you tomorrow … when you’ve had time to think … when I’ve calmed down!”

~~~~~    

“Look, whatever it is, you’d better to talk to me about it!” Anong hissed, her normal patience and calm finally exhausted by a morning of my bad temper and inability to concentrate or make any kind of sensible decisions.

I looked daggers at her.  She was my underling – how dare she challenge me, put herself on the same pedestal as me.

And then, just like that … the air well and truly left, my balloon slowly deflating, just like my shoulders.

She was the only friend I had who I could confide in.  And, besides that, she was smart, sympathetic and was also my lover – and she may even have had the smallest of crushes on yours truly.

“Sorry!”

She was owed an apology, and my toothy smile backed up my words.

“It’s just … Lizzy,” I sighed, thankful for finally being able to confide in someone after so many hours of lonely, solitary worrying.

For the next few minutes Anong just let me spill my guts.  She spoke little and listened lots as I described what Simon had said about Lizzy ‘being the one’ and then added about what I’d seen the night before our meeting with Mr. Fung.

I shared what I saw and what I feared – and how what Lizzy’s request meant.  That, however she dressed it up, her preference was more for spending the next few weeks with Simon rather than have a week at home with me.

To her great, great credit Anong held my hand and let me talk.  Let me talk and vent.  It was only when ‘Storm Jim’ and his emotional squalls were finally blown out that she proffered her own opinions.  And with true feminine wiles, she proffered them in the sneakiest of ways – as a series of questions.

“Jim, does Lizzy still love you?”

The shortest of pauses, then I answered.  “Yes.”  I had no doubts, despite the pause.

“And how would you compare that with what she’s got with Simon … with you, deep love … a family … with him, what?  Infatuation, infatuation with a little bit of lust after twenty years with the same man…”

As she floated her questions-cum-opinions, I was deeply grateful for the illness which had allowed Lizzy and Anong to bond.  I knew she wasn’t just spit balling idle opinions – she knew Lizzy well enough, as only another woman could do, to know where her mind was at.

She wasn’t sugarcoating it – telling me that all was peaches and cream – but she was introducing a vital sense of perspective and realism.

“I see your point,” I sighed.  “I want Lizzy to have fun … I want her to explore … but I’m worried!  Really worried!  They’ve grown so close … and Simon’s rich, charismatic … and the bastard’s got a cock that could fuck for England!  And he knows how to use it!”

Anong grasped my hand tightly and looked deep into my eyes, comforting and challenging all in the same moment.

“I know Lizzy, I know how much she loves you … but I also know that you need to trust her … let her realize all over again, just how great her husband is … let her find her own way home … make her own mind up…”

I knew what she said was true.

I knew it in my bones.

Yet that didn’t make it any less scary.  What I knew I had to do when I next spoke to Lizzy.

~~~~~    

“Hey sweetheart!” she greeted me. It was Tuesday evening my time, and the fact Lizzy looked and sounded more nervous than me made me feel good.  I’m not proud to say that, but it was true.

I looked into her eyes – eyes that I’d always trusted up until now, eyes which had always lacked guile or deception – and, strangely enough, I found myself thinking about Anong.

Not thinking about Anong in a sexual sense – although that would have been more than understandable – but thinking about her motives.

She’d been the one who’d persuaded me I needed to trust Lizzy – that I needed to give Lizzy her head to explore her relationship with Simon.  At the time, I’d focused in on her relationship with Lizzy – that this gave me the inside track.

But as I looked into Lizzy’s nervous eyes, I found myself double-checking Anong’s motives.  Was the advice she’d given me impartial?  Did she want me and Lizzy to succeed, or did she have another game in mind?

Oh fuck!  This was the last set of doubts I needed right now!  Thinking about Anong, thinking about her motives would have to come later.  Right now, I needed to concentrate on Lizzy, on what I needed to say to Lizzy.

“Look, honey, I’ve been thinking about what you said, and even though I want to be with you more than you can imagine … I get what you’re saying, and maybe I can speak to Mr. Fung and get him to agree to something like you’re suggesting…”

“Really, Jim?  For sure?  Is that what you’re saying?”

I could have gone a different tack.  I could have screamed and shouted and kicked the place down.  But my instincts told me to trust in Anong’s advice, to trust in Lizzy’s love for me.

I trusted those instincts.  Although as any Christian will tell you, living by faith can be dammed hard!

~~~~~    

As we moved into June, more than once I found myself really questioning whether I’d done the right thing in taking Anong’s advice.

As each day passed, more and more I found myself feeling that things had somehow shifted between me and Lizzy. 

It wasn’t that she stopped calling or that the ‘Double Dates’ stopped – although there was maybe a small drop off in frequency.  No, it was that whether Lizzy was just talking on a normal call or letting me watch her and Simon, something felt different … something felt off compared to before.

At one level I told myself not to be so silly, so paranoid.  After all, what could have changed?  Lizzy and Simon had been lovers for several months now – there was nothing new to see here.  Except my instincts told me something had changed for Lizzy. 

That the mix of us having our first argument about her and Simon and for the first time her wanting to put him and their relationship first, had flipped some kind of psychological switch in her mind.

I saw it there in multiple little signs.  It almost seemed like our daily calls and our ‘Double Dates’ were now a chore to Lizzy.  When we talked, there was a remoteness, a distance in her eyes.  When she smiled, I got the feeling it was forced – not natural and spontaneous as it had always been since our very first meeting.  Sometimes I told myself it was guilt and that it would pass.  In my more frightened moments I was afraid that Lizzy had passed through some kind of watershed moment.  That she’d passed through that moment when her mind was more preoccupied and focused on Simon than it was me.

It didn’t help that the only time the remoteness disappeared and her natural energy and vibrancy returned was when she was talking about what she and Simon had been up to in their ‘non-bedroom activities.’

Until now, our daily calls had been filled with cutesy talk about my mum and the joy she was getting out of spending time with her great granddaughter and granddaughter.

Now that was all changed. 

Our daily calls were now filled with ‘Simon this’ and ‘Simon that’ as she regaled me with every little detail of the days she was spending in London with Simon and various of his famous pals as they all got ready for the Glastonbury music festival.  Seeing the sparkle in her eyes, witnessing the excited rosy blush of her cheeks, hearing the breathless way she gushed about this new lifestyle was all too much.  The fact that - normally so self-aware, she seemed oblivious to how all of this would sound to me, to how it would make me feel – just made things a million times worse.

I thought about talking to Lizzy about it, and once or twice on our calls I nearly exploded from sheer exasperation, but something held me back.  Having agreed to let her do this, I didn’t want to come across as petty or insecure.

My only outlet was talking to Anong about it.  Her advice and response pretty much just an extension of the advice she’d given me that had led to me greenlighting Lizzy’s original request.

“Jim, honey,” she’d say, snuggled up next to my chest, “let her be!  She’s given you and Caitlin and Rachel all these years of love and dedication … let her have a little fun … think of it as a mid-marriage sabbatical … a sabbatical mixed in with the kind of schoolgirl crush all us girls get at one time or other…”

“Jim, sweetheart … the last thing you want to do is make her feel guilty or pull the plug on her little fantasy game … you don’t want to come across as needy or weak, that’ll just make you look bad next to Mr. Confident and Charismatic, Mr. Big Dick Hadon!”

“Once she’s had her fun, had her little fling, she’ll come running back to you twice as loving, totally grateful that you loved her and trusted her enough to do this thing…”

~~~~~    

I accepted Anong’s logic.  Although a part of me couldn’t help but wonder if my lack of action wasn’t the equivalent of writing a slow and shaky signature to the death warrant for mine and Lizzy’s long and happy marriage.

I understood Anong’s arguments, but mightn’t things go in the other direction?  Instead of coming back to me twice as loving and full of gratitude, mightn’t the opposite happen?  Mightn’t Lizzy’s taste for the world of glamor and fame – not to mention Simon’s big dick – grow so strong that she decided that, however much she loved me, a life with Simon offered her even more happiness?

It was a thought that, whenever it occurred to me, set me physically shivering, and broke me out in a cold sweat.  So much so that by the end of two weeks of these troubling calls with Lizzy, I’d decided to ignore Anong’s advice and pay a surprise visit to Lizzy and her lover.


Chapter 18

Saturday June 19th 2021

Mr. Fung had been more straightforward than I’d expected in approving my request to work remotely for the next week.  Then again, with no Lizzy, Caitlin or Rachel at home, I’d cancelled the previous trip he’d approved, so in a sense this was just catch-up – and things had been going well the last few weeks.

‘Great Jim, I thought to myself, at least there’s one area of your life that’s going well!’ I thought to myself with a deep sense of irony as my phone lit-up with an incoming call.  Not Lizzy – my trip would be a surprise for her – but Anong, no doubt calling to nag me one final time not to do anything rash.  A message that had been her constraint refrain the last couple of days, ever since I’d announced my plan to fly home.

And here I was – Saturday morning and just one hour until we landed at Heathrow.

Staring at her name on the screen, I took a moment, reflecting how close we’d become these last few months.  She wasn’t Lizzy – no one could ever take that place in my life and heart – but seeing her and spending time with her had certainly made the last few months easier.

If that was true of the last few months, it was doubly true of the last two weeks.  As I’d felt the growing remoteness of Lizzy, Anong’s voice had been one which always comforted and reassured me.  Always reminding me of Lizzy’s love for me over many years, always telling me things would run better for us in the long run if I allowed Lizzy to enjoy her little summertime fling with Simon.

In my darker moments, my mind would sometimes go back to wondering at Anong’s motives.  Wondering if she really had the best interests of Lizzy and my marriage at heart – or whether she might not want our marriage to fail so she could have a chance of building something more permanent with me.  But I always shooed such negative thoughts away.  Yes, Anong and I were certainly attracted to each other – and if I’d not been so in love with Lizzy, I’d have happily contemplated a life with a woman as lovely as Anong.  But having such suspicious thoughts about her motives wasn’t fair to Anong.  She’d never been anything but a kind and caring friend to Lizzy and I – except in those early days when the two of them had clashed.

“Hey, you!” I smiled, genuinely happy to see her beautiful and kind features.  “You ringing to give me a final lecture on my does and don’ts!”

“Something like that, Jim,” she smiled back, her eyes full of tenderness and empathy.  “Just calling to make sure you stick to what we talked about.  I know how hot-headed you can be when you’re upset … how you might do something you’ll regret if Lizzy or Simon say or do the wrong thing!

I huffed and sighed.  She wasn’t wrong.  And deep down I knew that we’d agreed – that I should calmly tell Lizzy how I was feeling and then work out a middle way was the best way forward.  The last couple of nights Anong and I had talked about my insecurities and I’d come to realize I was happy for things to continue between her and Simon.  It wasn’t that I needed them to stop – what I needed to know was that I was still the number one in Lizzy’s life and that it was me who owned her heart, even if I couldn’t match the sex or lifestyle that he could give her.

“It’s okay … I appreciate you calling to give me one last pep-talk … but I got this, Anong … I promise I’m not going to go off the deep end and do something that just makes things worse.”

~~~~~    

The Friday to Saturday overnight flight had me hitting London’s perennially congested orbital highway at the quietest time of the week, which meant I arrived at the house Simon had rented barely ninety minutes after we’d touched down.

He may have rented the place – always keen to show off, and certainly able to afford it – but it was a place I knew like the back of my hand, as Lizzy had gotten him to rent the house we always used when we flew across to see my mum.

As I pulled up outside, I was nervous as to what I’d find.  I knew from earlier conversations that, at my mum’s insistence, Caitlin and Rachel were staying with her.  Meaning it was only Lizzy and Simon in the house – and despite the tire noises from the gravel driveway, there was a very good chance they’d not hear my arrival.  I’d certainly not rung ahead – I wanted my arrival and my presence over the next few days to be a surprise.  A surprise in every sense of the word.

Parking my hire car far enough away not to be obvious, I quietly approached the house, my guts squirming at the thought of what I might find and what might happen.

The house was secluded enough and in an affluent enough area that we’d never felt the need to lock the front door.  Testing the handle, I discovered Lizzy and Simon had followed the same practice, allowing me to quietly slip inside.

My throat was dry with nerves and fear.  I knew there was no way in hell they’d be using any other bedroom but the master bedroom with its antique four poster bed, and as it wasn’t even nine a.m. yet, there was precious little chance they’d be out of bed yet – not after all the late-night socializing they’d been doing with Simon’s high profile music buddies.

Sure enough, the front door was hardly shut before I heard the unmistakable slap-slap and moaning that told me Simon and Lizzy were enjoying an early-morning, pre-breakfast fuck.

Slipping silently down the flagstone-lined hallway, I was grateful the house was a one-story extended cottage, meaning there were no creaking stair joists to give away my approach.

Assuming they’d be alone in the house, they’d not bothered to shut the bedroom door, so I was soon staring at the unsightly image of Simon’s pink and fleshy ass rapidly pumping up and down between Lizzy’s welcoming thighs.

Her head thrashed from side as Simon pounded his massive cock into my sweet wife over and over again, her sobs of pleasure echoing off the white-washed stone walls.  The two of them so wrapped up in their carnal pleasures that they were totally oblivious to my presence lurking in the hallway shadows.

Despite all the negative feelings I’d experienced these last few weeks, I suddenly felt a real erotic buzz from the scene I was witnessing.

‘Don’t get excited!  Don’t be a dumbass,’ my head told me.  But it was useless, something in my lizard brain damped down all my fears, and played up the raw eroticism of what I was witnessing.

That same part of my lizard brain pushed a most unwelcome thought to the front of my head. 

I'd wanted this!

I'd wanted my sweet, faithful wife to do this!  How many times over the years, had I encouraged her to fantasize about other guys.  Nameless guys … faceless guys … even sometimes our next-door neighbor Ted.  But the universe had other ideas, it hadn’t sent us a Ted, it had sent us a Simon.  A big-dicked, super-arrogant, super-wealthy certified homewrecker called Simon Hadon.

A fact that reminded me just how big the difference between fantasy and reality was.  Fantasy was safe and controllable – reality was neither safe nor controllable.  As I’d seen and felt these last few weeks as Lizzy had grown increasingly remote.

Even as my gut squirmed and I contemplated the parlous state of my marriage, still I couldn’t deny I was the one who’d started all of this.  I’d wanted Lizzy’s sexual fantasy to be fulfilled while I was away, but that was only half of it.  Even with a guy like Simon, I’d wanted my passionate wife to break out of her conventional mold and go wild.

I wanted my gorgeous Lizzy to be naughty, wicked, so very sexy. I wanted her to crave sex with another man.  And if I was honest with myself, the fact that it was a big-dicked, arrogant prick who I really disliked leant it even more of a twisted, perverse excitement.

If Simon had been more beige or had only been blessed with an average-sized dick … well, where was the excitement, the difference in that?  The fact he was a dangerous, proven seducer and home wrecker added an undeniable danger and excitement.

‘No, no, no!’  This was all wrong.  I thought back to all the fears, all the reasons why I’d flown halfway across the world to reclaim Lizzy and reassert some kind of control.  I thought back to the pain I’d felt from Lizzy’s growing remoteness, but it was no good.  My brain was telling me I’d started all of this and my cock was hard as I took in the sights and sounds of the aging Lothario pounding that monstrous beast into my wife's dripping-wet pussy.  Pounding it in and out over and over again, Lizzy’s whole body shaking with pleasure as she got closer and closer.

Even in the low ambient light of such an old building, I could see Lizzy’s wetness coating his shaft every time his long, thick cock withdrew from her womanly channel. She was so wet, her juices had soaked a large area of the sheets as she moaned through their joined, kissing lips.

I hated the fact that I was so conflicted.  Part of me making my cock hard, part of me bringing me out in a cold and icy sweat as my heart raced at the thought of the state of my marriage.

Totally crazy, totally conflicted – but both parts of my reaction were as powerful and real as the other.

~~~~~    

Just as I thought Lizzy’s shaking body was about to cum, the lovers changed position. 

Lizzy broke their kiss and gently pushed Simon off, so she’d have freedom to maneuver.  Turning onto her side, she smiled at her rockstar lover – no longer above her, but beside her – and blew him a kiss as he knelt up and squeezed her shapely ass.

Grasping his horse-sized cock, he also blew her a kiss as he used his plum-sized cockhead to stroke up and down her vulva, making sure to tease her clit on every up stroke.

“Make love to me, Simon,” she moaned, her eyes pleading for what she needed, his own eyes smiling and full of emotion as he leaned in to give her the most gentle and delicate of kisses.

This was totally different to the carnal, pounding sex that had greeted my arrival.  This time Simon’s penetration was slow, slow and sensual.  All through his action of starting to sink his thick ten inches into Lizzy, he never once broke eye contact with her – nor she with him.

“You’re so beautiful, Lizzy … you take my breath away,” he sighed.  “When this is all done, stay here with me in England … we can work things out … we can all be happy, I promise!”

Lizzy didn’t reply.

At least, not with words.  But I couldn’t miss the way she reached for him.  That was her reply - her hand gripping his forearm as he continued to slide his massive tool into her.  As she reached for him and pulled him down into another lingering kiss.

It was so emotionally connected – so different to the earlier raw pounding.  Even if my cock was still painfully hard, it was agonizing for me to watch.  He’d just asked her to stay with him in England, and her only response was to reach for him and pull him deeper into her body.

My chest muscles tightened in fear.  Struggling to breathe, I reminded myself that they'd done this countless times before.  I told myself I shouldn’t panic, that I should stick to the plan Anong and I had agreed.  I forced myself to remember all the loving anniversaries and special nights we’d shared.  Forced myself to remember that Lizzy was mine, to remember how she’d shot Simon down when he’d told her that ‘she was the one.’

Except she wasn’t shooting him down now!  No, she was clutching at him and drawing him deeper into her body.  The needy, emotionally charged look on her face telling me this was way more than just sex for her.

As they started to move together in their lovers’ dance, just for a moment my panic circuit went on hold as I was struck by how beautiful and well-matched they looked as lovers.

I hated myself for seeing it, but their bodies moved with such unity and partnership, dancers or actors who knew each other’s hearts and minds inside out.

They'd practiced countless times before – and I’d been the besotted fool who’d allowed and even encouraged it.

Even as I tried to ignore Simon’s earlier words, they seduced my eyeballs and ears as I watched them take up a new position to make love.  Lizzy again the one to gently disengage as she rolled over from lying on her side and pushed herself up onto all fours. Presenting herself to her big-dicked, charismatic partner like a willing mare to be covered by the stable’s top stallion.

She may have been the initiator, but he wasn’t slow to respond to her invitation.  Twisting her head to the right, he kissed her as he placed one hand on the small of her back and slid his massive cock inside her from behind.

Lizzy sighed with contentment as she felt him start to fill her again, smiling cheekily at him as she eased back onto him.  The two of them working as a team to cement their ever-closer partnership.

After another long, languid kiss, Simon grasped her hips and resumed their earlier slow, deep and emotional lovers’ dance. The dance between their hips in perfect rhythm.

I hated that they looked so good together – but even after everything, I couldn’t deny the scintillating, exquisite beauty of what I was witnessing.  I was almost as seduced as Lizzy was.

My wife’s moans of utter, soul-defining pleasure made me melt inside. The look on her face telling me once and for all, things had moved on way past what I’d intended.  Had moved to the same kind of level Lizzy and I had felt when we’d first started dating – all those years ago.  I knew what I was witnessing was nothing more, nothing less than a relationship as significant as the one that blossomed into our love and life together.

Even with this frightening realization, I was powerless to resist as once again Lizzy pulled away from Simon.  This time urging him down onto the bed.  This time straddling him – the ultimate feminine act of branding and ownership.

As she straddled him and started riding him, she was telling him that he was hers – and that she was his.

She’d not verbally replied to his earlier question about abandoning Charleston and staying in England with him – but her owning him in this way was an answer, an answer the even densest observer could decode!

Except it wasn’t some random person who was watching and decoding.  It was me, the man who’d owned her body until five months ago and who desperately hoped he still owned her heart.

And as I wallowed in my aroused, terrified state of conflicted emotions, a part of me asked painful and revealing questions.  Did she move like this when she was with me? Was our love making this emotionally intense and fulfilling for her?  Or had we both gotten to a point where we were just going through the motions?  Our energies and thoughts focused on different parts of our lives as we took each other for granted!

I knew the answer, but I was too frightened to admit it to myself.  I saw the true reality of what they had and what we’d lost from the hyper-stiffness of my wife’s pink nipples as her face swelled with the pleasure of riding her new man.  The sheen of perspiration on her skin telling me how intense this was for her.  Her whole body glistening as she rode her prized stallion in a way she’d not ridden me since we’d first started dating.

“I love you Lizzy … really love you,” he crooned, his face telling me he was close to cumming, 

“Stay here, Lizzy … what we’ve got is special … you know that as much as I do,” he babbled, grasping Lizzy’s thighs extra-tight, making sure each time she slammed down that he pulled her hard down onto his huge cock.

“Simon … Simon,” she gasped, her painted nails raking his chest, her eyelids fluttering as she finally approached that special place.

She was too lost in passion to give him, or me, a meaningful response – to give any kind of guidance as to what was in her heart.  All she cared about right now was the final downward slam onto Simon’s pelvis as her whole being exploded in a pyrotechnic show of what a climax can really look like.  Her sobs, her screams combining with a body that had lost all control as she shook and shrieked like a doe with thirty-thousand volts shot through its most sensitive parts.

Her last words before she exploded being an answer to his question.  ‘Where do you want me to cum, Lizzy?’  They’d made love often enough that this wasn’t a question of practicalities.  This was a question routed in psychology.

Lizzy’s answer sending a chill through the very marrow of my bones.

“In me, Simon … deep inside me … own me, honey, own me…”
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My whole brain felt like it was on fire as those words burned their way into my brain.  ‘Own me … own me!’  How could she say those words after what he’d said earlier!  How could she…

I was paralyzed.  Frozen to the spot.  Totally in shock, unable to believe what Lizzy had said.  ‘Fuck Lizzy!  Did I even know you anymore?’

I’d finally recovered enough that anger had replaced shock and paralysis.  Anger and a desire to go in there and pummel the fucker while I had him at a disadvantage.  Naked and embedded deep in my wife, that heavy marbled lamp would look nice smashed across his cranium.

Shaking from head to toe, I was just about to go in and grab the lamp when I heard a phone ring behind me.

It was coming from the kitchen and it was Lizzy’s phone.  I knew because she’d assigned ring tones to different people in her life – and that was the ringtone she’d assigned my mum.

Something in the process of thinking about my mum stopped me in my tracks.  Maybe it was childhood memories - ‘violence never solves anything’ had been one of her favorite phrases.  Or maybe it was the thought of her having to see me appear in court accused of assault or attempted murder.  Or even worse, that a spell in prison would mean I’d not be with her as she got older and needed me more.

Whatever it was, the thought of my mum had a puncturing effect on my intentions.  Instead of grabbing for the lamp, I felt my sense of panic rise as I saw the lovers slowly start to finish and disengage.  The first step before one of them came looking for the phone.

Still seething with a terrible cocktail of fear and anger, I was forced to beat a rapid retreat before one of them discovered me.

~~~~~    

Three hours later I was sat at a window seat in a local restaurant washing down breakfast with a third cup of coffee – my attention fully focused on the road outside where any minute now I expected to see Simon’s blue BMW speeding past on his way into London.

After what I’d witnessed, as soon as I’d driven away, all I could do was park up and try to make sense of my shattered world.  I sat bolt upright, hands still glued to the wheel, staring out of the windshield as the same three questions spooled over and over again in my brain.  Why didn’t she shut him down?  Why did she respond like she did?  Why had I been so stupid as to allow their affair to continue for so long?

Unsurprisingly, my brain made zero progress in answering these questions, and in the end the only thing I could think to do was ring Lizzy and let her know I’d landed and would shortly arrive at the house.

The call didn’t magically change anything, but hearing Lizzy’s voice gave me some small comfort.  The other benefit being the news of my impending arrival seemed to remind Simon about an urgent meeting he had up in London.

Whatever his reasons, he didn’t fancy being there when I arrived – a piece of news that tore at my mind.  Was his departure good news or bad news – or did it really have no kind of significance?  In the kind of tortured, tormented mental state I was in, any tiny event seemed capable of fifty-eight different interpretations.

When his blue BMW finally shot by on the A404, I felt like a condemned man as I slowly dragged myself into the car and made the short drive to do what was the last thing on earth I wanted to do right now – confront Lizzy.

Was I driving towards the end of my marriage?  To the end of more than two decades of love and happiness?  I tried to keep an open mind – tried to keep all the optimistic thoughts Anong had given me at the front of my mind, but it wasn’t easy.

~~~~~    

“Hey, baby,” she smiled, kissing me, hugging me, holding me tight as I breathed in the scent of her like a drowning man.

What followed was I think the weirdest, most strained couple of hours Lizzy and I had ever spent together. 

With the various work-driven and Lizzy-driven cancellations, it had been three months since we’d physically seen each other.  For a normal couple in a normal situation, that would have led to a certain joyous, bubbling with happiness vibe.

But right now, we’d moved from ‘normal’ couple to very ‘abnormal’ couple.  Both of us preoccupied with things we didn’t want to talk about right now.

As we meandered through small talk – both of our faces and postures taut with unspoken stress and tension – several times I was so close to breaking down and shouting some version of ‘what the hell?’ before venting and verbally laying into Lizzy.

Each time I was on the edge, something else Anong had said held me back.  She’d not only emphasized how she was certain of Lizzy’s love for me – but she’d also stressed a different, darker message.

‘Look, Jim … if there is something going on … however painful it is, it’s better to know about it now … like sucking venom out of a bite, better to get it over and done with … better to see and know the truth than stick your head in the sand and deal with a bigger problem later…’

As we talked about mum and family and my homeland, each time I got close to exploding, Anong’s words came back to me and I’d force myself to back away.

I wanted and needed Lizzy to be the one to open up and tell me what was happening with Simon.  I needed the reassurance of knowing she was back in that happy, safe place where she and I shared everything.  Rather than in my current hellhole where I felt I was on the outside looking in, and that it was Lizzy and Simon who shared everything.

Both of us wore fake smiles and there seemed to be an empty, remoteness in Lizzy’s eyes when she looked at me – the very opposite of the twinkling love I normally saw there. 

Every time she opened her mouth, I was afraid she was going to say the words that would drop the hammer on our marriage.  That her words would be the spoken equivalent of a ‘Dear John’ letter.

Just as I thought I couldn’t bear it any longer and that I’d be the first one to crack, my phone rang.

“Mum?”

“Mum indeed!” the woman who’d brought me into the world answered with her customary mix of love and faked anger.  “What kind of time do you call this?  In the country half a day and you can’t find the time even for the briefest of calls to the woman who raised you?”

How did she know I was in the country?  And I certainly wasn’t about to share the reason for my bad-son behavior – that my marriage was hanging in the balance.

“You couldn’t find the time to call … I had to hear it from your nice friend Simon … I’m not his mom but he found the time to call … so, unless you want me coming over there, you and Lizzy had better get over here before I disinherit you and leave it all to your sister!”

She’d always been a feisty one – a guess a quality needed raising two kids after your good-for-nothing husband deserts you for life with a younger woman – and I knew there was no point arguing.

~~~~~     

“Tell mum I’ll see her tomorrow,” Lizzy sighed.  “I’m not feeling great and I’d hate to pass it on to your mum.”

Trying to hide my feelings of panic, I was back to being that drowning man.  Lizzy’s excuse, Simon calling my mom to get me out of the way … something didn’t sit right here.

Minutes later, Lizzy had stuck to her guns and was waving me down the drive with what looked a very faked look of sadness.

About a quarter of an hour later, I was alert enough to spot Simon’s blue BMW speeding past me in the other direction.

Indecision and a lack of on and off ramps meant it was another fifteen minutes before I was calling my mum, giving her some cock-and-bull story and a promise to see her later today, as I played catch up with Simon.  Driving so fast that I was deeply grateful for the local police’s reluctance to pay weekend overtime - otherwise I’d have been at serious risk of losing my license.

Parking in the same spot as when I’d arrived from Heathrow earlier, I had a horrible sense of déjà vu.  At least this time I knew what I was walking into – or at least I thought I did.

~~~~~    

Approaching the cottage, I had to be super careful.  Earlier they’d thought I was safely thousands of miles away.  Now they knew I was in the country – albeit, Simon did believe he’d managed to keep me busy, thirty miles away.

I’d thought they’d be back in the bedroom, but lucky for me my route to the front door passed right by the sitting room’s large bay window, allowing me to see that was where they were.  Sitting holding hands on a large Edwardian couch, deep in conversation.

Summer days in England split evenly between days of rain, dull skies or sweltering heat.  Luckily for me, today was one of the latter types of day, and with the UK’s lack of A/C, they’d had to open the windows to deal with the heat.

Squatting down, grateful for all the cover offered by all the wall creepers and bushes, I held my breath and tried to still my hammering heart as I listened in.

“Look, Lizzy … I’m not trying to be the bad guy here … trust me, I hate that this might hurt things between you and Jim,” he winced, “but at the same time, you can’t deny that something special’s grown between you and me these last few months…”

Squeezing her hands, he continued to look deep into her watery eyes, letting his words worm their way into Lizzy’s heart.

“I know you feel it to … don’t you Lizzy?”

She stayed silent.  “Lizzy?” he pushed gently.

Her silence gave way to one nervous, whispered word. “Yes…”

He smiled softly, a smile full of a love that ate at my soul.

“Lizzy, I’m not saying you and Jim have to totally end … I’m not that unrealistic or dumb … I know you’ll always love Jim … all the years you’ve had together, the family you’ve made and raised … I know all of that…

“What I am saying, sweetheart is that I want a change … not just having a little bit of you, and on Jim’s terms … I want a lot of you, and on OUR terms … terms that make you happy, make me happy…

“So, we have to tell him … tell him that we love each other and that we want MORE … that we want to be a COUPLE, just like he and you have been a couple all these years…”

I could see the tears slowly running down Lizzy’s cheeks as she allowed Simon to hold her hands and gently wipe a few tears from her cheeks – as she silently, patiently listened, not interrupting or contradicting him even once.

Even as I saw her chest beating and her lips finally move, I felt like my heart was breaking, washed away by the unbearable trauma, unable to move or intervene, waiting for the next stab to my heart.

“Simon, I do love you,” she whispered, finally finding her voice, “and like you, I love what we have and want it to continue … but what you’re asking, I can’t do it, no matter what I feel for you, no matter how special what we have is … I DO love you, but I LOVE Jim … I won’t break his heart by ending our marriage…”

“I’m not asking you to end your marriage, Lizzy,” he answered, voice louder and higher as his emotions grew even stronger.  “I’m just saying I want us to be a couple and that we should talk to Jim about that … about what he can give up so you and me can have our happiness…”

The bastard had a way with words!  No wonder he’d been such a successful songwriter.  He made it sound so reasonable … so easy to achieve.

Why wouldn’t poor old Jim agree to something so reasonable?

“Maybe you’re not ASKING me to end my marriage … but that would be the effect, Simon … that would be the effect,” Lizzy’s parched, dry voice whispered.

Simon just held her hands – looked even deeper, even more solemnly into her eyes.

I could tell his mind was thinking, was planning.

He leaned forward.  Planted the smallest, softest of kisses on Lizzy’s lips.

He pulled back, focusing on her eyes, his look still with life-defining levels of seriousness.

Another kiss.  Another look.  The pattern repeating, Lizzy’s barriers slowly breaking down.  His tactic of avoiding the big, painful question and replacing it with what Lizzy loved was a clever tactic.  Why pull the band aid off and suffer the pain when you can have smiles and sweets?

Tenderly, gently he introduced a little tongue.  A little tongue became a little more tongue as he found Lizzy receptive and happy at this too.

His hands were now on her cheeks, in her hair.  It had now become the most loving, emotional make-out session.  The make-out session not of horny, inexperienced teenagers – but of two mature adults with deep feelings for each other.  Two mature adults who’d rather enjoy what they had than face the difficult choices and causing loved ones pain.

I’d thought that Lizzy might call a halt – this would have been the logical follow up to her gentle rejection of Simon’s offer.  As they continued to kiss and touch, things started moving in the other direction.  When Simon reached for her blouse and started unbuttoning, she wriggled her shoulders so her blouse could fall onto the couch.

The heat between them was rapidly building as they shed their clothes at record pace – both of them preferring the comfort and familiarity of their love making to more heartache and talking.

In keeping with its antique age, it was a big, deep couch – providing plenty of room for Simon to push Lizzy into its depths as he knelt between her thighs and bent her heel clad legs all the way back until her ankles were by her ears.

No talking was needed as he grasped his fat ten-inches and savored Lizzy’s moans of contentment as he sank all the way in with one long, smooth stroke.  The two of them crowning their union with another long, slow kiss – like their earlier troubles had never existed.

Now that he was into his stride, gliding his huge cock in and out with an effortless ease, he took up where he’d left off.

“I know you need this now, Lizzy … I know you do…”

No denial came back from her as she looked up into his eyes, her arms wrapped around his neck, the look on her face as enigmatic and confused as I’d ever seen.

“I’m not saying divorce Jim … I’m just saying make room in your heart and your life for me as well … stay here with me for the next twelve months, then we can take things from there…

“We either move things up a level, Lizzy, or I’m going to have to break things off … after being so close, after building something so special … not having more of a you, not being able to be a proper couple would break my heart, Lizzy … I couldn’t bear to be so close to you but not have you reciprocate my feelings…

“Lizzy, I’m just being honest with you … you have to make a choice … I know it’s you and me that you want, you just need to be brave enough to face the decision…

He paused for a moment, looking at her with genuine love that made my own heart sing with pain.

“I know it’s hard for you, Lizzy … a hard decision after so long with Jim … but I’m here for you, sweetheart … I’ll always be here for you…”

He was really laying it on heavy.  The most terrifying thing of all for me was that I think he really meant every word – it wasn’t just some sick game for him, she wasn’t just another notch on the bedpost for him.  I could see it in his eyes, he REALLY did believe he was Romeo who’d finally found his Juliet.

In amongst all the emotional intensity, Lizzy looked like a frightened, confused deer – all big, apprehensive eyes.  Loving the feelings her body was giving her – feelings of being stretched, filled and sexually satisfied.  Hating the painful decisions that had been set before her.  Her happy mewling sighs, the way her body writhed under Simon’s big body just added to the sense I was looking at a woman who felt her world had just been torn in two.

If she felt like she was in a world of torment and confusion, my situation was a million times worse.  I was watching the woman I loved give herself to a man who’d basically just asked her to leave me.  No angry storm of emotions, just a confused set of emotions as she retreated into the safe comfort of the amazing sex they shared.

I should have stormed in and screamed the house down, but I was too horrified and stunned at what Simon had demanded and at how Lizzy had reacted to be capable of movement.

I just stared and stared, my heart breaking, trying to hold back the tears – just as confused as Lizzy, but unlike her I had no upside, all I had was pain and fear.

I’d finally overcome my paralyzed inertia when I felt my phone vibrate.  Thankfully I’d had the presence of mind to put it on silent.

It was my mum calling, making me move away a safe distance so I could speak without being heard.

The news wasn’t good – she, Caitlin and Rachel had been at a petting farm and were five minutes away, planning to meet me at the cottage.

Fuck, fuck, fuck!  It never rains but it always pours.

Just when I desperately needed the time and space to inject some sanity into what was happening between Lizzy and Simon – my attentions would now be fully occupied by keeping my family away from the cottage.

Ten minutes later I’d lost a battle with my feisty mother – I’d pleaded all kinds of work priorities – and was being dragged away to act as the doting granddad to my one-year-old little angel.  Pushing her on swings and accompanying her on slides in one of the many local parks – when I’d have been better served pushing Simon’s face into whatever piece of sharp kitchen equipment came to hand.
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Two hours later, Rachel had finally had enough of the swings, slides and the ducks on the park’s small lake.

I rang Lizzy to let her know the four of us were on the way over.  Part of me would have liked the element of revenge and humiliation if we’d walked in and found her and Simon caught in the act.  But that was just idle fantasy thought – I had enough problems right now without adding any more fuel to the fire.

It was already six in the evening and I was relieved to see Simon’s blue BMW wasn’t there as we pulled up.

Having exhausted Rachel at the park, and given the late hour for a little girl, there was no particular plan for what to do when we arrived.  A vacuum that, when the hugs were over, allowed Lizzy to take control.

“Caitlin, love … as Rachel Jr’s spark ran out, no point to wake her and get her all grouchy … why don’t I just invite you all in for a quick coffee, leave her sleeping in the car and then in a few minutes you can head back to put her to bed … your Dad and me have got a few things to talk about … once we’re done, I’ll send him over so he and mum can catch up properly … without our little sleeping attention hog sucking up all the oxygen,” she smiled.

As the kettle boiled – we’d fallen back on English ways, the coffee was instant and barely mediocre – all my fears bubbled back to the surface.  Only this time, with the three ladies in the room chattering away, I had little to distract me from the thoughts which were tormenting me.

The things I’d seen and heard earlier were bad enough – but now I had extra developments and thoughts to torture me.

‘Dad and me have got a few things to talk about…’  What the hell had Lizzy meant by that?  Was that code for the talk when she told me she wanted a trial separation?  That she wanted to spend the next twelve months in England with her English lover?

And why was Simon’s car gone?  He’d only just come back from London, why would he go out again so soon?  It didn’t make sense – unless he and Lizzy had agreed to it, to give her the privacy and space to break bad news to me. 

If he’d been the one who’d received bad news, I knew him well enough to know he’d still be here fighting for Lizzy – trying to get her to change her mind, to choose him over me.

The only way the various facts made sense was if, the moment the rest of the family left, Lizzy intended to tell me that she loved me but that she’d chosen Simon over me.

~~~~~    

Lizzy and I stood together, her arm looped through mine, watching three generations of family females disappearing down the drive.  Both lost in our separate thoughts until the tail lights had finally disappeared into the distance.

“Shall we have a walk in the garden?  There’s something I need to tell you, and it’s something that’s not easy to discuss…”

‘Oh fuck, here it comes!’ The bottom dropped out of the pit of my stomach – my throat parched with fear, breathing suddenly became impossibly hard, like my chest had been attacked by some deadly neurotoxin.

~~~~~    

She’d led me over to an old wooden garden bench that looked back over a small pond at the whitewashed walls of the old cottage.  She’d gotten me to sit down, sat next to me and grasped my hands as she turned to look at me.  The similarities between how we must have looked and how she and Simon had looked earlier left a painful sense of irony beating in my chest.

“Jim, honey … I’ve got some things to tell you that you may not want to hear … some secrets … some things I should have told you before now…”

I was just about to speak – my mouth was half-open – but she continued.

“Sweetheart, you need to get this all of my chest … please don’t interrupt, let me speak until I’m done … it’s hard enough, but if you interrupt me I may break down and not tell you what I need to tell you…”

‘Oh Lizzy, please … no Lizzy … doesn’t what we have count for more than this … you told me, you promised me your feelings for him were nothing compared to our love…’  I felt on the edge of panic, on the edge of tears.  I felt like running as fast as my legs could carry me.  If I didn’t hear the words, I could hang on to hope, I could pretend everything was still okay.  With a motive like that, who wouldn’t run like the wind?

~~~~~    

“Jim, I’ve not been totally honest with you these last few weeks,” a whisper the best she could manage, her face pale and shaking with emotion.

Oh fuck, that remoteness, that distance I thought I’d seen – I hadn’t been imagining it.

“All those weeks ago, you asked me if I had feelings for Simon…”

No, no … I don’t want to hear this, my eyes staring into hers, afraid to let go of her hands, lest I lose her right now.

“And I told you I did … but that those feelings were nothing compared to how I felt about you…”

No, Lizzy … no, don’ say it!  As long as you don’t say it, I can pretend it doesn’t exist.

“Well, Jim, honey,” she muttered, “I’ve been very stupid, let things get out of control … and how I felt, what I told you … it’s changed…”

No, Lizzy, don’t say it!  For the sake of our child, our grandchild, don’t say it.

“And now, things have gone so far that Simon’s asked me to stay here with him in England … to stay here, him and me, as a couple for the next twelve months…”

I felt a fool, an over-optimistic, stupid fool – but something in what she was saying and what she wasn’t saying felt off.  It was in her phrasing, the detail of her phrasing.  In the way she held my hand. 

Maybe I was imagining it – compared to what I’d seen and heard between them, it felt like I was a drowning man clutching at the tiniest of straws.  Yet something still kept me listening to every nuance, listening and hoping beyond hope.

“Oh, Jim … I feel so terrible … doing this to you,” she said, her eyes begging mine for forgiveness, my chest seized up in panic as I joined the dots in what she was going to say next.

“How could I?  How could I be so selfish, so ungrateful to you … so selfish to lead Simon on, give him hope, let him fall in love with me … and how am I going to face Ted?”

~~~~~    

And just like that the roles were totally reversed.  She was holding my hands now with a desperate, tight need for forgiveness.  Her eyes bored into mine, not to break terrible news but to beg for my understanding.  Her hands, her eyes told me she needed absolution.  And the truth is that I was way to relieved to feel anything akin to anger.  When the guy with the needle doesn’t tighten your straps and press the plunger, but instead tells you the Governor’s just called him, you don’t get angry at how the straps bite your skin – you leap for joy and sing.  Sing with a manic, crazy sense of release and euphoria.  You’ve escaped the hangman’s noose and you’re not about to get picky about minor details – that can wait til later.

~~~~~    

Half an hour later we’d drenched each other’s shoulders and chests with tears and were sitting looking at each other as the day played its last cruel trick on me.

“Jim, I really, really am sorry for everything … but I’ve still got one difficult thing to ask you…”

Oh no … surely not?  Surely I can’t have misunderstood.

“I need some privacy to break the news to Simon gently … in the right way … could you give us some space, and I’ll see you at Mum’s in an hour or so…”

Fuck!

I looked into those beautiful hazel eyes and struggled for words … struggled for thoughts.

Then Anong’s words came back to me.  ‘Jim, you have to have trust … you have to know one-hundred-percent what the real truth is … not what you want the truth to be … it’ll take courage, but you have to know the full truth of what’s between Lizzy and Simon.’

She was right.  However impossibly hard it was, I needed to trust Lizzy this one last time.  Even if I could remember how smitten and tempted she’d been when I’d last seen her and Simon making love – when he’d told her he knew she loved him as much as he loved her.

I just pursed my lips, shaking with nerves, and nodded my head.  Words were impossible, nodding was all I could manage as I used my last reserves of strength to head to the car.  Desperately hoping I’d see Lizzy later – that she’d have the strength to resist the aging rockstars seductive charms through one last test.

~~~~~    

My resolve to give Lizzy the privacy she’d requested lasted all of twenty minutes on the A404.

I tried, I really tried.  I resisted two off ramps, but by the time I got to the third, with a sinking feeling in my gut, I knew I was just too frightened to leave the future of our love and marriage totally to Lizzy’s ability to resist Simon’s charisma and sexual talents.

By the time I’d executed the slowest and most silent of maneuvers on that damned crunchy gravel, I was a quivering, shaking mess.

Having survived the near-death experience of Simon’s attempts to take Lizzy away from me, why had I been so stupid as to give him one last shot at the prize?  Especially having seen that remoteness in Lizzy’s eyes these last few weeks as he’d helped her to slowly drift away from me.  Having seen how they looked as lovers just hours earlier!

Anong!  Anong and her damned ‘you’ve got to see the truth, see the reality’ mantra!  Screw that!  I’d go for a half-truth and a whole-marriage any day of the week! 

If Lizzy had a chink in her armor, a weakness that a skilled cocksman and seducer like Simon could exploit, why the hell would I give him one last chance to destroy my marriage?  These were the thoughts skittling through my brain as I approached the cottage’s whitewashed walls and tried to work out the best plan of action.

Pull Lizzy out of there?  Attack Simon with the marble lamp?  Threaten to forego my pride and threaten his Glastonbury glory by taking my salacious story to the local gossip sheets?

My myriad options were rendered superfluous by what I saw as I approached the house like a mouse wearing the slowest and softest of sneakers.

My heart broke in two all over again as I saw Lizzy and Simon back in exactly the same pose as I’d seen earlier.

This time I wasn’t looking into the sitting room.  This time I was outside looking into the master bedroom. The same bedroom Lizzy and I had shared through so many happy family holidays.

Lizzy was atop Simon, her pelvis flush to his.  His hands slowly and lovingly squeezing at her full, fleshy boobs, both of them smiling at how swollen her nipples were.

Lizzy’s position on top of Simon gave me some kind of weird comfort, that she was the one in control, the one guiding the agenda.  But then as I saw Simon’s large hands grasp her hips and lift her all the way up to the top of his cock, I realized I was living in a fool’s paradise.

“Lizzy, you can have it all!” he said, smiling lovingly at her.  “Plenty of people live in polyamorous relationships…”

He let his words sink in – do their fully seductive, powerful work.  Hinting at a life my instinct told me Lizzy wanted … if she thought it was truly available.

“I’m not asking you to give up Jim … I’m just asking you to do what you really want … to spend the next months exploring what we have, giving it a chance, letting it grow…”

The bastard.  I hated him.  He’d spent a lifetime seducing like the devil.  As his words ate away at Lizzy’s resolve like a powerful acid, he slowly lowered her back down all thick ten inches of his cock.  Physical reality reinforcing his words and the thoughts he’d planted in her brain.  Lizzy, can you live a satisfying life without all this?  Lizzy, do you want to live a life without all this?  I’m offering the best of both worlds?  The messy details, we can sort them out later…

And as Lizzy closed her eyes in ultimate pleasure and prepared to lift herself back to the top of her lover’s amazing cock, I begged the universe to give her the wisdom to see through Simon’s lies.

I’d seen enough to know he truly loved her – that he truly thought she was ‘the one’.  Except he was also married and divorced six times - so in his mind, many women before Lizzy had also been ‘the one’!

Even if I lost her to someone else – dear Lord, not to him.  Leave aside my own desperate, selfish needs, I loved and cared for her too much to allow Lizzy to be seduced into doing what she knew was wrong.  Into what she knew in her heart was twelve months of happiness.  Twelve months of happiness bought at the price of a broken family and a lost lifetime of happiness.

With all these thoughts ricocheting around my head, I felt my heart breaking all over again as Lizzy did all the work this time, lifting herself up to the top of Simon’s huge pleasure stick.

The look on her face, on their faces as she let him guide her back down, a look that made me wish I’d never been born.

~~~~~    

Just when I thought my life couldn’t get any worse, the only bit of tech the owners had installed kicked into life.  One of the kestrels that hunted Thames Valley vermin at dusk set off the one motion-detector lights that was still functional.

What was worse than the sudden arc light of neon illumination was Simon’s reaction.

“Don’t worry, Lizzy … it’s probably just Jim getting his kicks … watching me and you making love like a real couple makes love … I tell you, he’ll be happier when he’s back in Bangkok with Anong, dialing in to watch our love story develop … that’s the next chapter he yearns for….”

Seducing her with his words, a full stroke of his cock and with a long, tender kiss that she enjoyed as much as him.  Watching the two of them, I could almost feel the physical force of Lizzy’s indecision.  The physical force of his seduction.

All I could do was pray that Lizzy would focus on my love and what we had, rather than give in to the seduction of Simon’s charisma and cock.


Chapter 21

Saturday June 19th 2021

Driving away, it seemed my life today was caught in one of those permanent loops.  How many times had I driven up and down this damned section of the A404 today?  Each off ramp I passed brought memories of one or other of today’s crises.  Each off ramp another temptation to go back and stand my ground.

No matter how loud I played the music, his words still rang in my ears. 

‘Don’t worry, Lizzy … it’s probably just Jim getting his kicks … watching me and you making love like a real couple makes love…’

Maybe I should have stood my ground?  Maybe I should have burst in … no matter the humiliation and his considerable advantage in height and bulk?

It wasn’t too late.  I could still turn around and go back.  Hadn’t I done several such mental U-turns already today?

Something deep in my gut told me I needed to leave this to Lizzy.  She’d begged me earlier to give her this single last chance to say goodbye to Simon.  To give him the bad news and break it off in a way that would leave him no lingering doubts, but which would give him something to remember her by.

Speeding away along the highway, Anong’s words came back to me again - ‘you have to have trust … you have to know one-hundred-percent what the real truth is … not what you want the truth to be…’

Damn it was hard!

The way they’d looked when I’d left them making love … that look of smitten, besotted emotion and physical ecstasy on her face…

Could she resist?  Or would she change her mind?  Convince herself she could still have Simon as well as all the other things she loved?  Me, Caitlin, Rachel … the life she loved back home…

‘Why is trust, why is having faith so hard?’ I thought to myself, my mind going back to barely remembered Sunday school lessons about Abraham’s ultimate act of faith as he prepared to sacrifice his only son.  That’s how I felt right now, as I got far enough away to know I’d not turn back now.  As I knew that the next few hours would be a slow, desultory, snail’s pace of a wait for Lizzy’s return.

And there was nothing for it but to trust her.  To trust the woman I’d entrusted with my heart every single day since I’d first met her.

~~~~~    

Arriving at my mum’s home – not my family home, she’d downsized when me and my sister left home - I didn’t feel like going in and making small talk.

My mum and Caitlin would take one look at my face and know that something was up.  I’d just end up facing a barrage of questions.  Or one or other of them would take it upon themselves to march over to Simon’s place, thump him and drag Lizzy back home. 

Hardly in keeping with my need to know that Lizzy had finally gotten Mr. Simon Hadon out of her system.

So I made up a white lie about going for a drink with an old school friend and retired to a local hostelry.  Thankfully just walking distance from the house so I was free to bathe my troubles in alcoholic solace without worrying about late night breathalyzers.

~~~~~    

The wait seemed to last forever.  Wrong time of year for mid-week soccer to take my mind off things.  Aside from three pints of Guinness and two whiskey chasers, I had nothing to take my mind off things except for the taunting, painful memories of everything I’d seen between Simon and Lizzy these last few months.  Each new memory vivid in my head, each new memory telling me what a fool I’d been.

And, of course, the longer the wait went on, the more fearful I got.  The more convinced I became that Lizzy had changed her mind.  That Simon - with his charm, big cock and glamorous life – had seduced Lizzy back into his column.  The more convinced I became that my next contact with Lizzy would be a ‘Dear John’ phone call.  Lizzy not having the courage to face me in person – that being a kindness only valid for Simon.

And then, finally, just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, I smelt a familiar scent in my nostrils.  A single moment later the scent was stronger and was joined by the soft touch of arms wrapped around my neck.  Arms wrapped around my neck and lips soft against the most sensitive part of my neck.

“Sorry, babe…”

Then those beautiful hazel eyes were looking deep into mine – offering a heartfelt wordless apology, looking at me in a way that told me it was over, that everything was going to be okay.

~~~~~     

The next few months were hard.

I still had a week I could be in the UK with Lizzy and my family.  We rented a small farmhouse where the four of us could spend time together to lick our wounds and begin the slow process of repair and recovery.

My mum and Caitlin knew something was up, but had the good sense to leave us be - knowing we’d talk about it if and when we were ready.

Simon didn’t take rejection at all well.  Day one brought multiple calls – only stopped by Lizzy blocking him.  Apparently – we only found out later – he then started calling Caitlin and Mum.  I’d have loved to have heard those conversations – those were two women you really didn’t want to mess with!

His final attempt to win Lizzy back came on the main stage at Glastonbury – when three times during his set he dedicated songs to Lizzy, having the crowd eating out of the palm of his hand as he told them about ‘the greatest love of all.’

When it was time for us to say our tearful farewells at Heathrow – me heading east, Lizzy and the girls flying west – I only had confidence that everything would be okay because of a recent call I’d had with Ted.

Abandoning any semblance of pride, I told Retired Master Gunnery Sargeant Edward Washington exactly what had happened between his brother-in-law and Lizzy.  Two hours later my next-door neighbor was ringing me back to tell me in his normal blunt way that everything was sorted.

“I spoke to that low down, Limey piece of shit … told him that I don’t care if he is Rachel’s only brother … after what he did, he’s dead to me … and that if I ever hear of him sniffing around Lizzy again or trying to cause trouble, I’ll use my old combat knife to skewer that fat head of his…

“I think he got the message…”  

As did I – as long as Ted had breath in his body and Lizzy stayed in Charleston, I had nothing to fear from Mr. Simon Hadon.

~~~~~    

Fear about Simon’s intentions wasn’t the only thing Lizzy and I had to deal with.

I was still away for three of every four weeks, and the project’s continuing problems meant it would be at least another six to nine months before I could end my nomadic existence.

Now she no longer had Simon in her life, Lizzy threw herself into her old circle of friends and into becoming the best mom and grandma (sorry, Nonna 😊) Charleston had ever seen.

Except however much pleasure these things brought her, they couldn’t replace the heady mix of romance and life-changing sex that Simon had given her for the best part of half a year.

As a gesture of solidarity, however hard and maybe unfair it was, I put a stop to my relationship with Anong.  Obviously, this was hard on both of us and did lead to certain ‘frustrations’, but it did mean I had more time to devote to Lizzy – although the time differences still meant we didn’t have as much FaceTime as we’d have liked.

Ted – forever solid and a good friend – even took Lizzy out on his new Harley a few times.  Even jokily trying to persuade her that maybe she should get herself a ‘Hog’, that it might help fill the hole in her life.

It was during one of these trips that Lizzy bumped into Nine-Iron, the other guy who’d bedded her.  Bedded her as frequently as Simon had before mysterious MC club business took him out of circulation for several months – leaving the field clear for Simon to become Lizzy’s main squeeze.

With Simon no longer in Lizzy’s life (he was now firmly back in Britain) and with Lizzy honest enough to admit her high levels of sexual frustration, of course I thought about whether Irons might provide some form of solution.

“Don’t go there, Jim,” Ted warned me during one late-night drinking session during one of my rare trips back to Charleston.  “I love the guy, and we go way back, but he’s trouble … after all the problems with Simon, the last thing you need is someone like Irons in your life!!!”

Brave, wise words … but unfortunately sometimes wisdom and actions pull you in different directions.  Especially when your wife has experienced whole new levels of excitement and sexual pleasure and is struggling with the reality of going cold turkey.

….. To be continued ….
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