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Author’s Note

In my previous story I asked for readers who’d be interested in helping me edit and reduce the number of typos in my stories.  Two new friends stepped forward to join Cbears, all three of whom have contributed many hours to improve the story and reduce errors.

Cbears, RJ, NS, VN and AM – thanks.  Your help has been invaluable.


Synopsis

I loved my job, and I loved the financial rewards it brought.  But what I didn’t love was the strains it had put on my marriage for most of the last year.

Three weeks in four, I’d been away from my wife Lizzy and the rest of our family.  How the hell are you meant to be a good husband and father when, for most of the time, there’s a nine-thousand-mile gap between you?! 

A gap not made easier by the fact that my beloved Lizzy had always been a highly passionate woman!  Asking her to cross her legs and wait would have been just asking for trouble…

So, the answer we’d settled on was for Lizzy and me to try out my longtime fantasy – to let her be intimate with other men.  A plan we’d intended to try out carefully and slowly … an intention that had lasted all of five minutes! 

Lizzy hadn’t just ended up being bedded by one lover, but by two!  Two men who couldn’t have been more different.  An aging but still charismatic popstar and a troublemaking retired Marine.  The only things the two of them had in common were that neither of them would ever see sixty again, and that nature had blessed both of them with exceptionally large cocks!

I won’t re-hash all the details, but what started well soon ended up causing major problems.  Lover number two may have been off the scene, but the aging crooner had promptly fallen in love with Lizzy.  Deciding he wanted to do her the honor of making her the seventh Mrs. Simon Hadon.  A prospect that would have been funny if it wasn’t for the fact of the feelings and love Lizzy felt for him after all their months as lovers.

Our marriage had survived, but not without pain and turmoil.

Things were now back on a sort of even keel.  But as we entered Fall and I was still away from home so much, I couldn’t help but wonder how as a couple we were going to meet Lizzy’s needs for ‘companionship’.


Chapter 1

4:00 pm Wednesday 1st September 2021

“Hey, honey, how was your day?” I enquired, the caffeine hit from my second ‘morning’ cup of coffee working its magic just in time for me to greet my wife as she returned from another hard day.  Another hard but rewarding day molding her class of twenty-some little six and seven-year-old imps into slightly more knowledgeable and slightly more socialized members of our community.

“Wonderful!  Absolutely wonderful!” she beamed, not a look I’d often seen on her face since the painful end of her six-month affair with Simon – Simon the handsome, charismatic and big-cocked crooner who’d tried to steal her heart and steal her away from me.  Simon who’d had his card well and truly marked by his brother-in-law, ex US Marine Corps Master Gunnery Sergeant Edward Washington.  A man whose demeanor, barrel chest and skin tone always reminded me of the actor Wendell Pierce whenever I saw him.

And since we’d returned from England, when Lizzy had finally thrown off the fever-dream of Simon’s seduction, we’d seen plenty of our next-door neighbor Ted.  With me still having to work in Bangkok for three weeks in every four, Ted had been an absolute rock for Lizzy as she dealt with all the emotional and physical aftershocks when things ended with Simon.

More than two months had passed since Lizzy had ended things with Simon and since she’d returned to the family home in Charleston.  Feelings were still raw, withdrawal symptoms from going cold turkey from the amazing sex were still constant and deep-rooted.

The first month-and-a-half had been the worst.  Lizzy had developed genuine feelings for Simon and the pain from the emotional rupture had been especially raw in those first few weeks in July when I was away in Thailand and Lizzy’s memories of what she and Simon had shared were vivid and fresh.

It didn’t help that these weeks coincided with her elementary school being on summer recess – our daughter, granddaughter and Ted being pivotal in occupying her and stopping her thinking of what might have been.  To stop her thinking of what she was missing.

Knowing just how much Lizzy was struggling with things, I’d managed to squeeze in two trips back home in the six weeks before Lizzy and her fellow teachers headed back for the staff-only week before the kids started back.  These trips being invaluable in giving Lizzy and me time to reconnect as a couple and to talk and process our way through everything that had happened.

~~~~~    

“Helllooo! Ground control to Major Tom!  Anyone there?” my beaming wife grinned, “You asked me about my day…”

“Sorry, sweetheart, it’s this damned Jetlag, it’s killing me!” I sighed, waving my ‘morning’ coffee in the air. 

It was four in the afternoon and Lizzy had only just returned from school, but the only way I could deal with my frequent changes of time zone was to try and stay on Bangkok time whenever I was back home.  Which meant curling up with Lizzy when she’d headed to bed; sneaking out of bed without waking her when she drifted off before working through the night; before finally getting my sleep while she was out at school, waking up an hour before she came home after school at around four. 

Hence why I thought of this lovely, dark, caffeinated beverage as my second cup of ‘morning’ coffee, even though it was four in the afternoon!

“So, your day was wonderful.  Care to elaborate?” I asked, enjoying a quiet smile of happiness that things seemed to finally be getting better for Lizzy.

“It was Venus and Serena…”  I could immediately picture the two cute little African American twins who Lizzy often spoke of.  Who knows if their futures held as much promise as the tennis-playing sisters after whom they’d been named?  But what I did know was that they both seemed bright as a button and often furnished Lizzy with funny little stories.  “You wouldn’t believe what they did…

“Because they didn’t see me for Spring term and knew that I was in England, over the summer they wrote me a little crayoned picture book of what they imagined I was doing all summer…”

I nearly spluttered an entire mouthful of coffee out at the thought!  If they’d known what their beloved Mrs. Sharp had really been doing in England, that was a book that would have landed them in real trouble.

“They drew all kinds of pictures of me having tea with the Queen, riding horseback on the Loch Ness monster, climbing up Big Ben … you know their mom and dad are huge tennis fans … they even had me and you playing in the Mixed Doubles at Wimbledon!  That’s smart, they knew I’m too old for the Women’s singles, so they put you and me in the Mixed Doubles!”

I smiled like I’d not smiled in months.  I felt a wave of happiness wash over me.  A wave of innocent happiness.  Lizzy’s sweet little story about the twins took me all the way back to happy memories of when our daughter Caitlin was young and cute.  Which of course then started me thinking about how cute Caitlin’s daughter, our granddaughter, Rachel Jr was.

But of course, it was only a short step from that back to my brain thinking far less cutesy thoughts – thoughts about how shocked the twins and everyone else in the school would have been if they’d known what Mrs. Sharp had really been up to on her ‘family’ trip to England.

When Lizzy had asked her budget-challenged school for ‘personal’ time off for her ‘emergency’ family trip to England, knowing they had a highly capable, low-cost trainee teacher backstop, they’d readily agreed.  But if they’d known the real nature of the trip, I suspect they’d have been far less accommodating!

‘Stop it, Jim!’ I told myself.  ‘Stop thinking back to what happened – that’s in the past now!  Just be happy that Lizzy had a wonderful day and seems so much happier about things, now that school’s started up again!’

“That’s so cute, honey!  Those two little imps always seem to make you smile and laugh!  I’m so pleased you had a great day!” I beamed, kissing her and smiling into her happy face, wondering what kind of reception I’d get when I raised the offer made by my earlier visitors.

“Oh, by the way,” I began, trying to sound as casual as I could, “I had visitors earlier … Ted and Irons, asking if you and me would like to go to the clubhouse tomorrow … they’ve got a special night on.  Another ex-Vets MC club from Texas is over and so they’ve got a special party night…”

Lizzy gave me the most withering of looks.  “Didn’t we already ride that particular bucking bronco a little too hard?”

I honestly wasn’t sure if she was referring to what we’d done with Simon, or about the night she’d let her passions get the better of her and she’d had sex with Irons right there in front of the entire club.  Whichever it was, I got her point.

“Honey, I know what you mean, but with Ted there, I think everything would be absolutely fine … you know how protective he is of you … look at the way he scared Simon half to death…

“Look, sweetheart,” I continued, “the way I look at it is like, having had a total overdose on fun and experimentation, we need to find our way back to something more sensible … some fun and games … but not too much…

“After all, we can’t just pretend what happened didn’t happen … that way’s just storing up trouble … better to face things, find a middle way that we’re both happy with…”

The look Lizzy gave me was two or three up from ‘withering’, but she still looked more than a little skeptical about what I was suggesting – although she did kiss me, wrap her arms around my neck and look deep into my eyes to engage with me.

“Look, honey, I know we’ve been experimenting, trying new things while you’re away … but didn’t England, didn’t Simon teach us anything?”

I kissed her back, our hearts connecting as we let the silence speak before I tiptoed further.  “Sweetheart, Simon was different … it started as a bit of fun, then he went and fell in love with you, persuaded himself that he’d finally met his forever girl…”

I let my words sink in, Lizzy’s arms still around my neck, our eyes still locked together, exchanging all kinds of intense thoughts and feelings. 

“Only we both know he’s a serial ‘marrier’ and ‘abandoner’…besides which, this amazing woman is already taken!  Her heart has already been stolen and promised to another man … a better man … a ten-times better man!”  I teased, seeing Lizzy’s face slowly soften and look less serious.  Her expression lighting-up as I played back the words she’d said to Simon about how outside of the bedroom, I was ten-times the man he was.  My joke another nudge in the direction of her feeling more at ease with all the craziness that had happened in the last few months.  More at ease with all the risks we’d taken but survived – survived due to the depth and strength of the love between us.

Having used humor to defuse tricky subjects, it was my turn to wrap my arms around Lizzy’s shoulders and move from humor to weightier matters.

“Sweetheart, let’s be honest … we both know me being away so much is going to leave a huge problem given how you’re such a passionate woman … especially now we’ve played a little and you’ve tried new things…

“All I’m saying is that one night of fun at the club – one night with Ted there to make sure nothing untoward happens – might be a good start to you and me finding something that works while I’m away … something that gives you some fun and fulfilment … that fills a HOLE!!”

Those last words earned me a slap on the face.  A slap on the face and a loving smile, and I knew that my message was forcing her to question her earlier sackcloth and ashes total ban on any kind of extra-marital semi-sexual fun.

~~~~~    

“Do you think I look ‘nice’ in this?” Lizzy asked, standing straight in front of her full-length mirror.  Pulling her shoulders back and fiddling with the white fabric that made up the crop top’s deep v neck frontage.  Fiddling to get her braless boobs to sit just right inside the thin, stretchy fabric that did little to hide the shape and profile of her nipples.

“’Nice?’” I echoed back, allowing the word to roll around my mouth.

“’Nice’ isn’t exactly the word I’d use to describe how that sexy white top shows off your boobs and tummy … particularly not when paired with those figure-hugging ripped jeans you somehow managed to squeeze yourself into!”

“Are you saying you don’t approve?” she teased, reaching inside for a last rummage until she was finally satisfied that she had her boobs positioned just as she wanted them.  Positioned like two feminine pieces of art (or should that be weapons of war?) positioned just as she wanted Ted and Irons to see them when they arrived in just a few minutes’ time.

“No, I’m not saying that at all … I’m saying that ‘nice’ and ‘sexy as fuck’ or ‘hot as hell’ aren’t the same thing at all,” I grinned, as I spun her around and pulled her hand on to the throbbing frontage of my jeans.

That top was hot – the tight, thin material … the depth of the v-cut and the amount of cleavage and tit flesh it showed … the virginal white color … the way the crop top design showed off the smooth flatness of Lizzy’s tummy.  The whole thing topped-off by a pair of white crisscross straps that curled their way around from the small of Lizzy’s back as they formed a tied-bow just above Lizzy’s belly button.  The symbolism and implied promise of this last little detail making the whole top scream ‘sex’ and ‘seduction.’

Looking at Lizzy from head-to-toe, savoring the outfit and the gorgeous woman who’d chosen it, I sighed deeply as I felt my own cock engorging and felt more than a pang of regret.

“But what I am saying, Mrs. Sharp, is that right now I’d love nothing more than to put the deadlocks on the doors and fuck my sexy wife within an inch of her life before I have to climb back into that metal tube tomorrow evening and fly away from my loved ones…

“Just like I’m also saying how much my lovely Lizzy has changed her tune since last night, when she seemed to prefer a night in the nunnery rather than a night of beers and fun with Ted, Irons, KK, Black Beard and all those other fine gentlemen at the Black Knights bridge and chess club…”

Lizzy gave me the most wonderful smile.  A smile that told me that, after two-plus months of beating herself up and questioning how we’d opened up our marriage, finally the old Lizzy was starting to show her true colors.  Not afraid of life and licking her wounds, but prepared to grab life with both hands and live a little.

“I have changed my tune, honey,” she half-smiled, half looked seriously at me, “but don’t get any ideas into your head that I want things to get crazy like before … after what happened the only time I went to the club before, just facing all those people and what they’ll be remembering about me … well, that’ll be hard enough … so don’t you dare think about trying to make anything else happen tonight!”

Her serious, earnest look said it all.  “Jim, honey … you were right when you said we should have a little fun … remember some of the fun we had before it all went to shit with Simon … but that doesn’t mean I want Irons to put the moves on me, or want to end up in bed with him…

‘Then why the hell are you dressed like that then, honey?’ I silently thought to myself – a more than valid question, but one I was far too wise to ask after so many years of marriage.

“Is that clear, honey?” she asked, making me feel like a naughty schoolboy being admonished by his teacher.

“Sweetheart, we’re on the same page,” I answered, smiling into her eyes.  “I just want you … us … to have a little fun … to remember the good times before things got so screwed up with Simon … I’d never want you or us to do anything you weren’t a hundred-percent comfortable with…”

I pulled her in closer.  Hugged her tighter.  Kissed her carefully, careful not to spoil the make-up she’d spent so long applying.  Make-up applied phenomenally carefully for a woman who just wanted a little fun but who, supposedly, didn’t want any specific or over the top male attention!


Chapter 2

7:00 pm Thursday 2nd September 2021

Ted was on his best prowling bear, Master Gunnery Sergeant protective form.  As Irons fired up his Harley, he tried to persuade Lizzy to ride pillion with him on the hour-long ride up the I526 to the Black Knights’ lakeside clubhouse.

Even if Lizzy had been biddable – and her expression told me she might have been – Ted was having none of it.  He pushed me towards Irons and claimed Lizzy for himself.

As the two Harleys headed off convoy-style, Ted and Lizzy were in front of us and as I watched the bike and them, I couldn’t help but wonder about a couple of things: how strong Ted’s influence at the club really was, if things went sideways; and Irons’ and Ted’s intentions towards Lizzy.

Tonight would be my first ever night at the clubhouse – and only Lizzy’s second visit.  Ordinarily, we’d steer well clear of this kind of place.  It was only our trust in Ted and our trust in the influence he had that meant we’d accepted his and Iron’s invitation to join the party held in honor of the club’s out-of-state guests.

Unlike Irons, the club’s Sergeant at Arms, Ted held no formal position in the club’s hierarchy.  Unlike the club President or other officers, Ted couldn’t order people to do things or not do things if anyone got a bit too handsy or forward with Lizzy.  Instead, he and we relied on his years of Marine Corps service and rank, and on his barrel-chested and fearsome appearance and reputation.  Qualities that had gotten Lizzy out of trouble when she’d pushed things too far on her only other visit to the club – when she’d cock-teased Irons too far.  Meaning Ted had needed to step in and use his authority and relationship with Irons and the others to smooth things over.

Without Ted there as our sponsor and safety-net, there was no way on earth Lizzy and I would spend the evening at an MC clubhouse.  Being an ex-Vets club, the Dark Knights weren’t at the hardcore end of the spectrum when it came to the types of clubs that were out there.  But nor were they exactly angels!  They might eschew the raw criminality of drug-dealing, gun-running and people-trafficking, but violence, drug use and all kinds of sexual debauchery were pretty standard fare at the clubhouse. 

It would be my first visit and only Lizzy’s second – but from what Ted had told us, evenings at the clubhouse often got wild, as Lizzy had discovered on her one and only previous visit.  The night her dispute with Irons had ended up in the ‘compromise’ of her and another woman playing topless pool with Irons and another biker.  Before topless pool had given way to her being a not unwilling participant, as for the first time, Irons had his way with her.

If working out just how much influence and safety Ted’s presence really gave us wasn’t something that was straightforward to discern - the ‘intentions’ of Irons were far easier to discern.  Before club ‘business’ had taken him out of town for a mysteriously long period, to Ted he may have been nothing more than an old friend who always caused trouble, but to Lizzy, he’d been something very different.  To Lizzy, the lean and caramel-skinned sixty-something-year-old had been a physically blessed and very energetic sex partner - more than able to hold his own against Simon until club business had taken him out of the running.

Despite this and that he and Lizzy had been intimate several times in early 2021, Ted’s protective attitude (and no doubt a few choice words) had meant that he’d not tried to see Lizzy since his return to Charleston a month ago.

But the fact that tonight had been a joint invitation offered by both Ted and Irons told me that something had shifted – or was about to shift!

Irons’ intentions were and always had been clear – but they’d been held in check by Irons’ desire not to get on the wrong side of Ted.  But if Ted was no longer blocking Irons from spending an evening with Lizzy and me, what did that say about Ted’s wider intentions?  And the knock-on effect this would in turn have on Irons’ intentions.

‘Wheels-within-wheels!’ I thought to myself as we sped up the I526 with me clinging on to Irons’ lean and lanky frame – hardly the most dignified or manly of positions!

I was happy that Lizzy accepting the invite and dressing to tease showed that my passionate, normally bubbly wife was finally showing signs of returning.  But I was also worried about what Irons might try tonight – especially with Lizzy dressed the way she was. 

My mind turned away from Ted and Irons’ intentions, to my own and Lizzy’s intentions. 

For me, I was a greedy boy – I was like Goldilocks, wanting my porridge just right.  I wanted Lizzy to get her needs met while I was away, and I wanted to enjoy my own vicarious thrill from continuing to live out my long-time fantasies about Lizzy and other guys.  But after the huge scare we’d had in England, I think the timing was too soon for anything more than baby steps tonight.

But my fear was that Irons wasn’t the kind of guy who did ‘baby steps’.  I suspected that – especially when he saw what Lizzy was wearing under her leather jacket – he’d be full-on to pick up exactly where he’d left off before his mysterious disappearance.  Something that all my instincts told me Lizzy wasn’t ready for yet and something I hoped Ted had enough sway with Irons to keep under control.

~~~~~    

As we arrived at the clubhouse on the lake’s western side, the sun was setting – creating a truly memorable sunset as the red ball sat half below the horizon and half throwing its golden beauty over the peaceful surface.

If the surface was still and full of nature’s beauty, the same couldn’t be said for the air around the lake – filled with a different kind of beauty.  The man-made beauty of dozens of V-twin Harley engines revving up and down, making the lakeside resonate as much noise as possible with their distinctive roar.  A man-made beauty that I’m sure most of the bikers thought far superior to nature’s version of beauty.  Not an argument I was prepared to have with any of the various leather-clad, aggressive looking Vets milling around drinking and smoking.

Irons and Ted made some introductions – for Lizzy, re-introductions.  The club president, KK – the guy with a resemblance to Marlon Brando’s psychotic Colonel Kurtz in Apocalypse Now – strolled across and effortlessly pushed his way into the little group.

“Well, hello there, Missy!  If it isn’t our prick-teasing, slutty little schoolteacher back again!” he drawled in his distinctive southern accent. 

“Didn’t expect to see you around these parts again, Missy!  Not after you totally lost it and put on such a show for all the guys!  Thought you’d be too embarrassed to show your face around here…”

Fuck!  We’d been here less than two minutes and things already seemed to be sliding sideways!  My Adam’s Apple felt like sandpaper as it gulped up and down – what the hell was going to happen next?

Unlike me, Lizzy seemed surprisingly chilled. Unzipping her leathers, she smiled as she saw KK’s glassy, psychotic eyes immediately latch onto her cleavage and her barely concealed nipples.

“Me, not come back?  Oh, Mr. Kurtz, I’m made of sterner stuff than that?  Us teachers, even us slutty teachers, are already used to handling hoards of uncontrollable kids,” she purred, smiling as she let the gentle insult sink in.

Pulling her jacket off and pulling her shoulders back, she winked at him.  “Aren’t fearless girls like us exactly the kind of girls you like having around your clubhouse?” she teased, pushing her chest out at him.

KK let out a huge belly laugh then turned to me – thankfully his look less psychotic, more friendly, as he put his hand on my shoulder.

“You must be Jim?  Ted tells me you’re good people … that you were there for him when Rachel passed … any friend of Ted’s is always welcome in my clubhouse…”

He reached to shake my hand – him and the whole set-up a strange mix of Military attitudes and biker mayhem – before turning back to Lizzy.

“And any man married to this firecracker and keeping her on a leash for so long deserves respect,” he chuckled, turning his head and winking at Lizzy.

“Okay, teach … all I ask is that you make your mind up what you’re here for tonight and stick to it … don’t go leading my boys on and then changing your mind … understood?”

“Understood!” Lizzy smiled back, as if butter wouldn’t melt in her sweet, angelic mouth.  A thought that reminded me just what she’d used that sweet mouth of hers for the last time she was here in the clubhouse.

~~~~~    

The next hour or so was a strange time.  We’d come with Irons – the first time he and Lizzy had seen each other for many months - and he was definitely showing signs of wanting to spend time with her, but because of her behavior, a toing and froing game seemed to develop.

When he was away from whichever group we were in, Irons would catch a little smile or look from Lizzy, and he’d come over.  But then when he did arrive, Lizzy wouldn’t be rude, but she wasn’t as friendly as Irons had wanted or expected, so after a few minutes, he’d move away.  The whole pattern repeated several times as the beers went down.

It was Ted who finally broke the pattern, sauntering over to his gaunt and slightly morose looking ex-comrade and slapping his back.  “Hey, buddy, fancy a game of pool with your old pal, your old squeeze and her hubby?”

Despite Lizzy’s earlier mixed messages, although his ego forced him to try and hide his enthusiasm, he accepted Ted’s offer.  Happy to be close to Lizzy but a little disgruntled when Ted insisted on putting him and Lizzy on different teams – USMC Vets versus the suburban civvies.

It was only after a big loss in frame one and a change of team that things became unequivocally more friendly between Lizzy and Irons.  Now that they were teammates, it became impossible for Lizzy to keep up her ‘up and down’ teasing routine.  It started out as heads and bodies close in huddles to discuss tactics and shot selection, but it soon morphed into Irons close behind Lizzy as he helped her with shots – whether she needed the help or not.

It wasn’t as outrageous as the last time (but then Lizzy had been topless), but there were certainly plenty of ‘accidental’ brushes of leather against braless boobs and shapely butt cheeks being unnecessarily pushed back into the groin area of my wife’s would be coach.

And when it wasn’t their shot, they’d still stand closer than was normal – the spark and chemistry from months ago clear to everyone in the room.  The lingering eye contact; the playful banter and teasing, leading to blushing and frequent wide-eyed, happy smiles between them; the mirrored body language when one or other would drink, smile or touch their faces.  You’d have had to be blind not to see the signs and realize the meaning.

Seeing them like this, as Ted and I stood around in our pairing, I took the chance to dig into what I’d been wondering about on the ride over – what were his intentions in all of this? 

“Ted, I got something to ask.”

“Fire away, Jim, I’m an open book,” he grinned, “besides, an old leatherneck like me could never hide anything from a college guy like you!”

I smiled back – despite our hugely different backgrounds, he knew how much I respected his wisdom and intelligence.  Which was why he so often teased me about our differences in life chances and education.

“What I don’t get, Ted, is why you arranged tonight?  Day one, you told us that Irons was trouble and was someone to avoid.  Now here you are, knowing what Lizzy and I have just been through, and you’re co-sponsoring this trip to put the two of them back together!  Back together, where it all started out between the two of them.  I just don’t get it, Ted!  What’s going on in that cunning, wise old head of yours?”

Sighing deeply, Ted pulled me a little further away from the table.  “Look, Jim … it’s like this … I know what you and Lizzy have been through, but I’ve seen the signs … Lizzy’s just about done with the ‘mourning phase’ for what happened … she’s come to terms with the pain she caused, she’s mourned for her feelings for Simon … so take it from someone who’s spent a lifetime reading people, she’s almost ready to get back on the horse, and I’ve kept Irons away as long as I can … so, if anything is going to happen, better it happens in front of you so there’s no secrets … nothing hidden … wasn’t that one of the lessons from what went wrong with Simon in the end?”

Listening to his hushed tones – he’d had to get real close to be heard over the loud rock music – a wave of gratefulness washed over me, that Lizzy and I had a friend like Ted.  A friend who was physically close, who was fiercely protective and who was blessed with deep wisdom when it came to reading people.

He could see the indecision on my face.  But he didn’t bully me, he just added one simple sentence.  “Come on, Jim … whatever your personal thoughts and feelings, look at the way Lizzy’s dressed?  Doesn’t that tell you something?”

Seeing my look of acceptance, he simply squeezed my shoulder and asked, “Like I said, if something’s gonna happen, better you see it … wouldn’t you rather it’s all out in the open?”


Chapter 3

While Ted and I had been deep in conversation, Lizzy had made two difficult shots and then must have missed, because now she and Irons were the two with heads close together – heads close together as they grinned and stared at me and Ted while they whispered to each other.

“What’s so funny?” I asked Lizzy, suddenly feeling on edge and insecure.  Or should I say, even more on edge than when I’d entered this wild den of iniquity.

“We could ask you and Ted the same thing!  Couldn’t we, Lizzy?”  I’d asked the question to Lizzy, but it was Irons who answered – who answered as he slipped his arm possessively around my wife’s waist as he spoke.

“Irons has got a good point, honey!” she grinned, pushing her hips and body closer to Irons, her own arm snaking around his waist in a way guaranteed to wind me up.

Ted had been right.  One hundred percent right.  The way she’d dressed tonight, the way she was behaving, even the simple act of agreeing to come here tonight all pointed in one unavoidable direction.  Something had flipped – she was done worrying and grieving, she was ready to start living again.

~~~~~    

I was just about to answer Lizzy’s smartass question when suddenly there was a huge commotion from the bar area.  First the unmistakable sounds of heels followed by multiple thudding boots.  Then a high-pitched squeal followed by a female voice shrieking, “No, no … I don’t want all of you Texas longhorns!”

Lizzy and I turned as one – it was Roxy.  Roxy the twenty-something stripper cum low-end pornstar, Roxy with the mountainous Forty or Forty-Two H or J’s bobbling on her chest.  Roxy who’d been Lizzy’s partner in crime and pool partner on my wife’s only previous visit to the club.  Roxy who’d played with Lizzy’s boobs until she’d gotten bored and dragged her male pool partner off to find somewhere to fuck.  Roxy who was only dressed in the tiniest of skirts and the skimpiest of bras – a bra that defied the laws of physics as somehow it managed to keep those two huge hooters of hers restrained.

“Come on, pretty girl … don’t be so mean spirited … we came all this way … heard all about you n’ those two massive melons of yours … n’ now you saying me n’ the boys not gonna get a chance to wet our whistles … not gonna get a chance to sample that sweet little peach of yours?  Well, that ain’t right hospitable, is it?”

The guy speaking – a very burly, olive-skinned looking middle-aged guy decked out in leathers and denim waistcoat – looked to be the leader of a gang of a half-dozen similarly dressed guys.

“Come on, sweetbutt, Black Beard over there told us what a great lay you are … we just want to try you out for ourselves, see what all the fuss is about,” he continued, grabbing Roxy by the hips and lifting her up onto the wooden bar top, sending several glasses flying.

“Noooo!  I don’t want all of you!” she squealed, looking over at Black Beard, the guy she’d fucked on Lizzy’s last visit.

“You know the rules, Roxy … you’re only a sweetbutt, property of the club … do what the club says until you get to become someone’s Old Lady,” he told her sternly.  Something in the way she looked at him told me she had a thing for him, that she saw her next step up as becoming Black Beard’s Old Lady.

“Look, Roxy, if you wanna do right by me and the club, you’ll do what Carlos wants … show him and the other Lonestar Vets a little Carolina hospitality!”

His voice still stern and as he stepped closer to emphasize his point, nodding at Carlos as if to say, ‘club property, what’s ours is yours, tonight she’s yours to do with as you wish.’

Black Beard turned away to talk to some of his buddies.  Roxy’s fate seemed sealed as Carlos reached behind her back to unhook her bra, fixing her with a stare as he roughly mauled her boobs and dared her to protest.

Lizzy made a half-step forward, but found her way barred by Irons’ arm across her chest.

“Irons?” she asked, looking at him with concern which bordered on panic at what was about to happen.

“Leave it, Lizzy!”  His words were soft but firm.  “Roxy knew the rules … besides, from what I know about Roxy, once she realizes it’s gonna happen, she’ll most likely enjoy it … this ain’t exactly her first rodeo!”

“But Irons!  There’s eight of them!”  Lizzie squawked.  “Eight of them!”

“She knew the rules!”

She looked across at Ted.  His face was sad – he just shook his head at Lizzy and mouthed the word, ‘Sorry.’

By now Roxy’s skirt had been pushed up around her waist and her panties ripped off before Carlos pushed her flat on the bar top – they obviously intended to make a show of this.  If she’d not been so reluctant, maybe the Lonestar Vets would have allowed her the privacy of one of the back rooms.  But as it was, her resistance meant they wanted to make an example of her – to show who had the power, who were the honored guests!

Carlos – burly, swarthy Carlos – had unbuckled his belt, pulled down his pants and was busy teasing Roxy’s clit with the tip of his circumcised cock.

For a few moments Roxy was staring past her huge boobs as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing and feeling, but then one of the other guys with Longhorn patches pulled her head down so it hung awkwardly upside down and over the end of the bar.  Then he unbuckled, clambered up onto a beer crate, pulled Roxy’s jaws apart and thrust his member all the way into the back of her newly elongated throat.

With his pubes tickling Roxy’s nose, he nodded at his leader, Carlos – message clear, ‘her mouth’s plugged, boss, you can take her and fuck her how you like now.’

Carlos didn’t need to be asked twice, firmly grasping Roxy’s young, shapely hips, the visiting president slammed all the way deep into the welcome present that KK, Irons and the other club members had decided to offer up as a welcome gift to the Texan vets.

As he started pumping away with rapid, violent thrusts, the whole club heard the unmistakable sounds and moans of Roxy responding to the pummeling Carlos’s dick was giving her.

“Mmmm … mmmm … mmmm…”  She was being given such a pounding that her moans were audible even though her mouth was plugged.

The guy doing the plugging just shrugged – oh well, if she’s gonna be that noisy, I may as well have my own fun – and gripped her jaw in a vicelike grip as he started fucking her throat as fast and deep as his boss was fucking her pussy.

“Mmmm … mmmm … mmmm…”  She was still moaning, but now the tone was changing.  Less reluctance and resistance, now more moans as her body’s physiology started to betray her.  The moans sounding like she was still half resisting, but also now half enjoying the pleasure messages her pussy was sending to her brain.  An impression backed up by the way her breathing was becoming short and ragged - the breathing pattern we all make - as her pleasure nodes got elevated.

Looking across at Lizzy – Irons’ arm still across her chest, just in case she still thought of intervening – I saw that her own cheeks were flushed, a color I took to be partly anger and partly arousal.  Her jaw was clenched and her eyes looked glazed over – almost as if despite what she knew about the club, and despite what she herself had done here with Irons, she still couldn’t believe what was happening to Roxy.  Roxy the girl she’d played pool with and who she’d joked around with.

As the grunting and moaning continued from the bar-cum-stage, I felt a need to step over to Lizzy and check she was okay.  But even before I could get around the pool table, things changed.  Roxy’s breathing and moans had told everyone she was close – so with cruel laughter, Carlos withdrew, leaving her high and dry until locomotive number two coupled up with his dick in Roxy’s pussy – when he and Carlos judged she’d calmed down enough.  Coupled up so the train they were pulling on huge-boobed young Roxy – Roxy who wanted to graduate up from sweetbutt to Old Lady – could continue.

“Lizzy, honey … you okay?”

I had to ask twice before she even registered my presence.

“Lizzy?”

“It’s disgusting, Jim!  She didn’t want this!” she spat at me, anger burning in her eyes.

“She knew the rules!”

It was Irons speaking.  She’d spoken to me, but he’d answered the question.

“Besides which, if you look more closely, Lizzy, I think your friend Roxy’s rather enjoying herself!”

She seemed determined not to look, so Irons turned her head from me and back towards the bar.

Sure enough, Roxy’s hips were beginning to vibrate in a way that could only mean one thing.  One thing that meant locomotive number two immediately decoupled himself – until Roxy had cooled down enough that it was safe for the next guy to move in so the train could continue.

“I’ve seen enough!  The way those animals are treating poor Roxy, it’s inhuman!  Absolutely barbaric and inhuman!”  Lizzy spat out. 

“Jim, take me home!”  Yes dear – just one small problem. We’d both been pillion passengers coming here.

Ted – always the man of action – looked across at Irons.  “Speak to you tomorrow, buddy!”

Then he led me and Lizzy outside, making sure to say brief goodbyes to his old comrade-in-arms, KK.

Taking my phone – Lizzy and I were both still in a state of shock – he called an Uber for me and gave me my marching orders.

“They won’t come all the way up to the lake side – they know what this place is, they won’t risk it … besides, the track’s only really suitable for bikes or SUVs … go down the track to where the street lighting ends, I’ll wait with Lizzy until you text me you’re in the Uber, then I’ll follow you home with Lizzy on the bike…”

Anyone else, anyone but Ted, no way I’d have gone away and left Lizzy close to such a dangerous place.  But it was Ted, a man I’d trust with my life – besides which, I didn’t really see any alternative!

~~~~~    

The journey home went off without a hitch.  We said our goodnights to Ted who reassured us everything would be fine – that he’d square things off with KK and Irons tomorrow, explain away why we’d left so suddenly.

That bit was all standard and straightforward.  But what wasn’t straightforward was Lizzy’s very mixed behavior when we’d showered and gotten into bed.

At first she declined my offer to talk – opting instead for silence and me just giving her a quiet and reassuring cuddle.

This lasted ten or maybe fifteen minutes, and was followed by the most violent and vituperative of verbal squalls.  She called Carlos, all of Carlos’s gang, KK, Irons and anyone else she could think of the most vile and hideous of names.  From the way she was talking Roxy was a saint and a martyr – a cross between Mother Theresa and the Virgin Mary – and every single male in the club deserved out-and-out castration.

This squall of bile and hate was even shorter – maybe five or ten minutes – before Lizzy went back into super-quiet, needing a husbandly cuddle, mode.

But what surprised the fuck out of me was what came next.  A platonic snuggle with her facing away from me – lost deep within her thoughts, changing into her butt being ever so softly pushed back onto the front of my PJs. 

This camouflaged but totally discernible push then in turn morphing into a gentle gyration, as if she was massaging my slowly engorging cock.  Which finally gave way to a full-on rampant woman who – without offering a single word of explanation – sucked me to hardness. 

Sucked me to hardness, pushed me down on the bed – just like Roxy had been pushed down on the bar – and then proceeded to mount me and ride me.  Still with no words spoken as she rode me, not even a look at me.  Her eyes off somewhere in the distance, her mind a world away. 

As she rode me, as we both came, I knew exactly what she was thinking, where her mind was at – but I was too tired and frightened to face it right now.

Tomorrow would do.  I still had most of Friday before I needed to fly back to Bangkok.  I’d persuade Lizzy to take a personal day tomorrow, then we could have a lie-in and a long, leisurely lunch.  Then we could talk about the craziness that had happened tonight and about what Ted reckoned about Lizzy’s state of mind.  Or at least what he’d reckoned about her state of mind before she’d reacted so angrily to what had happened with her friend Roxy.  Reacted so angrily before fucking me half to death.

Both of us physically and emotionally spent, we cuddled.  I sighed deeply – so many things were up in the air and late tomorrow I’d be flying away for the best part of another month.


Chapter 4

Friday 3rd  September 2021

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked, wrapping my arms around her neck and spooning up to her as I awoke to find her idly scrolling her phone.

Flicking her head to look at me, she didn’t appear to understand the question.

“Last night … last night when we got home … I don’t think I’ve ever seen you so confused … introspective, withdrawn, screaming with anger, then full on horny … just what’s going on, honey…

“Do you wanna talk about it?” I asked as sensitively and lovingly as I could, rewarded by Lizzy pivoting round to look me full on.  The muscles on her face telling me last night’s anger was back – but thankfully on much reduced power.

“How could they?  Just how could they?” she said in full-on exasperation.  “She’s just a girl trying to win acceptance, and they treat her like that!  They don’t have the heart and decency to understand what’s driven her into the life she lives … instead they’re just like a pack of vultures … picking at her vulnerabilities for their own sub-human, selfish pleasures…”

I said nothing.  Listening was more important.  I just looked deep into her eyes, showed her I was here for her.  I allowed a long silence to sit between us - giving her words and thoughts the respect they needed, so she knew she’d been heard and understood.  Creating the space and environment so we could discuss the third part of her reaction.  The part that her anger and words didn’t explain.  The part that seemed unfathomable if she really felt that upset and angry at what had happened to Roxy.

“I agree, honey … we all agree … Ted was super-embarrassed, whatever the rules of the club, whatever Roxy did or didn’t understand, you just don’t treat someone like that…

“Hell, I think even Irons was ashamed and embarrassed,” I added before another short silence to preface what we both knew I needed to ask.

“Sweetie, I get all of that … but what I don’t get is how come you were so horny and passionate afterwards … I haven’t seen you like that in ages … it’s like you were a woman possessed … all the anger, then suddenly that!”

Lizzy blushed, the color rising to her cheeks, suddenly from nowhere now a rosy red.  She visibly gulped.  I could see all kinds of thoughts were racing round her head, but it was ages before she was ready to share.

“It was nothing to do with last night,” she stammered, the angle of her jaw almost daring me to challenge her.  “Nothing to do with last night, it was all a delayed reaction to what happened with Simon … I think it was a reaction to all the stress and worry finally being over … it was relief and happiness that we’ve put that unhappy chapter of our lives to bed so now we can move on and get back to being happy … get back to being who we really are…”

Wow!

There was so much there. 

Some bits I believed and knew were true – certainly true in terms of what Lizzy wanted, or thought she wanted.

But so many bits of what she said didn’t make sense.  The timing – the timing was all about last night and Roxy, not about Simon.  And ‘getting back to who we really are’ – if she really believed that, then why had she dressed up in a provocative way, a way guaranteed to attract the attentions of Irons and all the other guys in the club.  And when she’d been playing pool with Irons as her partner – she hadn’t exactly been her old self!  The way they so openly flirted, the way she did nothing to hide the obvious chemistry between the two of them.  That wasn’t Lizzy being her old self – as Ted had correctly surmised, it was Lizzy finally recovered from what had happened with Simon and deciding to dip a toe back in the water in a none too subtle way!

In all our years together, Lizzy and I had always been open with each other – even when it was difficult.  Even with Simon, she’d been open with me about their shared attraction and her growing feelings for him.

But something about what had happened with Roxy and those seven guys had confused the hell out of Lizzy.  So much so that for the first time that I could remember, she wasn’t prepared to be honest with me – and maybe not even with herself!

~~~~~    

“Okay,” I replied, my voice halting and uncertain.  If she wasn’t able to face and discuss reality right now, if she needed to hide behind a veneer, then for now I needed to do the same.

“Well, honey … if that’s the case, I’m glad you’re finally over Simon!” I smiled.  “As I’ve got to fly out later, how’s about we celebrate by you taking a personal day and you and me have a lovely romantic, loving husband and wife day together … before we lose each other for the next three weeks?”

Her raised eyebrow told me she was unconvinced.  Even though the school had signed off on her ‘emergency’ family trip to England, Lizzy still felt she needed to be on best behavior, so the thought of a zero-notice personal day didn’t sit well.

“Honey, three weeks!  I’ll be gone for three weeks … no Simon, no Irons … no Anong for me … surely one little personal day won’t hurt?”

I could see she was weakening.

“I’ll even throw in shopping!”  I offered, using my last roll of the dice.  “Charleston Place, then King St?  Gucci, Louis Vuitton … then the antiques quarter … lunch on King St?”

“You’ll be the death of me, Mr. James Sharp,” she moaned, trying to mask her smile.

“And you’ll be the death of my credit card, Mrs. James Sharp!” I shot back, resorting to the well-trodden cliché.  But after all the traumas with Simon, also taking the chance to remind her which man it was to whom she’d made solemn vows.

~~~~~    

One thousand dollars, twelve hours, three (three!!) fucks and one lunch later I was sat tired but happy accepting Etihad’s finest business class scotch as we cruised eastward out of Atlanta.

The scotch was excellent, and my last day with Lizzy had been even more excellent.  But the two together only went a small way to comfort me about the conversation Lizzy and I HADN’T had.

The conversation linked to what the hell was really going on in her mind.  Accepting the invite to the club, dressing like that, flirting with Irons – and then the total shift into reverse gear.  A total shift followed by the horniest I’d seen her in years – but a horniness she wasn’t prepared to own up to!

Ted, in his hard-earned wisdom, had said that whatever was going to happen needed to be fully out in the open.

The only trouble was, the way Lizzy and I had left things was the opposite of this safe, wise course!

~~~~~    

“Welcome weary traveler!” she beamed.

She didn’t have to meet me at the airport.  Especially now that our status as friends with benefits was on hold.  And especially not at six-thirty on a Sunday morning!

But Anong was nothing if not diligent, and we did have a Monday morning meeting with Mr. Fung.

Maybe I was flattering myself, but my instincts also told me that she reckoned the more time I spent around her – breathing in her perfume, admiring her shapely curves –the greater the chance that I’d weaken and have to call home to Lizzy to tell her I’d ‘fallen off the wagon’ on our joint endeavor to return to a state of shared monogamy.

“Welcome to you too!” I managed to smile.  Even after twenty-four hours of travelling, a woman like Anong would spike any male’s energy levels.  Especially in the tight red dress she was wearing – tight to emphasize her curves, short skirt to show off her thighs and legs and with a low-cut frontage that showed the fullness of a chest augmented by her cheating ex-husband.

A full, friends-only hug, a smell of her hair and a lively conversation as we walked across the concourse had me yearning for her.  A craving that was both physical and emotional, a set of thoughts and feelings that made me reflect on just how easy it must have been for Lizzy to fall for Simon. 

If all Lizzy and I had used were a series of one-night stands to deal with our physical separation, things would have been a whole lot safer.  But the game we’d tried – each with a single, long-term lover was a whole lot more dangerous.  My difficulty in resisting the attraction between Anong and I, a constant reminder of how difficult it had been for Lizzy.

The next few days were totally focused on work during the daytime.  Anong and I ate together most evenings, but even this had a heavy work focus, although sometimes we’d talk family stuff or she’d tease me about how long I’d be able to resist her feminine wiles.

Lizzy and I would manage to speak twice a day – before her work, just after I’d finished and then again in her late evening which was just before I went to work.  The timings perfectly aligned so she could discreetly confirm that I was being ‘a good boy’, sticking to my side of our monogamy deal. 

Our call just after I’d finished work allowing her to chat to her new bestie Anong – giving her a chance to exercise her female antenna as to whether anything was or wasn’t happening between me and her sexy friend.  Our call before I headed to work allowing her to do a ‘bed check’ that there were no signs or evidence that Anong had stayed overnight with me.  (Although a couple of times Anong did tease me about maybe stopping by for breakfast just to wind Lizzy up!  Or maybe leaving a bra or thong strategically draped where Lizzy might see it!)

It was only at the weekend that time differences and our respective work calendars allowed Lizzy and I to have a proper chat.  But when we did have proper quality time that first Saturday and Sunday, what happened gave me huge food for thought.


Chapter 5

Saturday 11th  September 2021

One week down, only two to go before I’d be flying back to my loved ones.  Despite the project’s continuing problems – we’d had successes in the week, but we definitely weren’t out of the woods yet - I’d treated myself to a whole day off.  Even talk of work had been banned when Anong had joined me for dinner.  Anong taking great pleasure in rubbing her very obviously braless boobs against my chest as she’d said her goodnights.  Giving me a totally exaggerated, simpering look of desire as we stood next to the bank of elevators and she blew me a goodnight kiss.  Her message couldn’t have been clearer as she wiggled her ass towards the exit – ‘you sure you don’t want me to keep you warm tonight?’

Collapsing into my suite’s sofa, I breathed a sigh of relief – I’d come a lot closer to giving in than Anong imagined.  Or maybe she did know, that’s why she’d tried so hard!  Like Lizzy, her antenna and EQ were a lot better developed than my overly structured, overly logical male brain permitted.

I allowed myself a small gin and tonic and five minutes cool down time before I rang home.  Eight p.m. Bangkok time meant nine a.m. Charleston – after her busy Monday to Friday with her class, Lizzy looked forward to her Saturday morning lie-ins.  If I’d been at home, by now I’d be coming up the stairs with a Saturday morning tray of coffee, juice and croissants for her.  A tray which told her how much I loved and treasured her, how much I appreciated how tired she was and how much I was hoping my show of TLC would mean I’d get lucky when post-tray cuddle turned into something more satisfying.

Shaking my head, I realized I was daydreaming – a sure sign of just how much I was missing Lizzy after these last nine months of separation.

Best way to fix that?  I couldn’t fly home, but I could stop moping, call home and spend the next hour-plus talking to the woman who owned my heart.

Chatting to Lizzy really lifted my heart.  Despite having to make her own coffee and croissants, she was on great form - full of stories about the kids (the two little cuties, Serena and Venus, taking prominent roles) and also about our granddaughter, Rachel Jr.

But what had started as a relaxing and refreshing call suddenly turned very different after half-an-hour when the doorbell rang.  Lizzy said she wasn’t expecting anyone so my first thought was that maybe it was an Amazon delivery for Caitlin – the location of her home at the back of the property meant her parcels got delivered to us.

But two minutes later I was thoroughly disabused of this safe and platonic explanation when I heard a voice I’d heard very little these last few months.

~~~~~    

“Jimbo!  My luck’s in today!”  What the hell did that mean?

“Irons!  To what do we owe the pleasure?”  Spiky, aggressive?  You bet!  Just what the hell was Irons doing calling at my family home at this time on a Saturday morning?  Scratch that.  Just what the hell was Irons doing calling around on Lizzy at such an early hour on a Saturday morning?

After Lizzy’s super-confused reaction to what had happened to Roxy at the clubhouse, and after what Ted had told us way back in January about Irons being trouble, I’d been desperately hoping that Lizzy’s disgust at the MC club antics would outweigh any attraction she might feel for Irons.

If she needed a bed partner for the remaining months of my absence, after what had happened with Simon, there had to be someone more ‘middle of the road’ and safe than a guy described by Ted as ‘Trouble’!  If words like that from an ex-USMC Gunny didn’t set the standard for worry and risk, I don’t know what did!

“Jim, I’m glad I caught you and Lizzy together … I can kill two birds with one stone … apologize to both of you in one go…

“What happened with Roxy … it was wrong … there’s no excuse for it … and I just want to say sorry to you both that it happened … that it shocked and embarrassed you folks…

His head was flicking between Lizzy and me.  Lizzy was making eye contact and looked appreciative of his apology, and he did look genuinely sorry – but then again, words are cheap, especially when you have an ulterior motive!

“Thanks, Irons … you didn’t have to come and apologize … I know we were your guests, but it wasn’t you who was doing those things to Roxy … and I know you were powerless to stop it, that only KK could really have maybe stopped it…”

Now I was really confused!  Was this the same woman who’d been boiling over with anger and rage at how her friend Roxy was treated?

Hadn’t she labelled the actions of Irons’ friends ‘barbaric’ and ‘inhumane’?  Hadn’t she labelled the visitors – and by inference Irons who let it happen – as ‘vultures’ and ‘sub-human’?  Hadn’t she been so outraged and disgusted that she’d stormed out and demanded to be taken home?

Yet this same woman was now reassuring Irons that it was all okay … that she understood and didn’t hold him accountable.

Lizzy’s change of tack caused a slowly-building ball of fire in my gut.  This total change of tack, when put next to her strangely horny behavior at the end of that evening, spelt the opposite of what I was hoping for.  It signaled that her shock and outrage had mellowed – and that whatever thoughts and feelings had caused her to accept Irons’ invite, and to dress in a way guaranteed to attract him, were back and influencing her behavior.

“Lizzy,” now he was addressing just her, and I was seemingly forgotten, “thanks for being so understanding, but I hate that I made you feel so uncomfortable … that we showed the club in such a bad light … that you left THEN … thinking Roxy was unwilling and not having fun…”

I was definitely overlooked now – this was all between the two of them – and I had the strongest of feelings that Irons was slowly and cleverly reeling Lizzy in, and that she wasn’t exactly unhappy at the prospect of being reeled in.

“What do you mean ‘left THEN’?” she asked, cheeks inflamed with interest and inquisitiveness – the same woman who’d dressed so provocatively suddenly back in the room.

“Well, let’s just say Roxy didn’t get much rest that night … and she seemed to love every minute of it … and she was real happy that it made Black Beard really happy with her, that it made the visitors happy with his hospitality and gave him kudos…”

“She really loved all of that?” Lizzy whispered, her voice super slow and quiet, her wide eyes reinforcing she could barely believe what Irons was saying.

“You saw it yourself, Liz, honey … sure, she resisted a bit at first … but that was maybe just for pride, her self-respect … even before you left, she was all excited … right on the edge … she’d have cum if the guys hadn’t decided to tease her…”

Lizzy’s cheeks were flushed, her eyes glazed over as Irons took her all the way back to that night.

“And then, after you left, you wouldn’t believe it, Liz, baby … Roxy lapped it up … loved all the cock … all the attention … there was no holding her back … she just carried on cumming, always wanted more and more cock … wouldn’t say ‘no’, and when the guys couldn’t get it up anymore, she wouldn’t take ‘no’ for answer, she went down on them, mouth like a vacuum cleaner, sucking them, sticking her fingers up their asses until they were hard again, could give her what she wanted…”

Lizzy’s face was really flushed now, her voice dry and barely audible.  “Really … she was really like that?  Roxy was like that?”

“It made Black Beard happy, and you’ve seen how needy she is … I don’t know what happened growing up, but you saw how needy for approval she is!  Imagine how ‘approved’ she felt at the end of an evening with seven guys … seven guys, and the rest!”

Lizzy was struck dumb.  Speechless.  She looked at Irons, lost in her own world of unvoiced thoughts.  Irons was enjoying it, savoring it – looking into Lizzy’s eyes until I finally realized I was still connected.  Able to intervene.

“Well, Irons … thanks for the apology … and it was good of you to pop over to make things right, to apologize … be sure to say ‘hi’ to Ted from me when you see him…”

~~~~~    

Lizzy and my call had been somewhat stilted and stop-start after I’d dismissed Irons.  I could tell that Lizzy was in shock from the picture that Irons had painted.

I struggled to sleep that night and the next day – a day of weekend working – I struggled to focus.  I was too worried by the change I’d seen in Lizzy – by the signs I’d seen.

Anong noticed my distraction, but I didn’t feel like opening up to her.  Most of me trusted her, but a small part of me wondered if I shared about Irons she might somehow find a way to use it to get her and me back together in our friends-with-benefits relationship.  Not an altogether unpleasant prospect, but a complication I didn’t need right now!  Not when I was trying to stop a troublemaker like Irons from resuming his relationship with Lizzy.

At the end of our Sunday of work, Anong suggested dinner, for the first time in ages I politely declined.

“Sorry, stuff on my mind, family stuff back home … I need a little space right now,” I shrugged, pulling my best apologetic face.  Anong and I had been so close before the whole Simon thing had exploded that I felt really, really guilty about not sharing and keeping her on the outside.

Anong accepted my explanation and, unlike the night before, didn’t try and use her body to change my mind.  But as she gave me an almost chaste and sisterly goodnight kiss, I knew I’d piqued her interest and that before long she’d probably contact her bestie Lizzy to find out what ‘family stuff back home’ really meant.

With Anong gone, I had a quiet in-room dinner as I pondered how I’d approach the topic with Lizzy.

Before I’d flown out, the time hadn’t been right to push her on how turned on she seemed to be after she’d witnessed what had happened with Roxy at the club.  But after what I’d seen yesterday, how she’d reacted to Irons apology and description of what had happened after she’d left, I knew I had no option but to push Lizzy to share where her mind was at right now.

I was ready to call Lizzy around seven p.m. my time, but that was an hour too early so I bided my time until I called her an hour later at nine Charleston time.

I needn’t have bothered waiting, because when I did call I found Lizzy was up and busy.  Up and busy with Irons.


Chapter 6

Sunday 12th  September 2021

“Hey, baby!”

Taking my FaceTime call, Lizzy seemed a lot more energized than she normally did at nine in the morning.  Of the two of us, I’d always been the early bird – but something back in Charleston had Lizzy way more revved up than normal.

She was also in the kitchen, another abnormal thing for her – nine a.m. she’d normally still be in bed on a Sunday.

“You look happy!  Anything I should know about?” I asked, the look between us making clear I was harking back to the kinds of things that had happened with Simon.  The good AND the bad things that had happened with him.

“I am happy … remember how yesterday I said I wasn’t looking forward to doing your winter yard chores today…”

I did remember, I’d always been more the gardener than Lizzy ever would be, but she’d reluctantly agreed to my request that with her man away, she’d fill in for me by spending Sunday prepping the yard for winter.  Removing this year’s spent petunias and trimming back hydrangea and azalea bushes so they’d bloom well in the spring.

“… well, later, after you rang off, Irons called … told me all over again just how sorry he was about the club, and asked me if there was anything he could do to really show how sorry he really is…”

With that my beaming wife pressed the reverse lens button and held up the phone to the kitchen window – a window through which I could see a tall, lean and bald-headed black figure facing away from the camera as he struggled to uproot a particularly large clump of bindweed which I’d meant to tackle on my last trip home.

Given everything I’d witnessed these last few months, what I was seeing now shouldn’t have had even the smallest of effects on me.  But for some reason, it did.  I’d seen Lizzy have the most loud and sordid of sex sessions with Simon and also with Irons, but somehow seeing his dark, heavily tattooed body in my backyard doing my husbandly chores had a disproportionate effect on me.  The tightness in my chest, the swirling acids in the pit of my stomach instantly reflecting the mixed stress and excitement in my head.

It was just like last night – when Lizzy had done a full one-eighty to defend and justify Irons’ actions in the club.  Both were signs of the shifting sands in her view of the world and her view of the man who was doing nothing to disguise his desire to step into the shoes so recently vacated by Simon.

Fuck!  Seeing his lean, muscled body covered in sweat … imagining Lizzy stood there in the kitchen quietly enjoying ‘the scenery’ … even the simple details of him using my thick garden gloves and drinking iced tea from my favorite glass … it was all too much for me!  It had my cock filling and my pulse racing as stress and adrenaline confused the fuck out of me.  Evidently Lizzy wasn’t the only one suffering from ten-ten levels of confusion!

“Umm … what do you think, honey?  For a man of his age, don’t you think Irons is in great shape?”

Bitch!  I love you baby, but why are you doing this to me?  You must know what this is doing to me!

“I love the money and security your job gives us, baby,” she teased, the lens still on Iron’s toiling, sinewy body, “but I guess there are benefits from having a less sedentary, more MANLY job … I mean, look at those muscles honey and tell me you’re not just the teeniest bit jealous … and I bet Miss. Anong wouldn’t say no to a roll in the hay with a body like that…”

Now she was really going for it … suggesting my comfort blanket might prefer Irons to my more cerebral charms…

“… And look at all those tats … all those scars … they really speak to life as a WARRIOR … but I guess you’re a kind of warrior too, aren’t you honey?  A wage warrior!”

She’d turned the lens back so I could see her smiling, teasing face. 

“You don’t mind, do you, honey … me teasing you like this?” she asked, her face wreathed with the sweetest, most disingenuous of smiles as she waited patiently, enjoying my discomfort until finally I forced out a tortured ‘No, it’s fine.’

“Great … so nice to have a real man around the house, what with Simon gone and my husband prioritizing his wage-warrioring over his wife’s needs … let me call him in to say ‘hi’ to you,” she grinned, torturing me a little more, her reference to Simon the sharpest of stilettos pushed through my ribs. 

The little minx!  She was loving torturing me like this – but only because she knew I loved it even more than I hated it.

“Hey Jimbo, how ya doin’?” he asked, his smile super-friendly, but the way he was standing and slightly clenching his muscles, designed to send me a message.

Damned modern technology!  Why had I agreed to Lizzy upgrading her ten-year old iPhone to the latest model!?  Looking at those masculine, wartime scars and muscles at three not twelve-megapixel resolution would have been a whole lot easier for my sense of male pride and self-worth!  A whole lot easier but a whole lot less painfully exciting.

“Hey, Irons … kind of you to pop around and help…”

“No problem, man … what with Lizzy’s man away and that sad Limey jerk Simon having scuttled away with his tail between his legs … happy to lend a hand … you know, help with ALL the things you’d do if you were here for Lizzy…”

Fuck!  Now even he was getting in on the act!  Had Lizzy and he rehearsed this as some kind of double act?

“That’s kind,” was all I could think to say to reply to his barely concealed taunt.

“Don’t mention it … honestly, after the other night, and with some of the things Ted has probably told you about me, I’m a little concerned you and Lizzy may have gotten the wrong idea about me … so helping Lizzy around the house with those little ‘honey-dos’ is the least I can do…”

After that the conversation thankfully moved into more normal territory – but what wasn’t normal was the way Lizzy oh-so-casually held the camera at full arm’s length as she moved to stand shoulder-to-shoulder right next to Irons.

It looked so innocent, so natural – a simple act so I could talk to them both.  But she knew damned well the effect it would have on me.  The sight of her pale, feminine beauty, standing right next to the dark-skinned, heavily inked and scarred body of a bad boy like Irons. 

He may have been a good two decades older than Lizzy, but he stood a good head taller than her and his lifestyle meant he was still super fit and super masculine.  She knew damned well that her standing there next to his shiny, sweaty body as we discussed work and school and family would press all my buttons.

Fuck!  It was no good.  Seeing them standing there like that as we chatted, it was impossible to concentrate.  My mind kept going back to how she’d dressed for him the other night at the club.  I kept seeing images in my head from that night nearly a year ago when he’d fucked her in the clubhouse.  Several times Lizzy had to prompt me as my mind was lost in daydreams of her dropping to her knees and tenderly suckling on Iron’s long, thick cock!

In the end I was saved by Lizzy getting an incoming call from our daughter Caitlin.

“Got to go, honey … call you back as soon as I can, honey!”

I nodded, wondering what new heart-stopping tricks she might spring on me in a couple of hours.  Thinking that sleeping tonight wasn’t going to prove easy.

~~~~~    

Several hours passed and still no promised call back from Lizzy.

All sorts of thoughts were going through my head.  Had Irons put the moves on Lizzy?  Or maybe it was the other way around – maybe Lizzy had put the moves on Irons?  After all, they’d been bed buddies earlier in the year, before circumstances had given Simon a free run at Lizzy. 

After two-and-a-half months with only my lovemaking, and even that only on tap one week in four, I could hardly blame Lizzy for succumbing to her natural needs.  After all, hadn’t that been the way things had been headed when she’d accepted the invite to the club – before fate and the boorish activities of the guys from Texas had put a spanner in the works.

My mind conjured up all kinds of images.  Images of Lizzy down on her knees lovingly worshipping the first big cock she’d been able to enjoy in ages.  Images of Lizzy riding pillion on Irons’ hog – pushing her hardened nipples firmly into his back, driving him wild with lust until they reached somewhere suitable that he could ravish her. 

Maybe some roadside rock or table - the perfect height to just bend her over and then slip his giant cock all the way into her depths, continuing as if they’d never stopped, as if there had never been a Simon-shaped hiatus.

Or maybe they had enough self-restraint that they’d got as far as the clubhouse, the two of them intent on reenacting their first time together, rechristening the pool table that Irons had first pinned her to before pushing her face down, squashing her big boobs flat on the green baize and stretching her out with his big shank of a cock.

Or maybe the answer was ‘none of the above’ – neither of them having the patience to even leave the house!  The only question being whether the newly reunited lovers wanted to re-consummate their affair in the bed that Lizzy and I shared OR in the slightly more respectful guest room.  No prizes for guessing which room I had my money on!

My whole body was tingling with massively confused emotions and sensations. 

A big part of me had loved the calm and tranquility of the last few weeks, of knowing that Lizzy wasn’t hooking up with another guy. 

But if I was totally honest, I also had to admit that an equally large part of me missed the excitement and the buzz.

I’d hated how things had ended up with Simon, but I didn’t lie to myself about how exciting I’d found the weeks and months before everything had gone to shit.

And as I sat there nursing a late-night whiskey to help me through the torment of waiting for Lizzy’s call, I wondered if what we really both wanted was a return to that happy time.  Before Simon had fallen in love with Lizzy, before she’d developed feelings for him and he’d tried to steal her away from me.

Wasn’t Irons the perfect candidate? 

He wasn’t a Romeo, a serial seducer like Simon, he wouldn’t try and steal Lizzy away from me. 

I couldn’t pretend to know him well – but aside from Ted’s comments that he could be trouble – he seemed a guy only interested in sex.  A guy who wasn’t interested in romance or getting himself a new relationship.  He seemed a guy interested in straight up and down fucking, fucking a woman as beautiful, sweet and sexy as Lizzy as often as he could while her husband was unavailable on the other side of the world.

Fuck, I was going insane here.  My brain, my heart, my soul all felt like they’d been wired up to the grid as all the thoughts, all the not knowing, all the not knowing what I really wanted slowly fried every part of my being.

Fuck, Lizzy!  After how you wound me up on our last call, you have to know I’m dying here.  Call, damn it, call!!!

~~~~~    

It was well past midnight in Bangkok when Lizzy finally called me back – more than four hours after our daughter’s call had caused her to end our call with a promise of quickly ringing back!

“Sorry, baby … we had to take Rachel Jr to the ER … don’t worry, it was just a little tumble … normal childhood thing … somehow she managed to fall off one of the toddler swings at the park … banged her head, got a few cuts and grazes … but the doc ran all the tests and said she was just fine…”

For the next few minutes we chatted away about Rachel and Caitlin – it’s awfully hard for our daughter to be a single parent – and as we talked, I felt awfully guilty about how I’d let my thoughts run away with me.

As we carried on talking, I really struggled to concentrate. 

I was consumed by guilt that my earlier thoughts had been preoccupied by thoughts about what Lizzy might be doing with Irons – while all the time she’d been busy at the ER with our daughter and granddaughter.

But at the same time, I still couldn’t get my mind off how Lizzy had teased me earlier and how she’d even used Irons to make her teasing more intense.

The guilt, remembering back on the teasing, remembering back on how I’d felt and even more distant memories of Simon, I closed my eyes – feeling like a dizzy, stumbling guy, totally disoriented and something snapped.

“Lizzy, look, now I know everything’s fine with the girls, you and me need to talk about what happened earlier … with Irons, with Irons, your sweating, overly friendly, bare-chested gardener!”

Lizzy actually blushed at this point – as if, retrospectively, she felt guilty about how she and Irons had teased me when she juxtaposed this next to the real realities of family life that we’d spent the last half hour discussing.

“Yeah, sorry about that, hun … maybe I let the game run away with me a little too much…”  As she said the words, the look on her face told me she was thinking about Caitlin and Rachel and her and my roles providing for their needs.

We shared a moment – looking deep into each other’s eyes – both thinking of the clash between the selfish, hedonistic games we’d played these last few months and our family responsibilities.  And even before she spoke, I knew what Lizzy was going to say.

“It was just a bit of harmless fun … but I know what you’re saying, I need to make sure Irons knows nothing’s going to happen … that a little bit of flirting doesn’t mean anything more’s on offer…”

I looked at her.  Looked at her with love and that typical husbandly attitude of ‘that wasn’t what I’d been saying, but there’s no mileage in gainsaying you on that’ – a look I’d mastered over many years.

I’d just been looking for clarification and understanding. 

If Lizzy wanted to play, I knew it wasn’t without risks and dangers, but it certainly also had multiple upsides! 

Upsides for her while I wasn’t there to meet her needs. 

Upsides for me as a kinky, voyeuristic husband. 

And upsides for me as a horny male away from his wife who worked side-by-side with a sexy Thai woman who’d been my lover until just a few months ago.

From the loving, family-focused look on her face, I knew I’d have to wait to find out what it was Lizzy really did or didn’t want to happen between her and Irons.

She herself didn’t know – so she was in no position to clarify things for me.  Only the next few weeks would reveal what her heart and mind really wanted after this sudden jolt of family responsibility.


Chapter 7

The next few days seemed to solidify the impression that Lizzy had enjoyed the games up until now, but that this sudden burst of family reality had hardened her resolve to take our love life back in a more conventional direction.

Things seemed to have settled down on the project, meaning I was back in the hotel by six every evening and that in two weeks’ time I’d get another week back home. 

My less stressed daily schedules allowed Lizzy and me to catch-up twice a day – her seven in the morning and seven at night, my six at night and six in the morning.

Thankfully (although part of me was just as on the fence as Lizzy had been), there was never any sign of Irons during those calls at seven a.m. Charleston time – no early morning lurking male shadows or silhouettes in or around our marital bedroom.

But the same couldn’t be said for our seven p.m. Charleston calls!  The calls themselves were always about family and work stuff, but sometimes I’d catch sight of Irons working in the garden. 

With Lizzy seemingly in this newly conventional frame of mind, there was no recurrence of the full-on bare-chested teasing call that had nearly sent me over the edge just before Rachel’s trip to the ER.  But nor was there any effort by Lizzy to hide Irons’ presence from me, as he flitted around the yard doing various tasks.  For the most part, I just saw him through the kitchen or sitting room windows as Lizzy and I talked.  But a few times Lizzy called him to the phone to say ‘hi’.  Each time the conversation the three of us held being surprisingly normal and run of the mill.

Bizarrely enough, each time those calls ended and I headed off to work, the pure mundaneness of the conversations had me spinning through multiple levels of nervousness I struggled to understand.  The only way I could rationalize why such a normal, everyday version of Irons made me nervous was the thought that if he wasn’t the type of bad-boy troublemaker Ted painted him as, maybe him being around Lizzy so often might cause the same kinds of problems we’d had with Simon.

A bad-boy troublemaker might be exciting and temporarily interesting for Lizzy – but there was no way on earth she’d ever fall for a guy like that!  Whereas a more pleasant, reasonable version of that same guy, with just a frisson of excitement and danger, might well be the kind of guy who could sink his claws into my Lizzy’s heart and soul.

In the cold, clinical black and white of the written word on the page, that might sound stupid.  But I was hard pressed to think of any other reason why this normal, pleasant version of Irons so often had my gut squirming with nervous fear.

~~~~~     

Despite these periodic, seemingly irrational fears after each time I saw or spoke to Irons, those two weeks between Rachel’s trip to the ER and my next Friday night trip home seemed to pass relatively quickly.

Being back home with Lizzy, Caitlin and Rachel Jr was truly wonderful.  The only two negatives being the knowledge that the week would soon come to an end and a strange sense of guilt I felt towards my assistant Anong.  Guilt at the way the changes back home had put the more ‘personal’ side of our relationship on hold. 

I knew she wasn’t looking at me to be the next ‘Mr. Anong’ – she was way too good a friend of Lizzy to do anything like that.  But even so, I knew that she missed both the companionship and the physical side of things ever since Lizzy’s change of heart had changed things between Anong and me.

Aware of how soon the week would fly by, I was hungry to spend as much time as possible just Lizzy and me – both in and out of the bedroom! 

So, when on my penultimate day at home Lizzy announced we had guests for dinner, I immediately went heavy into my best world class impression of Mr. Grumpy.

“Honey!  I don’t mean to be anti-social or anything … but really?!  On my last full evening with you!”

“Don’t be like that,” she gently chastised, burrowing her way under my armpit as she hugged me, using her boobs against my chest to make it even more difficult to stay grumpy.  “Ted’s been a great friend to us, and you know how lonely he sometimes gets … ever since Rachel passed … and you haven’t really seen him to say hi this visit.

“I’ll make it worth your while later…”  It was impossible to stay mad at her for long, especially the way she was pushing her twin weapons of war into my chest, especially when I was on a promise!

Three hours later I was in a totally different frame of mind, feeling deeply happy and philosophical as I looked on from the sidelines as my wife and daughter hooted with laughter as Ted played with Rachel Jr  The little girl named in honor of his late wife making us roll around in laughter as her tiny fingers explored the folds of flesh on his face before voyaging into any orifice that looked remotely interesting. 

Mouth, nostrils and ears all getting a good going over.  And of course, like any little child, the more we laughed, the more she explored! Ted only finally able to win the battle by pulling her little hands away as he distracted Rachel Jr with a seemingly non-stop game of ‘Round and round the garden…’  The room soon echoing with high-pitched chants of ‘again, again’ as we all laughed and wondered which of the two of them would be the first to break!

The answer was neither – the breaking factor, not Ted’s patience nor the little girl’s boredom threshold.  The break factor being Caitlin deciding it was bedtime for her daughter.  Partly because she didn’t want her getting grouchy, and partly because tomorrow her father Henry arrived from his studies in Pasadena for a one-week stay back home.  A trip certainly intended to let him spend time with his folks and his young daughter – but also a trip which our parental antennae told us was linked to a possible rekindling of the romance between him and Caitlin.  A possibility which, whilst staying realistic, Lizzy and I both thought held many possible upsides.

As we opened the front door and hugged and kissed our goodnights, we were more than a little surprised to hear the unmistakable roar of a Harley V-twin rounding the corner into our quiet road. 

We only knew two people with Harleys, and one of them was standing by my side hugging my daughter and granddaughter.  Which could only mean one thing – for some obscure reason, Irons was arriving at our house just as the evening was coming to an end.

~~~~~    

“Hey folks!  Not too late, am I?  Caitlin, looking sexy as ever!!”  So much for the quiet, normal version of Irons I’d chatted to three or four times over the last couple of weeks!

The inappropriate, over-the-top version of the man who’d fucked my wife over a pool table was back, and back with a vengeance! Now upping his levels of inappropriateness to the power of ten - flirting with my nineteen-year-old daughter right in front of me, Lizzy and Ted.  Right while our daughter held her child!

Much to my consternation, Caitlin seemed to enjoy the attention – giving Irons a playful smile as, unless I was very much mistaken, she exaggerated her hip swing as she walked back to the little house we’d built for her at the bottom of our plot.  (Although, with hindsight, I think he just got lucky.  With Henry, Caitlin’s ex, in town for the next week, she obviously had carnal things on her mind and Irons’ flirtiness had caught her just at the right time.)

With Caitlin gone, Irons turned to us totally unabashed.  The next person on his radar to embarrass being Lizzy.  “You did remember, didn’t you?  You know, the promise you made to me, as a thank you for all of Jim’s yard work I did for him while he’s been away…”

He looked genuinely surprised – whereas Lizzy looked genuinely embarrassed.  She remembered what he was talking about, but had indeed failed to mention any of it to me.

Their eyes locked together for an embarrassingly long time before Lizzy finally turned to me.  “Sorry, hun … it totally slipped my mind … it’s like Irons said, as a thank you for all the yard work he’s done for us, I asked him what he wanted, and he said he wanted a hot tub night with you, me and Ted … a few beers and a night of fun in the hot tub…”

‘A night of fun…’

Just what the hell did that mean?  That ‘F’ word had the hairs on the back of my neck pricked up with nervous uncertainty.  This wasn’t the clubhouse, but I don’t think I’d ever forget what happened the last time Lizzy and I spent time with Irons.  Or the time before that, when I’d only been ‘with them’ thanks to the marvels of modern communication.

Thinking back, I couldn’t help but wonder if these last two weeks of civil, retrained and totally normal behavior from Irons had all just been a cover for something far more debauched and sexual? 

Was it so bad that Lizzy and Irons had been in cahoots, leading me on, luring me in?  All her comments about not wanting to repeat the mistakes of Simon nothing more than window dressing and camouflage?

All these questions, all these doubts.  This was both the thrill and torture of the new open life we’d chosen.  So many doubts, so many questions – and no way to know for certain.  I’d just have to wait and see how things developed and react from there.  After all, what was the alternative?  To throw him out, tell him he wasn’t welcome.  Not really an option after trusting him around our home for the last two weeks.

In this state of surprise and confusion at what I really wanted to happen, Lizzy gently took control, leading me by the elbow to the house. 

“Honey, why don’t you take Irons into the house and you two guys get changed, see if any of your shorts fit him while Ted pops home to get his swim shorts … then I’ll come up and get changed after you…”

Right, so now you suddenly need to be demure and coy!  Not wanting to change in front of Irons!  A man who’s not only already seen you naked but who’s also fucked you in front of a clubhouse full of bikers! 

I shook my head – this evening was suddenly developing an ‘Alice in Wonderland’ tone of utterly bizarre unreality!

The unreality continued as moments later I found myself gently bullied by Irons into offering him a full array of swim shorts and trunks to choose from.  Surprise-surprise, he chose the skimpiest, tightest fit.  With me treated to a close-up view of his long, thick piece of meat.  A long dark hosepipe that even limp dangled a good seven or eight inches down from his groin.

“Seen something you like, Jimbo?” he teased, catching me staring, filling in the gaps before I had a chance to answer.

“You know, Jimbo, I’ll never get you guys get off on your old ladies fucking other men … but hey, if it means I get a roll in the hay or two with the beautiful Lizzy, what’s not to like!” he chuckled, actually holding himself up as if he thought I wanted a better, more obvious view.  Before a final playful wink at me as he coiled the damned thing up like some prize German Bratwurst.  Somehow managing to lever its fat length into the front of those overtight Speedos he’d borrowed, creating the crudest of culinary displays.

Thankfully we were both soon covered and headed down the stairs – passing a blushing Lizzy on the stairs.

With Ted not back from his place, it was just me and Irons who slipped into the hot tub for the next few minutes.  The fact that the waters were already up to temperature telling me Lizzy wasn’t quite as innocent in all of this as her feigned forgetfulness (‘sorry, hun … it totally slipped my mind’) might suggest.

As we chatted about nothing in particular – Irons face looking wolfish and predatory to me – I couldn’t help but take in the close-up details of his naked torso which until tonight I’d only ever seen on screens. 

Every little detail reminded me of the decades of war zone risks he and Ted had shared together in the Marines.  At least a dozen craters or long thin stitch-ladders marked spots where military surgeons had removed shrapnel or bullet fragments.  Each scar seemed to be accompanied by a matching tattoo, as if Irons wanted to memorialize each time he’d suffered but managed to survive.

“I wouldn’t swap it for the world,” he grinned, catching me staring at his body for a second time.

“A life of excitement and adrenaline … and a girl in every port!’ he winked.

“Talking of which, where’s Lizzy?  That beautiful wife of yours is certainly taking her time!  Ha!  She’s probably trying to make herself look extra pretty, extra sexy for this poor old wounded warrior!” he chuckled, winking again as he continued in a lower, even more conspiratorial tone.  “You know, as a thank you, Jim … a thank you for all those tasks around the house I did for her ‘too-busy husband’ … and I do mean ALL those tasks…”

His wind ups only stopped when he saw Lizzy emerging, replaced by the world’s longest and most lewd of wolf-whistles.

“Oh baby,” he croaked, you’re making an old man very, very happy … gonna send me off to meet my maker with a smile and a stiffy!”

“Irons!!” she squealed with mock indignation that barely covered her smile.  “Stop that now!  I didn’t invite you here to behave like that!”

Her words raised the question of exactly why Lizzy had invited Irons here tonight?!  Was it really as simple as being just a thank you for all those hours of yard work? 

Her choice of hot tub attire suggested otherwise.  The material – a vibrant, floral-patterned pink – was eye-catching enough. But what really grabbed the attention of any man with a pulse was the design.  The one-piece monokini pushed at the boundaries where sexy meets respectable.  The low, plunging diamond neckline and halter straps allowed all of us males present to enjoy Lizzy’s cleavage, chest and back.  But without the risk that a nipple or boob would pop out at the wrong moment. While a floral pink diamond of fabric descended from the thin bridge of material that held the two bra cups together, descended to meet the high cut pantie area that covered her ass, groin and the tiniest part of her hips. 

The pink diamond solid fabric except over her tummy where a five-inch circle had strategically been removed, so we could all see how alluring and toned Lizzy’s lovely flat tummy was, and how sexy that belly button of hers was.  It’s dark, mini-cavern quality hinting at the pleasures waiting below, in the larger version of the cavern waiting below for any knight successful in seeking my lady’s favors.

“’Behave like that…’ he mimicked back, his wolfish grin going up another notch or two.  “If you didn’t want me ‘behaving like that’, then why the hell did you CHOOSE to put on an outfit like that?”

“Maybe it was for my husband!” she shot back.

‘Hey!  After all these weeks away, not sure I like being used as a bit part alibi in this back and forth between you and this dark-skinned, veteran lover of yours!’ I thought to myself, all four of us knowing at best her answer was only half-true.  For me alone – unlikely; to tease me and drop teasing heavy hints – very likely.  So much for her post ER resolve to return to the life of a more conventional wife, mother and grand… - sorry, ‘Nonna’.

The next couple of hours were a mix of three-way discussions between the others (the booze and jetlag had done for me) and two-way discussions, side glances and flirty looks between Lizzy and the man who took great pleasure in repeatedly reminding everyone all the husbandly duties he’d performed these last few weeks. 

During these flirty exchanges, more than once the avuncular, big-brother personality of Ted causing him to turn to me and shake his head.  Each shake reminding me of that last night at the clubhouse when I’d asked Ted why the sudden change of heart about whether he was okay if things developed between Lizzy and Irons.  ‘If Lizzy’s out of post-Simon mourning … if something’s gonna happen, better it’s all out in the open…’

He had a point!  Was that what tonight was all about?  Was that why Lizzy had dressed in such an alluring and sexy outfit?  Was that why nothing had happened while I was away – all the stuff about post-ER rowing back to normal nothing more than a cover story to bring me to this point without undue suspicion?

When Ted finally lumbered his barrel-chested, oak-widebody out of the hot tub and made his excuses, my suspicions about how the evening might end went into overdrive.  Especially when, after seeing Ted to the door (another one of my husbandly duties!), Irons didn’t immediately dive back into the steaming waters. 

Instead, he stood hands on hips in front of Lizzy posing in those ridiculously tight white Speedos.  Adjusting the coiled Bratwurst so somehow the outline of his small apple, uncircumcised cock was even more lewd and obvious.

“See something you like?” he teased.  The same words he’d said to me back in the bedroom, but this time directed at Lizzy.  It pained me to admit it, but it wasn’t a totally unwarranted question from the way my boozed-up wife was openly staring at the Speedo-Bratwurst combination.

After a nervous few moments (at least they were nervous for me, less so for them), Lizzy caught herself and looked up from groin to face – taking a moment as she gathered her self-control. 

“No, it’s fine, Irons … thank you … I’m sure it’s very nice, but it’s not for me … at least, not any more … me and Jim have had our wild times, things are back to normal now…

“Talking of which, I think it’s time for me and Jim to hit the sack … I’ve got work tomorrow and tomorrow’s Jim’s last day … then he’s got that long flight back to Asia…”

Irons visibly grimaced, eyes telegraphing the many thoughts going through his head, disappointment mingling with what-ifs.

“Okay … I get it … but if you change your mind, you know where I am,” he smiled, half sympathy, half predator.  “Long old way, Asia … a very long old way…”

~~~~~    

The flight back was on time and uneventful, which was as much as I could hope for given switches in Atlanta and Doha.

“Hey, baby!” she greeted me as I walked some life back into my legs as I passed through customs and accepted Anong’s welcoming hug.  Unlike my first time back after all the shit with Simon, I could sense she was more accepting of how things now were between us.  The hug was much more platonic, far less step one in tempting poor old Jim!

Another hug as she dropped me off at the hotel and we agreed to meet for an early dinner – the only good thing about my arrival time being how it combined with the time difference to mean I’d have no trouble in sleeping as soon as I felt the caress of the hotel’s clean and expensive sheets.  One short call home to Lizzy and I was lost to the world for the next nine hours.

Dinner - gazing at Anong, trying to concentrate on her project updates, I realized just how disorienting this dual-continent lifestyle really was.  I wanted to focus on what she was telling me about the various risks and mitigations I’d have to discuss with Mr. Fung in just a few hours’ time – but all I could think about was how smart, attractive and sexually desirable my beautiful Thai assistant was.

Did that make me a bad boss?  Or a bad and disloyal husband?  Or just a guy struggling with the disorienting effects of jetlag on his sense of self-control.  Effects compounded by the confusing rules on monogamy and faithfulness Lizzy and I had engineered for ourselves these last few months.

The meeting with Mr. Fung went just fine, but my sense of confusion and disorientation didn’t get any better when after a normal Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday, my Thursday morning call home brought a question that nearly knocked me off my chair.
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“Hey, sweetie … how did you sleep last night?” Lizzy asked, the sound of genuine sympathy and concern in her voice before something more jaunty took over.  “And I hope you slept alone!  I’d hate to think of me all cold and alone in bed when my hubby’s all shacked up, hot and horny with Miss Nancy Big Tits!” 

I had to smile … originally her sarcastic and jealously mean-spirited nickname for Anong, now transformed into a playful term of affection for her newly minted Bestie.

“Yes, dear … I slept all alone … well, all alone except for my right hand! If you know what I mean…”

“Good boy … pleased to hear it!”  The ‘pat-on-the-head’ tone in her voice, so notable you could almost reach out and touch it!

Strange that she should bring up Anong now!

But five seconds later it was less of a mystery.

“Honey, it’s nothing really, but I just wanted to check in with you that you’re okay with it if I went with Ted and Irons to the clubhouse on Friday?”

The overly forced casualness in Lizzy’s voice was my first warning signal.  The second, my instinctive sixth sense, that the order in which she’d mentioned the two club members was in no way random – it was carefully designed to convey maximum innocence of motive.

We just looked at each other. Both silent, both on edge.  Both alone with our thoughts.  My instincts and sixth sense causing me to give her an answer, but also to ask her a question.

“I guess that’s fine,” damned by faint praise, “but, just so I know, whose idea was it … Ted’s?  Irons’?  Or yours?”

Lizzy’s face immediately got all squirrelly, although she tried her best to mask it.

“I’m honestly not sure … we were all kinda talking about it … but, I guess it was Irons who mentioned it first…”

Okay, so that told me three things. 

Firstly, that Irons had been around there since I’d left. 

Secondly, that Lizzy wasn’t prepared to outright lie to me. 

And, thirdly, that for some reason she felt the need to camouflage the fact that the idea was basically Irons’ idea.

She may have hummed and hawed about spelling it out, but anyone married as long as Lizzy and me will know her words were a virtual confession.

~~~~~    

The next two days were a Tsunami of conflicted thoughts and emotions as I tried to work out whether I was excited or terrified at what might happen on Friday.

Who am I kidding?  ‘Excited or terrified’ … it was both!  Both equally present in heart-stopping, shovel-filling, mind-breaking levels of intensity.  Part of me salivating at the prospect of what might happen.  Part of me basking in the simplicity and tranquility of the last three months – since jointly as a couple we’d learned our lesson and ended things with Simon.

Three calls came and went between the night of Lizzy’s question and my half-assed approval and her planned Friday night trip.  Several times during each call I was right on the cusp of asking Lizzy about her real intentions for the clubhouse trip. 

But each time I chickened out. 

Partly because a voice in my head told me not to overemphasize the night – that if I did overemphasize it, it risked increasing the chance that something would happen between Lizzy and Irons. 

Partly because of my confused feelings of terror and excitement.  Just how the hell could I raise the topic with Lizzy when I was totally unable to answer questions she might ask in return about what I was and wasn’t comfortable with?

It was the ultimate Catch-22 – damned if I did, damned if I didn’t!

~~~~~    

This painful, frustrated indecision was at its worst on the very last call – the Friday evening call at seven p.m. Charleston time, just before Lizzy would be heading out to the clubhouse. 

I was bubbling over with a need to discuss what might happen later that evening, but something held me back.  When Lizzy and I spoke, I saw exactly the same indecision writ large all over my wife’s beautiful face.

‘Lizzy, honey, about tonight …’

I nearly said those words so many times during the forty-five minutes we discussed every topic under the sun - except the one which was on both of our minds.

Her work, my work, Caitlin, Rachel Jr, Caitlin and her ex, Henry … Anong, Mr. Fung … eventually we were all talked out and the most painful of silences descended between us as we just stared at each other.  Each of us knowing exactly what was on the other’s mind, each of us too confused and scared to discuss the elephant in the room.

“Don’t you need to shower and breakfast now, honey?” she eventually asked, breaking the awkward silence and making me feel like I was being gently dismissed, so her evening could begin.  “Anong told me she might come over later, after you’ve read the weekly reports…”

Why the hell was she raising Anong yet again?  If that wasn’t some kind of subliminal signal of what she planned for the clubhouse, I don’t know what was!

‘You’re just overreacting Jim,’ I told myself.

But three hours later – three hours of cussing that I’d not agreed any check-in arrangements with Lizzy - that thought of overreaction couldn’t have been further from my mind, as finally someone did reach out.  Someone who wasn’t Lizzy.

~~~~~    

“Hey, buddy, how ya doing?” he asked, trying to sound as casual as he could, but his poker face wasn’t up to the task.

From the blaring noise and the scene behind him, I knew exactly where he was – he wasn’t back home, he was still at the clubhouse of the Black Knights.

“Hey, Ted…”  He must have picked up on my nervousness the moment I spoke.  Taking pity, he came right to the point.

“Jim, remember last time you and Lizzy were here?  You asked me why I changed my tune, why I stopped opposing Irons making moves on Lizzy … do you remember what I said?” he asked, his face full of tension and pity.

“Something about if things are going to happen … better it’s out in the open … better I get to see it and know it…”

Before the last word was out of my mouth, he’d flipped the lens round so I was no longer looking at his concerned face, instead I was looking into the heart of the club.  Looking into the heart of the club at the very pool table on which Irons and Lizzy had first fucked.  And what I saw created an instant twisting pain in my gut and a frightening, constricting tightness in my chest. Not to mention a hardening in the groin.

I wasn’t looking at a normal game of pool, I was back looking at a game of pool just like the first time Lizzy had given in to Irons’ desire to fuck her. 

Unlike the first time, there were no other players – no sign of Roxy or Black Beard – it was just Lizzy and Irons playing pool.  Another difference between now and Lizzy’s only other night like this being that now I saw no evidence of Lizzy teasing Irons.  Although of course she might have been doing that before Ted deemed things serious enough to warrant dialing me in. 

From what I was seeing, Lizzy was well past teasing - already naked except for her fashionably tight jeans and some equally fashionable knee-length high-heeled boots.

She appeared to be focused on working out some angles. But as she stood at the side of the table, head and hand moving to aid her calculations, her job wasn’t being made any easier by the attentions of Irons.  As the man who’d so selflessly finished off all my winter yard chores alternated between squeezing and milking at my wife’s boobs and rubbing and pulling on her already elongated nipples.

As if this wasn’t enough, he was nibbling at her ear lobe and licking his long tongue up and down her neck in the lewdest, most pornographic of fashions – giving Lizzy the most obvious of hints about what he planned to do to ready her for her first reunion with his ginormous cock.  Each lick of his rough tongue, each mini bite on her sensitive ears causing my beloved to close her eyes as her body was powerless to resist.  Powerless to block nature’s responses to the multiple assaults and waves of pleasure as her body readied itself to be mated by another big-dicked aging stud.

“Go on, play your shot!” he commanded her.

Lizzy looked a little confused and disappointed at being sent away from the pleasure source of Iron’s hands, but she was soon smiling again as mid-shot Irons moved up behind her.  Now also rubbing his groin hard against her ass as he re-commenced squeezing and teasing her boobs. Now hanging in the most delectable of positions as she played her shot.

Unsurprisingly, she missed her shot, turning to face Irons and give him a needy look that told him pool was the last thing on her mind. 

“Come here, Lizzy … you and me, we waited long enough!  All those months with that Limey wanker, Simon … look where that got you!  Come here woman,” he barked again, Lizzy looking both scared and excited as she closed the yards and let him wrap his arms around her waist.

Their mouths were instantly locked together.  Their tongues thrusting hard and urgent … Irons’ hands clawing through Lizzy’s long brown hair to tell her she was his tonight … her own hands just as active as she caressed the back of his bald scalp.

“You sure you’re okay with this, Jim?”

It was Ted’s rich, deep bass coming from behind the camera, asking me the most fundamental of questions.  A question that had been building for the three of us for the last month – and for Irons, for considerably longer, as club business had taken him out of town and handed the spoils of war to ‘the Limey wanker.’

Fuck!  Was I okay with this?  I knew my cock was painfully hard, but if this year had taught me one thing it was that the path we were treading was fraught with danger.  Not a path to be entered without thought and care, no matter how hard your cock was!

“Jim, if you want me to do anything about this, you better say something … say something NOW!”

Oh fuck, oh fuck!  Was I really ready to tread this path again?  Looking at Lizzy, seeing how her body was responding to Irons’ touch, hearing her needy panting, I really wanted to give her this.  But the dangers … the dangers.  How things had felt in England, when I’d thought our marriage was over.  Fuck!  Was I being a fool?  A huge fool who should have learned his lesson.
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I was on the point of giving Ted an answer – although in truth I didn’t know what I’d say – when between them Irons and Lizzy started moving things beyond me.

Grasping her head vice-like between his hands, Irons pushed Lizzy’s head away from his, breaking their kiss – allowing him to lock his eyes onto hers with the sternest of gazes.

Ted had moved closer – what a considerate friend, giving his neighbor pal a better view of his wife’s impending unfaithfulness – but there was no danger Lizzy or Irons would spot his filming, they were way too wrapped up in each other and their mutual lust.

“We both knew this was gonna happen … both knew this was what you wanted … but you made me wait so long, Lizzy … SO LONG!

“So, now I need you to show me how much you want me … how much you want my big black cock!”

Then, still with her face tight between his large black hands, he slowly pushed her downwards.

“The way you ran out on me that night with Roxy and the Texans … then all that flirting in front of Jim, before leaving me high and dry … the hot tub, then nothing!”  The anger was dripping off his voice as he reeled off every episode.  “All those chores, all that teasin’ … if you want this tonight, you’re gonna have to earn it!  Show me you’re serious this time!  Not gonna drop me like a hot stone for some limp-dicked Limey!”

By now Lizzy was right where he wanted her – her head adjacent to the zipper on his jeans, her body meekly supported by her knees which were now obediently placed in front of Irons’ boots.

“Show me, Lizzy!”

That was all he had to say as, fingers shaking, she reached out and started to unbuckle his belt.

At first, her fingers fumbled, she was so nervous at what she was about to do.  Falling off the wagon after so many weeks back in the normalcy of monogamy – a fall only half-signaled to her husband, her husband she was totally unaware was watching with bated breath.

Belt unbuckled, pants pulled down to the knees, even with the handicap of trembling hands, she soon found what she was looking for.

Her face full of need, she urgently wrapped her fingers around her ex-lover’s pulsing and impossibly thick shaft. Even through the barrier of the phone’s mediocre microphone, I could hear her audibly gasp as her fingers failed to meet around it. 

Seven months on from their last time together, she’d forgotten just how fat and long Irons’ cock was.  Yes, she’d seen its outline when they’d flirted in the hot tub a week ago – but this was different.  And she wasn’t the only one stopped in her tracks by the visible impact of the old Marine’s huge dick.  To me, as I stared at that pulsing, throbbing horse cock, I felt sure even if his ten inches was maybe a little shorter than Simon, his cock was considerably fatter – giving me swirling, scrunching feelings of doubt in my gut.

If doubt and second thoughts were my reaction to seeing the size and manliness of Irons’ cock after so long, Lizzy’s reaction was totally different.  She held her head totally still, as if she was totally mesmerized – just staring and staring until her hand finally started to stroke him. 

At first her hand movements were slow and unsure.  Her palm sliding up his length, then back down with a cautious hesitancy, as if she’d wiped from her memory all their earlier intimacies and could hardly believe what she was seeing and what she was doing.

In some ways it was strange – all the days he’d been around at our house in the yard.  All the flirting then, and then the flirting in the hot tub.  But I guess in Lizzy’s mind, that had all been different.  That had just been fun and flirting.  Just like the teasing games and boob play around the pool table. 

Her hesitancy told me she thought this was different.  This was truly falling off the wagon – going back to the kind of games we’d played with Simon.  Games which had been super-erotic, super-fun.  Until they weren’t.  Until they were downright dangerous and painful.  Hence the hesitancy.

After a while, her hand movement picked up speed – the nervousness in her facial muscles easing as she slowly gained confidence.  Maybe remembering the fun and sexual highs they’d shared before, maybe remembering that unlike Simon, Irons was just in it for the sex and the thrills.

As her hand picked up speed, the gold of her wedding band and the diamonds in her other rings caught the light, glinting at me, contrasting with the heavily veined dark, throbbing surface of his long, thick cock.

Fuck!  It was so taboo.  At least Simon had come from the right side of the tracks.  He’d been a schmoozer.  A Romeo, a seducer, a charmer – someone at home in polite company.  A man who’d built his career on charming girls and women out of their panties.  Hence the six failed marriages before he’d found my Lizzy and decided that she was the real deal.

But looking at Lizzy’s rings glinting in this dive of a clubhouse as she slowly jerked Irons’ big black cock it really hit home just how different he was from Simon.  A difference that at some level comforted me, but which also gave me a feeling of the nervous unknown.

Sitting in the quiet of my hotel room in Bangkok, my ruminations were interrupted by Iron’s velvety baritone – fuck, the guy didn’t just look like Reg E. Cathey, he even sounded like him!

"Tell me, am I bigger than you remember?"

Lizzy's voice was quiet, almost reverent. "Yes," she breathed. "I'd forgotten just how fat your cock was!"

Irons grinned with a self-satisfied, evil leer – despite being over sixty, still able to flex his cock and make it jump.

Fuck! Throbbing and standing dark and swollen, that damned thing was as thick as Lizzy’s forearm – a comparison it was easy for me to make as I saw her arm continue to work and worship his huge manhood.

“Tell me, Lizzy … am I bigger than that Limey prick, Simon?”

She paused, like she didn’t want to hear the name of the man who’d caused us so much trouble.  Then she answered quietly, her voice almost a whisper, “Yes.”

Despite her reluctance to think about the man back in England, something seemed to change, Lizzy’s fingers for some reason seemed to tighten around Iron’s thick shaft as she continued to stare at it and pump her hand up and down.

Maybe it was her, like me, thinking about how this whole set-up was such an intoxicating mix of right and wrong.  The ‘rightness’ of my hot, loving, passionate wife getting what she needed and so obviously wanted.  The ‘wrongness’ of a married, white elementary school teacher on her knees in front of an older black biker in the middle of a grubby motorcycle clubhouse.  The ‘wrongness’ of a wife doing this after such a recent near-death marital event and only with a half-approval from her husband.

Irons, massive cock looked almost alive and Lizzy’s hungry expression told me she loved how it felt in her grip – feeling so heavy, so alive. Precum welled at the tip, thick and glistening, trickling down the shaft until Lizzy lowered her head to lick it off.

"Good girl!” he commented.  “Now you gonna kiss it?  Show me how much you want it!  Show me how sorry you are for going off and leaving old Irons for that stupid Limey prick!"

The way he said it made her realize he was serious.  She looked up at him, apology and desire fused together. 

“Sorry.”  One simple, single word.  What was more important was the way her head moved forward to do what Iron’s had commanded – pulling his foreskin back as her soft lips parted to kiss his cockhead as she gazed upward at his stern, demanding eyes.

She gave the oversized plum-sized glans a second kiss before dipping back down and opening her jaw as wide as it would go.  So she could take his cockhead all the way into her mouth, her lips tight around the swollen tip, her tongue no doubt tasting the salt of his precum, feeling the pulsing heat of a really big cock for the first time in months.  My own chest tight with bittersweet pain and jealousy at the thought I’d never be capable of giving her this kind of thrill.

Her mouth lingered, sucking hard and paying homage for the longest time, until finally she pulled back, panting hard from her exertions.

"Am I forgiven?" she whispered, her voice as serious as Irons’ had been moments ago.

Irons, still looking a man not to mess with, gave the faintest of half smiles. “Not yet.  It’s a good start, but I need more.”

"OK," she murmured, her face telling me she was taking her need to do penance as seriously as Irons, lowering her face and pressing her lips firmly to the head as this time she kissed and sucked at the retired Marine’s man meat with real intent.  Her tongue sliding just beneath the ridge of the crown as her hand kept stroking him slowly.

Her eyes were glued to the large penis she’d not seen or touched in months, her gaze trailing down the full, thick ten inches, taking in the size and the way the veins bulged and throbbed along the impossibly thick, dark shaft.  The way her head snuck closer suggesting she was getting more and more into it, each passing moment reminding her what she and Irons had enjoyed all those months ago.

As her mouth worked, her fingers kept a steady rhythm as she jacked him. Even through the little phone’s mic something about her breathing seemed weird, like she was taking extra deep breaths to savor the smell of him and his cock.  Like she was savoring the pure, dominant odor of him and his masculinity.  Not a man asking or courting – a man telling her and taking.  An aggressive attitude that seemed to match Lizzy’s own needs right now.

“So, if I’m bigger than that Limey jerk, I must be much, much bigger than that husband of yours, Lizzy…”

Lizzy stayed silent.  She heard the question, but just continued to work on him with her hands and mouth.

“Lizzy!”

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.  “Yes, you’re bigger than Jim…”

“Bigger?  Just bigger? Or, much, much bigger?”

“Much, much bigger,” she whispered, even more quietly, knowing Irons wouldn’t stop pushing until he had total honesty and surrender.  The look on her face mixing lust and shame – lust for the giant cock she was worshipping, shame at the way her words betrayed me and our marriage.

“Good girl!” he grinned, “Now we got that all sorted out, whose cock it is you really want, get back to blowing me!  Get me nice and hard so I can give your teasin’ ass the proper fuckin’ you been missin’ ever since Ol’ Irons had to go away n’ leave your pussy to those inferior English dicks…”

Her earlier hesitancy about falling off the wagon was gone – Lizzy followed Irons’ command and parted her lips.  Her tense muscles and face telling me how much she truly wanted to do this.  Not because she was frightened by Irons or the surroundings, not because he’d ordered her - but because after months without a manly, big cock - she craved Irons and what he could give her. She wanted to taste him. To feel him throb inside her mouth. She wanted to worship this dangerous, well-endowed man with her lips so she could soon feel him deep in her body.

This was different than before.  Different than before all their verbal foreplay.  That had been teasing and playful – this was raw and carnal.  She opened wide and took him in, the thick black shaft stretching her jaw. 

Even on the small screen, I could see the way my wife’s tongue instinctively swirled around Irons’ large swollen head.  As best she could – her mouth distorted by that huge slab of meat – she smiled as she felt Irons shudder, a low moan vibrating from his chest. He responded to Lizzy’s smile by putting a hand firmly on the back of her head. Pushing slowly but insistently to force her to swallow more of him as her lips slid all the way down his length, until Lizzy felt the pressure of his cock push toward her throat.  Her eyes watering from the stretch, but she didn't stop, she wanted him and his cock so badly.

Irons began a slow in-and-out fucking of her face – Lizzy fully on board as she knelt obediently on the clubhouse’s dirty floor, one hand cupping his heavy balls, the other still trying but failing to encircle the root of his manhood, her wedding ring providing the lewdest contrast to the darkness of the skin of his cock.

Without any encouragement from Irons, she started moving faster, her brunette head bobbing, her breath hitching between strokes. She gagged frequently, but she kept going, all the time Irons grinning down at the thought of his victory after Lizzy’s teasing, at the thought of what he’d soon be doing to her.

He groaned, low and guttural. "Uhhh... suck it, baby. Suck it like you love it.  Gonna fuck you soon enough!  Get you good and hooked!  Not like before!  Irons ain’t goin’ away this time!  Gonna be here to fuck you all day, every day!"

Lizzy’s reaction to his words sending a shiver down my spine as she lifted her mouth from his cock, gasping for air, eyes shining with lust. "You promise?  Every day?  No club trips?" she whispered, lips wet, voice hoarse with desire.

"You try n’ stop me!  Me n’ you, honey … we both know your pussy was made for Irons’ big ol’ cock … gonna bone you every chance I get … stretch you out so you’ll need my big ol’ cock even when Jimmy Boy’s home … make his little English cock redundant!  Stretch you out!  Ruin you for hubby’s little white cock!”

I felt the shiver hit my shoulders and spine again.  There’d been plenty of trash talking with Simon, but somehow this seemed to have a harder, more painfully erotic edge.  I guess because of who Irons was – the kind of guy he was.

My weird mix of nerves and excitement were accentuated by the way Lizzy was struggling to deal with the black biker’s girth and length.  Her lips tight around his arm-thick shaft, her jaw stretched to the limit to accommodate the sheer size of him.  Saliva produced in large quantities by the scale of her task, now glistening all over her knuckles and hand as she pumped the ex-Marine’s huge cock.

Just for a moment, she changed tack, carefully extracting his throbbing manhood from her throat so she could tenderly cradle Irons’ heavy shaft against her cheek as she leaned in to take one of his balls into her mouth.  The most hypnotic and enigmatic of smiles appearing on her face as her lips parted and wrapped around the soft, full weight of his right testicle.  Her tongue swirling as she teased and pleasured him - sucking gently at first, then harder as her own smile widened.

All the time, her wedding band glinted against his dark skin – teasing and insulting me, even though she still had no idea I was watching.  The other thing glinting at me was her saliva that now covered the testicle that wasn’t in her mouth.  This Lizzy-made wetness just one more reminder of how loved-up on lust Lizzy was right now.  How desperate she was for Irons and everything he could give her.  A reminder that sat right next to her hooded eyes, hooded eyes that were hazy and overflowing with lust.

Finally releasing his swollen testicle, she kissed his fat ten-inch length slowly, reverently, before sliding the swollen head back into her mouth.  One hand back stroking, one hand lovingly cupping his balls until once again her nose was back pressed hard into the base of his monster cock.

Irons groaned, low and deep, savoring the warmth and suction of my wife’s mouth again.  His sound making Lizzy start to bob up and down again, her head soon moving faster and faster, spurred on by her own increasingly desperate need for Irons’ big cock after so long with only my normal cock for company.

She couldn't stop. She didn't want to stop.  In that moment, she was no longer my devoted wife or Caitlin’s mom, she was just a flesh-and-blood woman desperate to again savor the pleasures that only a really well-endowed man could give her.  At that moment, kneeling obediently on the floor of this seedy, dirty clubhouse she was just a needy slut.  A needy slut for this huge, powerful black cock that was about to be given to her by a man totally different to the Romeo who’d bedded her earlier this year.  My instincts telling me that Lizzy was aroused and excited by the difference – that the danger and crude vulgarity of a guy like Irons just made things even hotter and more exhilarating for my passionate wife.

" You love this black cock, don't you?" Irons groaned, his voice low and rough.

Lizzy moaned around his girth, her mouth too full to speak, but the hungry way she sucked said everything.

Then Irons gently but firmly took her face in his hand, pulling her head off his shaft. A thick strand of spit connected her lips to his over-sized glans, the strand only snapping as he pulled her all the way up off her knees until she was standing on tiptoes, her head right next to his as he stooped down to close the distance.

"Say it," he said, holding her gaze. "Tell me you love my big black cock."

Lizzy's lips were parted, her big boobs heaving as they grazed his chest, her face flushed.

She didn't even hesitate.

"Yes," she gasped. "I need you … I’ve missed you so much…"
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It was his turn to show no hesitation.  In one smooth motion, he grabbed Lizzy by the hips and lifted her up onto the side cushion, pulling her jeans and boots off before she knew what was happening, only her tiny and very damp thong panties now protecting her from his predatory intentions.  Not that she’d shown any signs of wanting to be protected since the last threads of her hesitation had surrendered to her lust for Irons!

Lizzy’s legs instinctively parted even before Irons removed his own clothes and stepped back between her legs, hoisting her long legs up onto his shoulders, the violent movement making her big tits bounce in the most delectable and erotic of ways.

She knew exactly what was about to happen – this was what she’d known in her heart she’d wanted all along.  Ever since those early, teasing calls she’d made to me while Irons fulfilled my husbandly yard duties.  But it was only now that she was finally giving in to her desires.  Only now she’d brushed aside the painful memories of what had happened with Simon.

Irons was finally going to have his victory as he took his insanely fat cock in hand and, positioned between my wife’s welcoming thighs, started slapping his meat against the sodden white fabric that covered her swollen pussy. The sound was obscene but deeply erotic, Lizzy’s body jolting and her lungs gasping each time that huge black shaft smacked against her clit, as Irons repeated her pleasurable torture again and again.

Just for a moment, he stopped, carefully placing his length dead center on Lizzy’s stomach, so she’d have no choice but to realize the depth her pussy was about to be penetrated.  She looked down, stunned. It reached all the way up to and past her belly button.

"Oh my God, you’re so fucking big!" she whispered, more to herself than Irons, before more words which clamped at my chest.  “I missed you so much … you’ve no idea how close I came to giving in every day you were in our yard…”

Irons just grinned, savoring Lizzy’s words, what they meant about her attitude and level of subjugation.  The level of his conquest, her addiction, the power it gave him.

He started slapping her pussy again – slow this time, slow and deliberate.  Her legs were still high on his dark, wiry shoulders – the pussy slapping he was giving her causing Lizzy to arch her back in readiness, bracing herself to receive Irons’ huge cock for the first time in nearly a year.

Irons knew Lizzy was now totally his - finally he was going to give my wife what she desperately wanted, he lined up the massive head. He pushed forward, and Lizzy let out a strangled gasp as her folds stretched right to the limit around the super-human fatness of his cock.

Somehow her vulva and the lower part of her pussy stretched enough as the first few inches sank in.

Four inches. Then five.  Lizzy clenched her eyes tightly shut, breath catching in her throat as her body was filled in a way I could never give her.  The taut, trembling muscles of her face telling me she could feel every pulsating, throbbing thick ridge and vein of Irons’ massive black cock as it forced her body open in a way that made me feel intensely jealous and insecure. 

Jealous, insecure and ridiculously hard as I watched the most beautiful sight in the world.  The woman I loved with all my heart experiencing the best sex she’d ever known.  After the last few weeks of self-denial, I knew this renewed relationship with Irons must be extra sweet.

Lizzy squirmed, her ass wriggling on top of the table’s cushioned sides – not surprising given the quantum of cock her body was now plugged with.  Her movements designed to get more comfortable with the fat five inches she’d already taken – and to get her ready for the remaining half of Irons’ huge cock she’d not yet taken.

She and Irons were in sync.  He eased back, pulling out a few inches before pressing back in again, deeper this time. Somehow forcing in another fat inch. Then another.

It was like she’d forgotten what it was like to take a really big cock.  Lizzy was gasping even though she wasn't close to taking all of Irons’ ten inches yet.  Her breath was coming in shallow, ragged bursts as Irons pushed deeper into her stretched, soaked pussy. Her womanly flesh strained to breaking point around him, wrapped tight around his girth, her slick walls straining to take more.

It must have felt almost unbearable, almost too much, and yet there were zero signs that she wanted him to stop.  Her face screwed up in a mask of ecstasy and pleasure – her whole being focused on the huge cock that was owning and pleasuring her.

Sitting stroking my hard cock in my Bangkok hotel, I could only imagine what this must feel like for Lizzy.  The girth of his cock so extreme that she must have felt the heat and throbbing pulses of every inch of him as his width put extreme pressure on the walls of her vagina.  Her nails dug into the green of the baize from the strain - her legs trembling, spreading wider, her hips tilting up as she knew she still had the last few inches to take,

"Damn, baby," Irons groaned, dragging his cock out just far enough to make her feel the loss before grinding it back in. "After that limp-dicked Limey, I thought this might be easier!  But you’re still as tight as fuck, just like before!  I guess hubby’s little cock ain’t built for stretchin’, is it?"

Lizzy could barely speak – not that there was much to say to answer such an obviously true question. Her body was shaking, her brain fogged with lust and disbelief. "No... no it’s not..."

"Not used to something this thick stretching your tight little pussy, are you my slutty little Lizzy?"

She let out a desperate whimper, her fingernails digging into his back. "It's so fucking big... I can't believe how wide you're stretching me, how deep you’re getting ... you're so much bigger..."

Lizzy's voice was a whisper, broken and breathless. "Bigger than Simon..."

Irons grinned darkly, grabbing her calves and pinning them back against her big boobs, squashing them flat as he drove in harder, making her cry out again.

"So fucking much bigger than Simon," she moaned. "You stretch me much more than he ever did. It’s like you’re breaking me in two, like I’m totally full of cock … right up in my tummy, right up below my lungs … I can feel you everywhere..."

Her words were so painful to hear!  Painful because I wasn’t even at the races!  I wasn’t even on the same field as Irons or Simon.  She was my wife, my best friend – but neither Irons nor her were thinking of me as he exerted his superiority and dominance.  I was back in the locker room.  A man to love her, comfort her.  Be her best friend.  But not a man to pleasure her like Irons could!

~~~~~    

"You want this every day?  You want to be filled and fucked by a real man every day?" he growled.

“Oh fuck … yes, babe … yes … whenever you need me, want me…” Lizzy gasped helplessly, her body arching up to meet every slow, thick thrust, her mind and mouth driven wild with lust, " I need you ... I need this…"

Lizzy dropped her head to stare at the spot where their bodies met. She seemed mesmerized – hypnotized by the sight of Irons's long, thick and very black cock splitting her open.  Each new thrust stretching her pink folds wide and elastic-tight around his impossibly fat shaft.

Fuck!  The more she stared, the more it looked like she couldn’t believe she was taking something as thick as her own arm.  Irons’ horse-sized cock glistening with the secretions from her arousal as she felt all over again what it was like to be stretched and owned by such an obscenely large cock.

"Fuuuuuck," she groaned, her voice hoarse, eyes still staring between her legs, wide with wonder. "Irons, oh babe … I’d forgotten how good you feel..."

Irons smirked.  He might be a hardened trouble-making ex-Marine, but no man alive – no matter how hardened – is immune to words like that.  He just grinned victoriously and eased his weight forward as he pushed deeper.

“Oh, fuck, babe … you’re killing me,” she squealed, throwing her head from side to side.  Not new to her, but she was adjusting all over again as inch by slow, thick inch, Irons drove all of his horse dick into her. Eight... then nine... then finally, finally all ten inches of thick, swollen, heavily veined black cock were finally buried deep inside Lizzy’s aching and over-extended pussy.

Finally feeling Irons’ groin pushed against hers, knowing she’d managed to take all of him, Lizzy's mouth dropped open in a silent gasp of relief mingled with a sense of achievement.

"Ohhhhhh fuck, I feel sooo stretched … give me a moment, babe," she moaned softly, fully aware that now she’d taken all of him, he’d want to fuck her hard, her words an appeal for a short respite before he gave it to her properly.

“’Give me a moment, babe’” he mimicked, “Have you forgotten just how much you teased me these last few weeks?  Kept me waiting?  You don’t deserve no rest, Lizzy!”

With this briefest of warnings, Irons leaned down, closed his lips around one of my wife’s swollen, aching nipples and bit down hard, pulling a howl of protest from Lizzy as her hips tried to make an involuntary move backwards on the cushion.

Irons’ wiry strength and grip was too strong – and he’d been expecting it.  He held her firm and pulled her tit even further into his mouth, biting down again.

“Ow!  That hurt!”  I could see tears in her eyes.

“Okay, that was for teasing me!” he growled back, as if they were now even.  “Now, you want me to stop?  Take my cock out of you?”

A short, poignant silence.  Followed by a whispered, barely audible, almost ashamed, “No…”

“Good girl!  Then we both know where we stand!  I won’t bite your boobs any more provided you’re a good girl, give me your pussy properly, all night … and then whenever else I want it … understand?”

She nodded.

“Do we have a deal?”

She nodded again, scrunching her hips back and forward, maximizing the contact between her pelvis and his groin.

Foreplay over, rules now established, Irons began to grind against her, deep and slow, his cock stretching and filling her with every motion as his mouth continued to tease her nipple more gently.

Lizzy's belly visibly rippled every time he thrust that monster deep, Lizzy just staring at the outline of that thick, veiny shaft every time it hunted deeper in her pussy. Irons leaned down and tipped her chin upwards with a surprising gentleness – she was now looking at him as her mouth immediately opened for him, the old biker thrusting his tongue deep into her mouth as his cock continued its relentless carnal task. Slow at first, then steady, plunging in and out of Lizzy’s slick, aching pussy. Now that the shock of the nipple biting was over, Lizzy was fully on board, her hands tightly gripping his dark, muscular ass.  His ass and her hands worked together to pull him in as deep as possible with every thrust, like her body couldn't stand to let his magnificent cock go.

Their mouths stayed locked, tongues parrying and dancing, as the wiry black ex-Marine sawed into my Lizzy with long, powerful strokes that made her gasp into his mouth, her breathy sobs and screwed up face telling me just how much she was loving having a hard fucking from a big cock after so many weeks of self-restraint.

When Lizzy finally broke the kiss, her face was flushed and she had a wild-eyed look of desperation on her face.

"Fuck me, baby," she panted, her face pumped and wild with lust. "You feel so fucking good... Your cock’s so goddamn huge, Irons. I … oh my God … I forgot just how fat that horse cock of yours is..."

Irons growled and adjusted his grip, lifting her legs a little higher on his dark shoulders and now hooking her ankles around his neck.  Happy that the new position meant Lizzy wouldn’t fall off the table’s side cushion, the grinning old biker started to really move - fucking her with brutal rhythm, his hips really slamming into her with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin so loud it even seemed to dominate the room to me listening through the smallest of sound systems.  The slapping of their bodies filthy, wet and raw as my wife’s feet kicked helplessly in the air as her body took everything the old biker gave her.

Lizzy was gasping, nails digging into wood and cloth - her large, succulent breasts bouncing with every savage thrust. Her pussy stretched wide around him, stretched right to the limit, pink lips clinging to his arm-sized black shaft as it disappeared inside her womanly canal again and again.

Lizzy’s head thrashed from side to side from the pounding and sensations the old Marine was giving her.  Thoughts and words were for another day as she gave herself over to the life-changing sensations coming from those thousands of nerve endings in her stretched, ecstatic pussy. The stretching, the electric buzz, the dopamine surge – the sheer animal force of it all.  No wonder she was thrashing around like a fish out of water.

I don’t think even Simon in all their months together had ever fucked her like this.  She’d been with Irons before, but all the months apart and recent weeks of teasing seemed to have driven him to a new, higher level.  Simon, Irons before – none of those earlier fuckings seemed to come close and a part of me worried at what the psychological effect would be. We’d only just gotten out from under the problems Simon had created in our marriage – the last thing I wanted was a new set of problems while I was stuck on the other side of the world.

~~~~~    

Earlier she may have been hesitant and undecided, but now she was totally smitten.

"You love my big ol’ dick?" Irons grunted, never slowing. "You love getting stuffed with my big black cock?"

"Yesss..." she whimpered, nearly delirious.

"Say it like you fucking mean it, Lizzy! Whose cock’s best?"

"Yes!" she cried out, louder now. “I love your big cock, Irons!"

He slowed his thrust just enough to draw it nearly all the way out, teasing her before slamming back all the way into her and growling, "Say it right."

Lizzy sobbed out her answer, helpless to do anything else. "Your big black cock is best. I love your big black cock. It's so much better than Simon’s, than Jim’s! I love it!"

She wasn’t telling me anything I didn’t already know, hadn’t already known for months.  But something about the emotion and seriousness in her voice brought those worrying fears and feelings back again.  Were we headed back into the fire of marital troubles?  Was Irons someone who wasn’t the answer to my problems, but actually a problem in the making?

Still careful not to be spotted by the rutting couple, Ted moved slightly closer as Irons grinned like the devil himself.  Then he leaned in close to whisper against my wife’s ear as he drove into her again.

"Bet Jim's never fucked you like this.  Never made you this wet.  Never made you feel this full. You ever scream like this for Jim?" he cackled.  Lizzy’s mind so overwhelmed with the sensations from her body that her only response was to moan – her mind way too overwhelmed to answer.  Not that words were needed, the way her body reacted and she gasped for air told them both the answer.

The more Lizzy moaned and thrashed, the harder Irons pounded into her - slamming his thick, relentless cock deep inside her soaking folds. Each brutal thrust sent a shockwave through her body, the sharp slap of skin on skin and her breathless cries making me shiver every time I pondered their significance.

Just at this worst of all moments for me, I sensed her orgasm start to build, an orgasm that I could see was going to be a truly massive and meaningful one, one so strong she couldn’t brace or prepare for. It surged up from her core like a tidal wave, hitting her with the power and shock of a lightning strike.  Emptying the air from her lungs, locking her jaw open in a slack-jawed, spent and bewildered silent scream.

Lizzy's head snapped back as the electric shock hit her, her soft brown mane thrashing from side to side as her whole body went taut – only Irons’ steely fingers keeping her from falling off the thin table edge. Her body spasming in a continuous wave as she shrieked and shrieked from the biggest orgasm she’d ever known.  Her hands gripped Irons’ dark ass, holding him in place, pulling him in deeper, needing him to keep going, as her whole body quaked.  My own mind almost as fried as I wallowed in the tiniest of details – her whole body may have been thrashing around, but my eyes were drawn to her tiny toes and the way they curled from the intensity of the climax the old biker was giving her.

Lizzy sobbed, the spasms rolling through her as Irons continued to pound her – it was like she was experiencing one of those long, continuous rolling orgasms that until now I’d thought were only fictional.  His heavy black balls continued to smack rhythmically against her pale, shaking ass. She tried to speak, but still couldn't - all that came out were strangled gasps, helpless moans as the orgasm continued its merciless grip on her.  The ball smacking matched by the way her legs twitched wildly, her pussy visibly clenching and relaxing around that enormous organ, milking his cock as her orgasm rolled on.

Another man would have given in to the urge – would have seeded her. 

But Irons didn't stop.  Not even for a single moment.  He kept driving into Lizzy - harder, deeper, using her wrecked body like it was his personal property, his personal sex toy.  Something in my trembling chest worrying that after an experience like this, that was exactly what Lizzy would be

"God ... so deep ... so good … fuck, Irons!  What are you doing to me baby, you’re ruining me," she sobbed between long, needy gasps for air, her voice raw and cracking with emotion.

Tonight, these last thirty minutes, Irons had totally conquered Lizzy – giving her payback for all her earlier teasing and delay.  But he still wasn’t done with her as he rammed into her again and again.  Pulling her off the table into a nearby cracked leather armchair, pounding her body into the big cushion as she bawled and sobbed.  Each pounding stroke so powerful it bounced her ass up off the cushion before the weight of his body drove down through his hips to slam her hard, back into the cushion as she yelped for mercy.

Mercy was the last thing on Irons’ mind as he made one especially strong thrust to bury himself extra deep.  He paused, grinding his hips against hers as he stared deep into Lizzy’s beautiful hazel eyes.  Lizzy barely had time to wince from the extra depth before she felt Irons’ dark, tattooed hand wrap tight around her throat.

“It’s time! I’m gonna make you cum all over my big cock as you take all my baby batter!  That what you want, Lizzy?” he asked, releasing her windpipe just enough that she could croak a small, weak, ‘Yes.’

“Good girl,” he grinned, “and remember, same again tomorrow … same again everyday … until you forget all about that useless Limey n’ that tiny-dicked husband of yours fucking his Thai whore…”

He tightened his throat grip again, his other hand behind her butt, pulling her onto him to make her feel every inch of him as he started moving again.  His bony fingers on her throat, their eyes locked together, even after everything, each stroke seemed to be a shock to her nerves, pushing her further into helpless need. It was like the last few weeks of purely vanilla living had given her a new, bottomless thirst for the extreme – for Irons – for fucking in public in this dive of a grungy clubhouse.

Even with Lizzy’s eyes bugging out, he didn't stop.  In fact, he didn’t even consider it.  He couldn't, he was too close, too much in need.

That, and he didn’t want to stop.  Lizzy had teased and tormented him, and now she was getting hers!  And he was getting his - pounding her like she was made for this, like her pussy existed just for his fat, long cock. Every thrust sent her higher, deeper into that delirious, ecstatic place where all that existed was the intoxication and brutal rhythm of fucking.  Of being fucked, fucked harder and better than she’d ever been fucked before.

Still unspotted, Ted had somehow maneuvered the phone to just feet away, giving me the perfect view of Lizzy’s face, totally consumed, lost in another world.  Her whole world narrowed to a single focus, the feel of the old Marine’s huge cock deep inside her, stretching her open, pounding her relentlessly.  His cock and his tight, choking fingers around her throat combining to drive her crazy.  As her chest became red and blotchy, her breath shortening as she squirted and came yet again.

She was his fuck toy now, and from the look on my wife’s face and the way her body vibrated with pleasure, she never wanted him to stop.  Her whole body trembling as Irons’ cock drilled into her soaked, overstretched pussy. The orgasm somehow fiercer than the last one, seeming to twist her spine as the fire in her body lit and fried every synapse in her brain.

~~~~~    

Then, even in the heat of her climax, something shifted.  Looking over Irons’ shoulder, her eyes seemed to make contact with mine – at least, that’s how it felt.

Fuck!  She was staring right at me!  Staring right at the lens.  Damned, she’d spotted Ted, spotted Ted and the phone.

She had to know what he was doing.  Any remaining doubt washed away by what came next.

She could've stopped. Could've pushed Irons away, could've said no.

But she didn't.

She was too far gone, too needy, her whole body consumed by the sex Irons was giving her and the power of yet another rolling, non-stop climax.  Irons was fucking her so perfectly, so completely, giving her what she needed after months without Simon.  Her eyes left mine and returned to the man looming above her.

"Sorry, baby … so sorry!  Ohhhh ... fuuuuuck!" she cried.

That was it!  That was the sum total of her acknowledgment of her watching husband.  That was all I got before she was once again lost to me, dragged back under by the riptide of the soul-consuming fucking Irons was giving her.  Right now she was his.  His cock, the way he fucked her, had snatched her away from me – I knew this wasn’t about love, but she was powerless to resist.  Right now she was his, not mine – and her lack of guilt, lack of connection proved it.

His cover blown, Ted had stepped two paces closer, giving me an even better view. 

‘Whatever’s gonna happen, better you see it, Jim’ – right, thanks bud!  My emotions really were that conflicted as I watched Lizzy’s whole being turn inwards, Ted’s close-up of her tummy area showing a distinct clenching motion as her pussy clamped tight around Irons’ oversize shaft as the orgasm hit like a lightning bolt. Her hips bucking up into him wildly, chasing every ounce of depth and stimulation.

"Cum for me, baby!" Irons growled. "Cum for daddy. Let it out. Let your husband see what my big black cock does to you."

Lizzy's body shook violently all over again, her orgasm tearing through her like a storm. Her legs – still somehow tight around the old biker’s neck – kicked and spasmed, her mouth opened in a silent scream before the moans tumbled out, raw and uncontrollable. Her words babbling and incoherent as she stared up at the man filling her quaking body with his DNA. 

Still pumping, he turned her head to look at me through the phone.  The fact it was only Irons’ actions that turned her attention from him to me making our connection even more sordid and depraved.

It might have been his first action, but she didn't look away from me and my postage stamp image on the screen as her spasms continued.  After months on the wagon, trying her best to live a good girl’s vanilla lifestyle, she was back cumming on another man's big cock, and her husband was sitting on the other side of the world just playing with himself and watching it all happen.  All happen, all over again!  Opening a door to a journey we’d explored once before – a journey that hadn’t ended well!


Chapter 11

Sat 9th October 2021, Bangkok

If there was a Nobel prize for pointless self-destruction, I’d have won it. All day Saturday, I paced the perimeter of my room until my bare feet ached from the repeated impacts of the cold, unyielding marble - each step now sending sharp jolts up my shins.

The whirr of the air conditioner partly comforted me. Partly drowning out the non-stop, incessant buzz of all those damned tuk-tuks thirty-four floors beneath me. A sound that somehow reminded me of so many buzzing hornets, buzzing just like the fears and worries swarming through my fevered brain.

Twelve hours ahead of Charleston, at first I comforted myself with rationalization. From the moment Irons had forced her to look at Ted holding the phone, Lizzy had to know that I’d be frantic as I awaited a call from her - but I rationalized it was now night time over there in Charleston.

But even allowing for the fact her love games with Irons had likely continued for a few more hours, and that her consequent sexual and physical exhaustion would probably mean a sleep-in - my rationalization only anesthetized my pain and fears for the next ten or eleven hours. And even then, my head was full of doubts and worries. Why had Lizzy fallen off the wagon so spectacularly? Despite everything that had happened with Simon - all the pain and heartache - why was I still excited by what I’d seen last night?

I was like a lovelorn high schooler, I’d near constantly pick up my phone. Hoping beyond hope for a message or a missed call I’d somehow not spotted.

‘She’d fallen off the wagon.’

That particular phrase looped in my brain - the words making me realize the full difficulty of what Lizzy had been trying to achieve. After so many months of the intoxicating mix of amazing sex and the exciting tingle of extra-marital sex with a dominant, charismatic man, going ‘cold turkey’ was no easy thing.

‘Falling off the wagon.’ In some ways, the more I reflected, the more I was surprised Lizzy had lasted as long as she had. Her emotional state must have been like a seesaw. At first the recent pain from Simon more than enough to outweigh the need for toe-curling sex and excitement - but the passing of time slowly but inevitably inverting the balance. Until it became almost inevitable a night like Friday would occur.

How stupid I’d been! All that flirting with Irons while he did my yard work, all that teasing me. I’d foolishly taken it as just a bit of fun. Just a way for Lizzy to mess with me and yank my chain. Despite all the evidence from the last few weeks, after everything that had happened with Simon, I’d convinced myself that both of us knew that extra-marital sex was way too dangerous a box of matches to play with. Especially when the box of matches in question was a guy like Irons. A guy who even someone as difficult to shock as ex-Marine Gunny Ted described as ‘Trouble with a Capital T.’

How stupid did I feel right now? As I desperately waited for nighttime to end in Charleston and some kind of contact from Lizzy.

Through the late afternoon and early evening, I tried to sleep. It was four to eight a.m. for Lizzy, I figured there was zero chance Lizzy would be awake to contact me, so sleeping ran no risk of missing her call.

At least that was the theory - but I was way too stressed to sleep! But even the hotel TV and internet’s incomparable selection of entertainment did little to rescue me from hour after hour of mental torture about where things between me and Lizzy would head after what I’d just witnessed. Or, more accurately, where things would head between Lizzy and Irons after what I’d just witnessed. I’d seen things spiral so quickly with Simon. Why should things be any different with Irons?

Their mutual attraction was obviously so strong that things had moved on hugely in the space of just that single Friday evening. With this attraction so strong, how long before Irons would break through Lizzy’s moral boundaries and get her to indulge in some of the more extreme, bizarre things we all knew happened to biker chicks? How long before these widening sexual activities linked into a growing emotional attachment - Lizzy’s physical submission going hand-in-hand with a more emotional submission? And then, surely, it would only be a short step before Irons asked Lizzy to give him some more formal commitment in the eyes of the club. ‘Official squeeze’ … ‘girlfriend’ … ‘old lady’ … there were a thousand-and-one different words to use to describe him using his influence and my absence to weaken the ties between Lizzy and me. And every one of those waiting minutes seemed to torture me with new thoughts about how a man like Irons would use what had happened on Friday night to his advantage and my detriment.

From everything Ted had said, a man like Irons just wanted Lizzy as a way to warm the end of his cock and as a way to have some fun playing cruel minds on the man in his crosshairs - the poor suspecting husband - before Lizzy had been distracted by Simon and then MC business had forced Irons to abandon the chase. Now neither of these moderating forces was in play - after what I’d seen last night, the field of play was wide open for him and his love of causing Trouble.

My feet ached from pacing the hard marble, as we moved into the late evening, I finally sat down and squirmed as I knew Lizzy was likely awake, now it was late morning back home. My anguished, aching brain asking me just one thing: why hadn’t she rung yet? Why the hell hadn’t she called? She’d seen the phone held by Ted - she had to know I was dying here! Had to know her lack of reach-out was killing me! But still no call came.

Why? Why the hell not?

Maybe Lizzy was back at the club. Back on her knees, moaning around Irons’ huge cock, lost in the act of pleasuring him while the rest of the club looked on and cheered. Phone and thoughts of me abandoned, her world reduced to the taste and scent of another man.

Maybe she was bent forward, pinned to the pool table, her big boobs squashed painfully flat as she squealed and sobbed as Irons hammered that thick ten-inch monster in and out of her stretched, swollen pussy? His club of a cock glistening as the sounds of her satisfaction and surrender echoed off the clubhouse walls.

Maybe she was tangled in a sweaty, breathless heap on top of the pool table - with Irons underneath her and another biker on top of her, Lizzy’s body shuddering as she gave in and let herself be used by two men at once? Such a new and overwhelming experience making me the last thing on Lizzy’s mind.

Or maybe the explanation was even more sinister and troubling. Irons taking and Lizzy giving her phone so they could both focus on each other - a shared act to exclude me? Lizzy’s motives being heightened focus and pleasure; Irons’ motives more sadistic and controlling.

The more of the day that passed in Charleston without any kind of contact, the more acids sat painful in my empty stomach. Churning and rumbling, eating away at my stomach lining - I was totally unable to eat. Somehow it seemed an appropriate way to punish myself for my stupidity that had allowed all of this to happen.

Wasn’t a husband’s job to always protect his woman? And what had I done? I’d sent her straight into the Lion’s Den! What kind of a man does that? What kind of a husband? Thoughts so painful they forced me to press my fingers hard into my temples as if to numb the pain and make the thoughts go away. But the torturing mental images just kept coming back. Lizzy on her knees … Lizzy on the pool table … first with one man, then with more, skirt hiked up, squealing and sobbing with pleasure … surrounded by cheering bikers … the image was so obscene, I nearly retched. Made all the worse by the shameful fact my cock was so hard even as I shook with fear at where things might be going.

~~~~~

My phone finally buzzed! My slumping eyelids registering three a.m. on the big red digits as adrenaline kicked in and I lunged, knocking and smashing a glass.

Just a news alert. Just a fucking news alert!

‘Ukraine, gas prices, Taylor Swift’s latest boyfriend…’

What the fuck did I care? I was dying here!

I threw the phone back on the desk and watched it spin, glass face down. Glass on glass, spinning. In the old days - pre-Simon, pre-knowing just how patient and understanding I could be - Lizzy would have called by now. Knowing how I’d be suffering, as a bare minimum, the old pre-Simon Lizzy would have left a string of emojis and a ‘Love you babe!!!’. But now, there was nothing but silence, and a new level of fear after knowing how bad things had gotten in England.

The only good thing was that this sudden burst of adrenaline followed by the equally seismic downer had burned up my last reserves of energy. I knew that now I was only a few minutes away from sleep.

So I abandoned my day-long resolution to not text Lizzy - she needed to be the one to reach out to me - and used my very, very last reserves of energy to text Lizzy and somehow keep my matchstick-supported eyelids open while I desperately waited for an answer.

‘Hey Lizzy, hun … missing you … wondering why you didn’t call … early hours of the morning here, dog tired … will be asleep in five. Call me! J xxx.’

Somehow I managed five minutes. But no reply.


Chapter 12

Sun 10th October 2021, Bangkok

The red LED digits were just about readable through my barely focusing eyes … damned I felt rough … not surprising. Yes. Awake. A new day. But less than four hours of sleep. No one’s idea of rested and refreshed.

As my brain slowly booted up, it all came flooding.

Panicked, I reached for my phone.

Nothing … Nada … Zip! Diddly squat!

Damn! But at least there’d been no repeat of the broken glass incident.

Just about awake enough to exit the bed on the non-normal side - I was feeling rough enough without the extra drama of inter-toe glass shards to deal with.

A piping hot, steamy bleary-eyed shower and a burst of Colgate mint had me feeling five percent more human as I headed down to the breakfast buffet. Thankfully my fellow inmates (‘inmates?’ - that’s how I felt, I should be at home right now, not here in this five-star-prison) had no interest in conversation at seven-thirty on a Sunday morning as I found the quietest, most anti-social corner I could find.

Munch … swig … scan. Munch … swig … scan.

Repeat. Repeat over and over again.

Thankfully my brain was still too numbed from a whole Saturday of torment for me to feel pain. Even my hollowed-out chest caused little hurt compared to yesterday.

07:33. Nothing.

07:43. Nothing.

07:53. Nothing.

08:03. A tremor—a vibration.

It was a call. Finally a call. Lizzy’s number! Thank God. Lizzy’s number … please Lord, let this be her … not some sick joke … excitedly, breathlessly taking the call, only to find it would be Irons and his mind games on the other end of the phone.

I answered … my throat already constricting … thankfully my brain was similarly panicked, only capable of two words…

“Hey, babe,” I said.

There was a long pause before she replied … her face full of anguish as she took in just how shitty her husband looked and sounded … that single, short look of anguish making me feel loved and a zillion times better. She may have done shit, she should have rung way earlier … but at least she knew wrong and hated looking at the damage she’d caused.

“Hey you!” She tried to smile. To keep up a pretense of normality. But like me, her scratchy, tightened voice gave her away.

“Are you okay?” I asked. Or at least, that’s what I outwardly asked. We both knew what I really meant was, ‘just why the hell didn’t you ring?!’

“I should be asking you that,” she replied. Her whole demeanor a totally confused, conflicted mess. Her eyes all loving, gentle concern and care. Her shaky voice box and taut lines around the face all ‘fuck, I caused this’ … all ‘Jim, I’m so sorry, so sorry I did this to you…’

For what seemed one of those forever moments, I let the silence between us stretch.

Now that she’d finally contacted me - ‘only a day or so too late, darling!’ - I was unsure whether to scream, laugh, or crawl into the phone and hug her.

“I’m okay, hun,” I half lied - now that she’d finally rung, I was on the mend, so it wasn’t a total lie. “I won’t pretend waiting wasn’t hard … but how about you, sweetheart, how are you? Things looked kinda intense the other night…”

For a couple with such a deep and long-lived love, our mutual nerves were forcing us both to speak in code. ‘Intense’. If that wasn’t code, what was?!

She pursed her lips, the nerve lines even more pronounced as she prepared to tiptoe into the minefield - not quite sure what each conversational step might explode.

“I’m fine. I just… just … things got crazy last night. When you said you were okay for me to go, I had no idea … I didn’t think any of that would happen. Not like that…”

After the last twenty-four hours of stewing and thinking, a huge part of me wanted to shoot back. ‘Really? Really you didn’t expect that? Irons has hardly made a point of hiding his intentions, has he? Or is it that you went knowing he’d make a move and you told yourself you could resist, even though you knew in your heart you couldn’t or wouldn’t?’

My explanation seemed a damn sight more plausible than hers - but that was a conversation that could come later. When our relationship and my heart were in a more stable condition. So my actual spoken words were very different.

“Looked like you were having fun…” I said, trying for levity to ease the strain we were both feeling.

Lizzy blushed. Exactly the same shade and expression as Friday night when Irons had played his game - spotting Ted’s phone and turning Lizzy so she’d instantly know her beloved husband was witness to her defilement … that he’d realize that he had prevailed and that my wonderful wife had well and truly ‘fallen off the wagon.’

“I don’t … I don’t know,” she stammered, “I mean, yes …but also no … I didn’t mean for it to happen like that … any of it!”

Another brief bout of silence. A look away into the distance and then a nervous look back at the phone’s lens.

“Baby, are you mad at me? Do you hate me? Doing all that with Irons … like that … after everything that happened with Simon! How things ended up with Simon!”

“Mad at you? Well, maybe a little … at the start … but then I thought about it, with me over here, with your ‘needs’ … I think it was always likely to happen.” She looked way more relaxed now - the hint of a tiny smile present for the first time. “And as for hating you … no, God no … I could never hate you, baby!”

The smile grew a little wider. A little more confident.

“But you don’t get off scot-free young lady,” I gently scolded.

“What really hurt was you not contacting me all day Saturday! You had to know I’d be sitting here stewing about everything … sitting here desperate to talk to you … but you never called … not even once, not even a single text … that hurt, baby! That was hell for me!”

No smile. Instant shame. Nearly tears. Struggling to control her jaw, to not bawl. When it came, her apology was whispered, so ashamed, she was barely audible.

“I’m so sorry, babe … can you forgive me? Please forgive me…”

This was enough. I didn’t need more words. Her face, her reaction spoke more than a hundred words ever could.

Because it was enough, I wanted the old, nearly smiling Lizzy back. She’d apologized, meant it from the bottom of her heart. So now I ached for reconnection. A reconnection that would only be hindered by guilt.

“Of course I forgive you, sweetheart.” Our eyes connected. Her eyes nearly teared up again. This time tears of joy.

“So, my naughty little, ‘can’t resist a big dick’ wife … tell me … explain to me why you didn’t call at all yesterday?”

She giggled. So sweet. Her shoulders visibly scrunching in like she was nothing more than a naughty kid caught with her hand in the cookie jar - rather than a married mom who’d allowed herself to be fucked by an evil-minded Ex-Marine in front of all his buddies.

“Your poor husband’s sitting here all alone with a painfully hard cock … I think you’d better tell me exactly why you didn’t contact me at all yesterday! It wouldn’t conceivably have anything to do with a certain Ex-Marine getting into your damp little panties, would it?” (Damn, I was glad I’d found the most deserted part of the hotel restaurant and that it was still so early on Sunday.)

She blushed even more. A fit of giggles telling me exactly where this was headed.

“Baby, he couldn’t get enough of me! We did it again and again … I swear he must have taken one of those little blue pills … I know he’s the same age as Ted, but that damned huge cock of his just wouldn’t go down. It was like a dog’s wet nose sniffing round my little pussy all day long! I’m so sore … and when I try and walk, I feel all bandy-legged, like I can’t walk properly … I can still feel him up inside me … I think he’s even bigger than SImon … I’d forgotten just how big he is, how thick…”

“Hey, honey … leave a little room there for your husband’s pride and ego to breathe!” I gently teased, knowing full well Lizzy’s memory was too good for any kind of response except one.

“Oh, sorry, honey,” she chuckled, “but I thought my kinky husband loved hearing about how his tiny dick can’t compare to bigger and better men … and how his wife so much prefers sex with men with proper, manly, studly cocks!”

Ouch! But she wasn’t wrong.

This felt so much better than the misery of Saturday. Angst and pain versus playful love talk with the woman I loved! I wanted more. Needed more. The perfect salve for my miserable Saturday.

“So, tell me, baby .. what exactly did Irons and his big, manly cock do to you that kept you so busy that you didn’t even have time to send a single text to your poor, beleaguered husband?”

She looked so cute, so adorable giggling.

“Oh, baby … you wouldn’t believe … maybe I’ll have to get you one of those little blue pills when you’re back here … he said he was making up for lost time. He said he was punishing me for all the teasing, all those days he did our yard work and I didn’t give him any reward, didn’t let him touch me … because of what happened with that ‘Limey Prick’ as he called him … the first time, he did me in the kitchen…”

I shivered at the image—Lizzy, bent over our own kitchen island, Irons behind her, punishing her with his huge cock glistening with her juices, sawing in and out as she whimpered in submission. So jealous! So aroused!

She giggled again, my glassy-eyed stare telling her she’d captured me, giving her confidence to up the dosage.

“Jim, baby … at the club, all day today … I kinda wished you’d been there in person to see just how naughty your slutty wife was … I wished you could have seen it … seen it all!”

She paused, her smile teasing - a loving lady cat about to play with her beloved little mouse. “I wish you could have seen what Irons did to me while you were waiting for my call … what I did to him … oh baby, I wish you could have seen the look on my face … how much I loved what that enormous cock of his did to me … how it stretched me, how it made me feel … so much better than your cock, my pervy little husband…”

Oh fuck! Oh fuck! So much better than yesterday’s torture, her teasing words causing another jolt in my groin just when I thought my slim six inches couldn’t get any harder.

“What next?” I hungrily panted. “What did he do to my wife next?”

“Really?” Lizzy giggled, her tone high-pitched and happy. “God, Jim, I thought you were through that phase, after everything that happened with Simon! YOU, Mister Sharp, are such a pervert.”

“Yeah, baby … but I’m YOUR pervert!” I whispered, grateful the nearest guest was a good twenty yards away.

She grinned like a she-devil and took a deep breath. “After the kitchen, we rested just a few minutes, then he wanted me again … this time on top of your pool table … I was showing him around, he didn’t see much back earlier in the year … and when I told him the table was a fortieth birthday present from me to you, he bent me over and… he didn’t even take my panties off, he just pushed them to the side and went in … he kept going on about whose table was it now … getting me to tell him how much bigger than you his cock is, how much more I prefer it…”

Eyes blazing from the memory, I could tell she was suddenly nervous again, unsure whether to tell me.

“Lizzy, remember … no secrets, that’s what caused us problems before…”

“Sorry, babe,” she whispered, “… it’s just I feel a bit ashamed … the more he talked you down, got me to say out loud how much better he was, how much more I preferred him, the more my whole body caught on fire … fuck, it was so hot … his cock, all the mind games …even though he’d fucked me at the club, fucked me in the kitchen … I screamed and screamed … Jim. I screamed so loud I was worried Caitlin would come up to the house to investigate…”

Oh fuck! Lizzy wasn’t the only one who’d fallen off the wagon. Never mind what my love of Lizzy’s cheating had nearly cost us last time, my cock was so painfully swollen right now I had no doubts I’d fallen off the wagon just as much as her. Or at least I had now that my loving wife had started pressing my buttons as only she knew how.

“That’s why I didn’t call or text, honey! All day long, I let him fuck me … let him do whatever he wanted. He slapped my ass, called me his biker bitch, made me say thank you, admit that I’d need his cock every day … that he could fuck me any time he wanted. At the end, after the den, after the living room, he picked me up on his shoulder and carried me like some cave man trophy up to our master bedroom and fucked me there for a whole hour until I begged him to give me a break…”

“Jesus, Lizzy, that’s so hot!” I panted, unable and unwilling to hide my excitement. If Lizzy had been honest about her fall, I loved her too much not to be equally honest.

She laughed again. “I’m glad you’re excited, honey … coz honestly, baby, I’m not sure I’d be able to resist him if you told me you wanted me to stop…”

We looked at each other. Eyes connected. No words needed. We both knew the significance of what we’d just shared.

We both gathered ourselves. Just breathing. Just looking deep into each other’s souls. Me being the one who felt the need to break the moment.

“So, where’s he now?” I asked, my throat dry.

“When I told him I needed a break, he went out for food, joked that I’d need to build up my energy,” she laughed before that nervous look was suddenly back in her eyes.

“Jim, baby … is it okay if Irons stays the night?”

Oh fuck! I knew what I wanted to say. I knew what the pervert in me wanted to say. And I knew what Lizzy wanted my answer to be. But suddenly I felt ashamed, asking myself what a real man would say - a real man would say ‘hell no’, would fly across time zones to drag Irons out by his scruffy denim patches. But right now, with that question, I wasn’t a real man. I was too needy - not to mention a little too scared of what she might do anyway if I did say ‘no’.

I closed my eyes, feeling the throb in my cock and the light-headedness in my skull.

“Yeah,” I said, after a beat. “If that’s what you want.”

But like the pervert I was feeling right now, that wasn’t enough for me.

“But only, Lizzy, if you tell me what it is you also want…”

She knew exactly what I wanted to hear. She knew enough from our time with Simon, I didn’t have to spell it out.

“I want Irons to stay the night, baby .. I want him to sleep on your side of the bed … to sleep in place of you, baby … coz he fucks me so much better than you, baby…”

Oh fuck! My groan was so loud I got the strangest of looks from a passing waiter.

The silence returned, before Lizzy - just as she always did - found the perfect words.

“I love you, Jim,” she smiled, meaning it with every ounce of her soul. “But right now it’s Irons I really want!”

Her actions backing up her words as she blew me a kiss and cut the call.

Oh fuck! No matter how close I felt to her right now, a part of me wondered if my Saturday of torment had been easier.

~~~~~    

I felt a million times better than I’d felt the day before. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t still in shock. It’s one thing to suspect what your wife’s up to and what it might signify - but it’s a totally different experience to know it as fact and to know that you’re about to start out all over again on the same rollercoaster that already thrilled you once but that nearly cost you your marriage. A totally different experience; a totally different plane in terms of exhilaration and fear, highs much higher, depths more gut-churning and painfully acute. And that’s what I knew we’d both just signed up for. Not just Lizzy - after that last call, I was just as much an active accomplice as she was.

Breathing deeply, I tried to calm myself. I stayed in the restaurant, nursing a third coffee and slowly watching the place fill up as we hit nine a.m. But I still had enough privacy that three or four times I nearly weakened and called Lizzy back.

But I didn’t. I knew in my heart right now she wanted to concentrate on Irons. To concentrate on the excitement of their newly reignited relationship. Three quarters of a year without each other, several weeks of intense teasing. Of course it hurt that right now she wanted a night time in bed with him rather than talking to her husband of twenty-years plus. But I could hardly be surprised. And if I was totally honest with myself, the thought that she preferred him to me right now somehow made my cock even harder. Tore at my heart with a greater ache and shame. But wasn’t that the whole problem? This game - I hoped that was all it was, a game - a game we’d be able to end when I returned home - was one we both found so damned exciting. The more I thought about how painfully exciting I found it and how much Lizzy had grown to love men with really big cocks, the more I was amazed we’d managed to last several months without the game.

I was reflecting on exactly this realization when I heard a familiar voice from over my shoulder.

“Wow! Someone looks like shit! You look terrible, boss! Like you haven’t slept for a whole week!”

I may have been her boss, but Anong would never stand on ceremony - and nor would I ever have wanted her to!

“Well, good morning! Lovely to see you too, Mrs. Kanokkorn,” I beamed, grateful for the distraction, no matter how rude my supposed subordinate had just been to me.

“And, Mrs. Kanokkorn, your BOSS - and don’t you forget it - might look like shit, but you look positively good enough to eat this morning!”

And she did – she wore a tight-fitting navy skirt suit. Her skirt short enough to leave my tongue nearly hanging out as I admired the smoothness of her caramel-colored thighs. Her blouse, a pale, nearly transparent white silk, two buttons undone to give me a barely legal view of her cleavage - taut enough across her chest that it was totally clear that my EA was braless. Her nipples pushing hard against the fabric, visible to me and all the other diners in all their large, dark glory.

“‘Good enough to eat’,” she echoed back. “Be careful, a comment like that could get you in front of an HR firing squad! Even if you are my boss!”

I smiled, stood and pulled out a chair by way of surrender. I’d never get the better of my sexy, smart assistant! But it sure was fun trying!

“Coffee?” I offered, pouring before she’d answered. “That is, unless you’ll take that to HR too … ‘Mr. Jim, he offered me a coffee to let him eat me!’”

Two sips in, her tease face disappeared, replaced by a look of concern. “Jim, you do look tired! Everything, okay?”

I felt a lovely rising warmth in my chest. I was so lucky to have a second such wonderful woman in my life.

“Yes, okay now,” I sighed, “but let’s just say it was a pretty rough Saturday … but Lizzy and I talked … it’s all okay now…”

“Irons?” she asked - one syllable enough. She was fully up to speed on just about all the last few weeks of flirting.

“Who else?” I sighed again. “But it’s all good now.”

I could see the question flickering in her eyes. Genuine concern for me and Lizzy fighting with a smart woman’s grasp of implications and opportunity.

“You sure you and Lizzy are okay?” Concern had won out - a mark of who the real Anong was, just one more reason I had more than a little bit of a crush on this lovely female.

“Okay,” she smiled, her look overflowing with happiness that two of her favorite people hadn’t hurt each other - again!

She reached across and gave my hand a squeeze of tender care. A matching smile telling me how much Lizzy and I meant to her.

“Okay, well … if everything’s okay back home, shall you and me get down to some WORK…”

The way she said it, and the way her sharp, immaculate red nails rubbed my hand as she released left me in no doubt about how she saw a good chunk of our working day passing.

“Shall we work up in your suite? This place is getting noisy now…”

“Makes sense,” I answered, breathing in her perfume as she took my arm and walked me towards the bank of elevators. The softness of her skin on my arm making it much harder for me to walk in a way that wouldn’t make the bell boys laugh.

Let them laugh! Lizzy might be on her back renewing her acquaintanceship with Irons - but I had my Anong for the rest of Sunday.

Yes, Sunday was going to be a far better day than Saturday!


Chapter 13

Sun 10th October 2021, Bangkok

Damn, it felt good! Back feeling that all-consuming, racing heartbeat as that delicious warmth spread through my chest. My whole body tingled, set on edge by a mix of memories and anticipation.

We were back in my hotel suite. Like a couple of horny teenagers, only far more X-rated, I knew we were both dying to tear each other’s clothes off and get to it. These last months had been insanely hard. All those hours together, all those meetings sitting so close, breathing in her perfume, sensing the gentle glow and warmth of her body just inches away. So many times, I’d felt like I was crumbling, but somehow, I’d maintained self-control - and now was ‘good husband, good guy’ reward time! My look across at her told me she felt the same!

Like a gentleman, I’d held the door for her. (However independent and sassy, Anong appreciated little gestures like that. ‘Not being taken for granted’, ‘Being seen … as a woman’ she called it.) But the moment the door was closed, she pressed that amazing body of hers hard against me, her lips already devouring mine. She gripped the back of my neck, her sharp nails digging into the sensitive flesh, painful but delightful, my cock hardening as her talons drew blood and owned me.

“I want you, Jim … I want you so, so much!” she hissed, one bloodied set of nails leaving my neck to expertly work at my pants.

Oh fuck! I swooned, my eyes screwed shut. Feeling her cool, soft hand squeeze me, squeeze me with an aggression that told me how much she needed me inside … fuck, I was a man who’d died and gone to heaven!

Her vice-like hand not leaving my manhood for a single moment, she walked me backwards until the backs of my knees met the edge of the bed, and she didn’t stop. Squealing with happy, playful laughter she pushed more until I toppled back, Anong more than happy to topple on top of me, her face so close I could barely focus as we carried on trying to suck each other’s lips off.

Just for a moment, things got serious. She pulled back, those dark, nearly black eyes looking into mine with intensity. “This had better all be okay! These last weeks have been hard for me, Jim … if we’re gonna start this all up again, you and me, then I want to know we won’t have to stop it all again…”

Stroking her cheek, feeling her pain, I pressed my lips to hers with the gentlest of touches.

“Anong, sweetheart … I promise you it’s all okay … you’ve spoken to Lizzy,” her eyes softening at my mention of her new best friend, “knowing the two of you, I’m sure she gave a blow-by-blow account of how things went with Irons the other day … did that sound like a woman about to change her mind?”

The smallest of nods, then she was back in ‘let’s devour Jim’ mode, pulling at my pants and shirt, as those nails did amazing things to my chest and nipples, before journeying south with such skill and intent she’d soon teased an extra inch of hardness out of me.

Oh fuck! I screwed my eyes shut again. Damn, how did she do it! It was like she was hoovering at my soul. Those lips - those beautiful, glossy, perfect pink lips somehow forming a hermetic seal around my cock as she grinned wickedly at me and tried to suck my very essence up and out, out from me and into her waiting tummy.

Oh fuck! Oh fuck, Anong … if I wasn’t married … oh babe, I think I’m falling in love all over again!

Wait! Where’s that finger going? I was a man in heaven. Her sparkling, naughty eyes drinking in my soul, telling me how much I meant to her as those long, one long slender finger teasing at my little puckered hole while the rest of her digits weighed and squeezed at my balls and shaft … all the time those lovely pink lips did their thing.

I knew I couldn’t last long.

One little nod from her told me that’s what she wanted. My fingers roughly entwined through her long black hair as I thrust upwards and gave her belly every last drop I had. The salty, seedy, slimy kiss she gave me after the most perfect way of closing Act 1.

Pulling her on top of me on the bed, pulling her dress off as we laughed and smirked like kids, I knew I was falling in love just a little with this amazing woman. Time to give her back what she’d given me. Suckling at those sweet, proud nipples … kissing my way down over her soft, smooth tummy … kissing my way down until my hot breath was over her treasure trove … hardly a hardship!

Nuzzling and softly kissing at the soft skin at the crease of her thigh, I smiled as I saw just how wet she was, the slickness gleaming on her labia and the shaved skin around them. Her clit was already hard, peeking out like the prettiest of pink gems. When I flicked my tongue against it, she shuddered, one hand gripping the back of my head, the other pinching her own nipple as I started on my lovely mission.

One sweet lady climax later - a little more blood now seeping from the nail wounds on my skull, the edge now off for both of us - that warm, ‘life is great’ feeling was back with me as I sank my cock smoothly into Anong’s velvet love tunnel, her legs wrapping round me to tell both of us I was hers.

One long, Anong-initiated kiss later, our lips had broken, and she was smiling up at me. “Lizzy can have all the big cock she wants … this is the only cock I want … this cock and the man it belongs to…”

“She can have you one week a month … I’m kind like that,” she purred, sharp nails tracing down my cheek, “but the other three weeks, you’re all mine!” Nine-parts happy, one-part wondering how this would all play out when the project was over - I focused on the positive and started to slowly take my filly out for a canter. I’d not ridden her in so long, she’d not allowed me into her saddle … we were both so happy and fulfilled to be back together. No words were needed … it was all in the eyes…

Rocking slowly back and forth, I told her what was on my mind.

“God, you’re beautiful…” Her smile was wonderful to behold.

“… Inside and out…” I thought she might break down in tears. Behind that confident exterior, her ex-husband had given her plenty of hurt. The best bit for her, she knew I meant it. Every word.

“You say that every time,” she teased,

Breathing in her aroma - citrus tang mixing with the scent of her womanly needs - she shared another special kiss before ‘teasing-Anong’ made another appearance.

“Come on, baby,” she panted, “show me what you got…”

Despite having cum already, five minutes later only one of us had cum again - although there were little red marks on Anong’s breasts and thighs where I’d bitten or grabbed too hard. Not that she seemed at all upset - ‘her man marking his territory’.

“I’m sorry, I should have lasted longer.”

She brushed my cheek, her fingers light yet full of meaning - making my heart soar all over again. “Don’t apologize. This isn’t a contest between you and Irons or Simon. It’s about you and me being together, together as lovers, together as people.” Her voice was quieter than normal for Anong, she was speaking from the heart, her normal barriers down in this moment of vulnerability and honesty.

~~~~~

The next few weeks - mid-October to mid-November - flew by.

From my twice daily calls with Lizzy (and from what I gleaned from my less frequent calls with Ted, my spy and safety net), everything seemed to be going well for Lizzy, between her and Irons. Irons was behaving himself and Lizzy was getting her physical and companionship needs met - but without any of the marriage-threatening drama from when Simon had been playing this role.

If things were good back home in Charleston, they were maybe even better in Bangkok.

Things were going well on the project, which meant for evenings and weekends I was able to properly switch off and really give myself over to the rekindled relationship between Anong and me.

Mornings were often the best - both of us naturally early risers, meaning plenty of time to play and appreciate each other before work.

Maybe half the days, Anong woke before me. And that only meant one thing - she’d wake me with a hand around my cock, or her tongue sliding down my shaft, and before I was fully conscious, she’d have me begging for release. She was a demon with her mouth, taking me deep and swirling her tongue, popping off and up every so often to look up at me in my exquisite suffering. Grinning before diving down again to make me suffer and love life as she took me to the next level.

If I came too quick, my naughty, sex-is-fun Thai girlfriend would laugh and spit the load onto her tits, smearing it in, then climb up to kiss me. Making me taste my own jizz as some kind of surrender and endorsement of the middle-aged sexual freedom she’d been instrumental in helping me discover.

But if I woke before her, I’d tiptoe into the shower to give Anong a few extra minutes’ sleep. My reward for my unselfish act? When I returned freshly showered, I’d see my beautiful Thai co-worker and girlfriend lying in our bed, naked and sprawling on her stomach, a picture of utter loveliness. Her long, black hair fanned out over the white sheets. Her pear-shaped ass perfect beyond description - somehow taut and yet soft and plump, just begging to be kissed and explored.

I was often so lost in admiring her wonderful body that I’d not notice Anong waking up.

"Take a picture, Jim. It’ll last longer."

Sometimes I did, and she’d pose with a finger in her mouth in a way that left no doubt about where those lips would next be journeying. Or she might open her thighs just a little and slip a finger between her love lips to tempt me to do something with her that meant I’d have to shower all over again. (Thank goodness the hotel provided plenty of fresh towels! I’m not a man with strong resolve!)

Morning ‘love making’ (aware we had work to get to) was more just outright sex than making love. Morning-time Anong normally wanted me to take her hard and fast, to bend over the bed, arms braced and forced down to the mattress, while I fucked her hard and deep from behind, fast and deep until her pussy was dripping all over the bed! And never mind that she’d only just woken - boy was she vocal! A small part of me worried we’d get a knock on the door complaining about the noise; a bigger part of me feeling proud and happy that I could get such a vocal reaction from the woman in my life.

Evening ‘love making’ (with no time pressure) was just that - slower and more romantic. Dinner, my seven p.m. Bangkok to seven a.m. Charleston call to Lizzy and then we were free to feast on each other’s bodies, souls and hearts for the rest of the evening. The ‘rest of the evening’ normally starting with Anong seductively unbuttoning her skirt and jiggling her hips and ass out of it, leaving only a thong and a ‘come and get me’ stare. A request it would have been rude to decline, leading into a slow, languid session - Anong lying back, knees spread, me taking my time with my mouth and fingers until she moaned and pleaded, until I finally gave her what she wanted as I entered her and we mixed up making love and long, all-encompassing conversations while she toyed with my sticky cock and waited for me to recover for round two.

‘All-encompassing conversations.’ ‘Feasting on each other’s souls and hearts.’ That may sound unduly dramatic - but it was a reality. A reality that both Anong and I were comfortable to talk about - the growing emotional closeness between us. Given we’d worked so closely for nearly a year now, and given that we were back again as lovers, we’d each have had to have been hewn from solid granite not to develop an emotional closeness.

We were both adult and mature to talk about it - both agreeing that fondness and closeness had developed to a point best summarized as ‘yes, we both loved each other, and had more than a hint of a mutual mini-crush going on here - but that neither of us was IN love with each other’ - certainly not to the extent that what we had was a threat to my love for Lizzy. We were both happy about what we both felt and that we could be honest and open about it.

But Anong being Anong, she couldn’t resist one final tease. “But of course, Jim … if ever Jim did come onto the market … if ever anything happened between you and Lizzy … well … what can I say, I might just have to throw my hat into the ring and make a land grab for that skinny white ass of yours!"“

~~~~~

If weekdays were all about ‘sex, work and lovemaking’, weekends carried a different vibe.

With no work distractions, between the morning and evening calls home, on weekends Anong and I played at ‘happy couples’, being a real couple, half-tourist and half-local.

Anong would tour me around a mix of local cultural high-points and bustling, heaving markets. But whichever type of destination it was, everywhere we went, she’d touch me in a very symbolic way - holding my hand, looping her arm through mine, or resting her head on my shoulder in the back of a Grab. It was possessive, but not needy - she just wanted people to know we were together. That in the absence of Lizzy - otherwise occupied with her own lover back home - she wanted them to know that I belonged to her, just as much as she belonged to me.

On these couples’ days out, as we got closer to nighttime, she’d amp up her flirting, winding me up, whispering about what she wanted to do to me the second we got back to the hotel suite. If we passed a mirror in a coffee shop or bar, she’d very ostentatiously check her makeup, applying fresh lipstick and pursing and then opening her lips in a way that left little to the imagination.

More than once, this coffee shop mirror display led to Anong blowing me in the Grab on the way home - a first for me in the sheltered life I’d lived until now.

Weekdays, weekends - they were all good days. I even managed to squeeze in an extra trip home, scheduled around a much-needed two-day brainstorming session with my company’s best technical brains to try and unravel some of the issues still giving us problems.

That trip in late October was wonderful. Loving, reconnecting times with Lizzy and sweet, wonderful times with Caitlin and Rachel Jr. - the happiest little family of five you can imagine. (Five as Caitlin’s baby daddy, Henry, was back from his studies in Pasadena. They may not have married, but that boy was seriously smitten with Caitlin and his little two-year-old daughter.)

It wasn’t that trip when my neck started to prick up with the first signs of danger.

It was the trip after that, in mid-November, when a couple of different incidents had me starting to worry that we might be about to have to face into trouble all over again.


Chapter 14

Mon 22nd November 2021, Charleston

I’d been back a couple of days. Lizzy and I had enjoyed our normal Saturday day-one, passionate ‘I’m home honey, let’s re-connect sex.’ Followed by more leisurely cuddling, chatting and just generally wallowing in the happy, contented state of being physically together after weeks apart for most of Sunday.

But now it was Monday and Lizzy was back leading her class of little angels, and I was alone in the house, awaiting her end of day return. I’d made my normal hyper-early start to the day (which fitted with my body clock still being on Asia time), and with the time difference and the project’s current smooth sailing I was fully wrapped up and done by mid-morning local time. ‘Sleep time!’ I thought to myself, so I’ll be fully rested and refreshed to make the most of our evening together when Lizzy was back home.

I woke up a little before she was due back, showered and started preparing dinner. For seven hours my wonderful lady had played teacher, policeman, nurse and general all-round surrogate mom for twenty little people - twenty little people capable of being angels one minute and demons the next. Prepping dinner and a foot rub for her was the least I could do … and if the foot rub led to something else … well then, that would be my just reward for being such a loving and attentive husband!!

But when Lizzy did make it home, after the normal hugs, kisses and small talk, I soon sensed something was off. When we talked, she seemed hesitant to meet my eyes, her hands were fidgety and there was the slightest of nervous shaky tones in her voice when she spoke.

It took me a few minutes to notice and be sure. I let it ride for a few minutes more - thinking she’d maybe spill whatever it was. But when she volunteered nothing, I gently pushed.

“Okay, honey ... out with it! Something’s got you all riled up!”

She paused. Never a good sign. Looking down at the table, pulling a face to herself before looking up having summoned the necessary courage.

“Well,” she stammered, “it’s just about dinner really, no big deal…”

I looked quizzically and allowed her to explain. “Remember honey, how we invited Simon to dinner … and then you had a call, and then me and Simon made out…” As I recalled, you did a damned sight more than just ‘made out’, but still being in loving husband mode, I let it pass.

“Well, Irons heard about that night…” - ‘heard about’ … meaning you told him, but carry on honey - “… and he kinda wants the same, something about if it’s good enough for Simon, it’s good enough for him…”

“Only, Jim baby … Irons thought it might be more exciting if you weren’t skulking in the shadows … he thinks it would be hotter if you’re right there in the room, up close … able to really see how I cum on his big cock … he thinks that would be far hotter for all three of us … far hotter than you just watching on the phone…”

Oh fuck! From the way Lizzy’s face was flushed and her eyes were suddenly sparkling with energy, I knew it wasn’t just Irons who wanted the rest of the evening to pan out like this! If it had just been him, I’d have had a say in the matter. But from the way Lizzy was looking at me right now, I already knew this was a done deal. The only question was about how the details of the evening would actually play out compared to the multiple scenes of lewd debauchery my fevered imagination had already started conjuring up!

~~~~~    

“Good of you to invite me over for dinner, Jim!” he smirked, squeezing my hand just hard enough to send a message, but without going totally overboard, totally into asshole territory as he looked down at me from his long, scrawny frame.

Sitting there in his denim cuts, leathers and heavy motorcycle boots, he looked totally out of place - but all through the meal he behaved himself. The worst he managed was one or two disparaging comments about Simon - comments we could both agree on, even if he and I were unlikely to see eye-to-eye on much else.

It was only when the meal was over that his behavior started becoming more inappropriate and uncomfortable for me.

“So, Jim … how we gonna do this thing … how did it work when you invited Simon over for ‘dinner’?” The way he pronounced the word made Lizzy blush and left both of us in no doubt as to how he expected things to develop now the meal was finished.

As Lizzy blushed and I spluttered in shock, he reveled in our discomfort and decided to press a few more buttons. “Look Jim, we’re all friends here … all consenting adults … I know you love to watch me give to your wife with my big ‘ol schlong of a cock … and there’s no shame in that, old man…” Now I really was coloring up. “So, so that we can put on a really good show for you … why don’t you clear up the plates and shit, to give me and Lizzy a little time to get started?”

Lizzy shot him the dirtiest of looks! Good girl, Lizzy - standing up for your man.

An apology was offered and accepted. She gave him the tiniest of head nods to tell her lover he’d just about done enough to have him back in her good books. Sufficiently restored that despite her earlier anger she accepted his hand as he winked at me and led her like a Disney Princess, hand held high, towards the stairs.

‘So much for a deeply felt apology!’ That wink … not to mention the actions, I was left cleaning the dishes away while Cinders and her leather-clad Prince Charming chuckled their way upstairs to put on a show for me. ‘How kind and decent of them!’

Just how the hell had my Monday evening spiraled out of control like this? I’d been planning an evening of romantic closeness and intimacy with the woman I’d been away from for the last few weeks. Yet here I was sweating, with a lump in my throat as I tried to work out whether I hated or loved the way my evening had been ambushed and taken off track by Irons and what he wanted.

“Don’t be too long now, Jim!” Irons shouted down the stairs. “I’ll try to hold off until you get here … but your girl got needs … know what I mean!” The way I heard her giggle just amplifying his point, making me sweat even more as I hurried to clear everything up. Fuck, what kind of an evening was I in for?

~~~~~

Having cleared the table - this was my home, my week back on my throne, remind me, why the fuck was I doing this while they were cavorting in the bedroom - I took a deep breath, adjusted my pants, and headed up the stairs! Not knowing quite what scene would greet me.

Irons had heard me coming up the stairs. He and Lizzy were both already naked on the bed, on OUR bed … her beautiful breasts topped by her big, swollen nipples, rising and falling from the excitement of her breathing … her hand looking tiny as it grasped and tried to encircle that huge club of a cock he had.

Fuck, it turned me on! The sight of the woman I loved standing there next to her lover, glowing and almost pulsing with excitement and anticipation.

It was all so wrong! Her so buzzed to get the wicked, forbidden amazing sex Irons gave her. So buzzed not just to get his huge cock, but also on cloud nine to show me just how bad she’d become. And me, tongue hanging out, cock hard in my pants as I shredded any remaining self-respect. Letting Irons order me about on domestic duties so he could strip my wife and get her ready for sex! Not that she was exactly a passive, shy wallflower of a partner in all of this!

Fuck! Thinking this all through, seeing Lizzy’s rings wrapped around that huge, fat tube … I felt a raw, ugly surge of nerves and shame twist deep in my gut. A physical ache that left me breathless as I thought about the way Irons had treated me and how, after one small show of defiance, Lizzy was now back under his spell.

Irons grinned and nodded, “You’re gonna love this, Jim! Here in person, right up close! So much better than watching and whacking off from the other side of the world!”

I forced myself to nod in return, the humiliation burning in my stomach.

“This way you’ll REALLY see just how much Lizzy loves sex with me! Ain’t that right, babe!?” His mocking words and victorious grin just met by silent, blushing agreement from my lust-consumed wife.

Giving me one last wink, he turned to face Lizzy again, his voice rough. “Get on the bed, Lizzy! I want your pussy. Lie down and spread your legs for me. Show Jimmy Boy what a naughty little slut I’ve made you!”

Her cheeks bright red, Lizzy glanced at me. Her eyes searched my face—hungry, needing my permission, but there was no hiding the wild want in her expression. I gave her a small nod - however demeaning and humiliating, we both wanted this - my throat tightening as my heart pounded with jealousy and guilt.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered to Irons, her voice trembling with anticipation and submission as she climbed onto the bed.

Lying on her back, she spread her legs wide for him - without being asked, one hand working her pussy, making her breath come in shallow, desperate gasps. Her face was raw with need, her whole body wound tight, every muscle clenched and begging for the release that only Irons and his big cock and dirty sex could give her right now.

Irons knelt between her spread legs, cock in hand.

“Whose cock you want, Lizzy? Hubby’s cock, or my big, manly cock?” he baited us.

Lizzy nodded eagerly, her voice hoarse and ragged. “Yours … uh huh, I need your cock bad!”

Still fisting himself, the bastard just grinned. Grinned and pressed her further. “Look at your husband, Lizzy … look at Jimbo and tell him you want my cock! Two whole days without a proper cock! Tell him, tell him how badly you need a proper cock!”

She turned to me, our eyes locked, her face full of lust and embarrassment - but her hunger was what really shone through. “Baby, I want Irons to fuck me now. Can I have his cock? I want it so bad.”

Shame and arousal battling for control inside me, I could barely manage a nod. Nearly a year into our new way of life, it was amazing, this was the first time I’d been involved in this way. Not on the periphery or in the shadows, but sucked in real close - having to stand there and watch, having to actively give Lizzy away and hear her tell me how much better her lover was.

Irons caught my signal, my tiny nod. He slapped his cock against Lizzy’s pussy a few times, making her flinch and whimper, then lined up and pushed in.

No matter how many times she’d taken him before, Lizzy gasped from his sheer girth, her whole body tensing as his cock head slid inside her vulva. “Fuck. You feel so big!”

He didn’t wait, shoving half his huge veiny cock into her in a sudden, primal thrust.

“Ooh, fuck yeah, give it to me … give it to me baby,” Lizzy cried out, her voice raw with need.

“You want it all, baby?” he grinned down at her, his face almost cruel as he savored the manipulation, knowing how desperate Lizzy was for the next thick five inches.

“Yes, please baby,” she hissed. “Fuck me! Give me all your big cock!”

Irons slammed forward, burying his arm-thick cock in her all the way to the balls. Lizzy let out a shuddering cry, her nails clawing at the sheets as she screwed her eyes tight shut.

“Oh fuck! I love your cock … you stretch me out so good!” she groaned, her eyes wild.

“I love your cock, baby .. it’s amazing, fucking amazing … come on, tear me up!” she cooed, eyes now fully open, full of light and heat as she begged for Irons to give her what she’d grown to need.

Irons bent down, sucking hard on her tits as he started to slowly fuck her pussy.

I moved closer, needing to see, needing to feel every second of her surrender. My heart hammered as I stood right beside the bed, the ache in my gut twisting tighter.


Chapter 15

Irons must have slammed into something especially sensitive deep inside Lizzy - because her legs shot straight out, one foot jabbing right toward me, kicking into my ribs.

I acted instinctively, without thinking - one hand grabbing the foot, the other reaching for Lizzy’s hand. Lizzy looked away from Irons to me, looking surprised - the first time in all the games where we’d physically connected while she was with a lover.

"Sorry, honey … is it okay?" I muttered, humiliation and longing twisting inside me. Why was I apologizing? No matter, I couldn’t unsay the words - they’d certainly come from somewhere deep within.

She glanced at me through her haze of need, Irons still fucking her hard. "That's okay, honey. It’s nice that we’re connected … nice that you’re involved…"

Ouch! I got ‘nice’ - not once, but twice. Irons had been ‘amazing’ … amazing and ‘fucking amazing’.

I winced at the unflattering comparison - the only solace for my ego being that I knew Lizzy meant nothing by it. She was just describing biological realities.

Despite my shame, I still clutched her hand and foot. The hand, understandable, normal. The foot, it was like I was pulling her legs wider, making her even more available for her lover. But even as this unpalatable thought whizzed through my brain, I knew I was powerless to stop. My need for connection with Lizzy was just too strong.

Betrayed by the hardness of my cock, I was a man thoroughly confused. Even if I was happy for Lizzy to play while I was away, I’d so wanted tonight to be about her and me. So, I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out the sound of Irons pounding into the woman I’d planned to cuddle and kiss.

But it was no good because I couldn’t close my ears as suddenly Lizzy screamed, "OH fuck. Right there! Right there!" as the big ex-Marine’s weapon hit a special spot.

The bastard just winked at me, tightened his grip on her hips and took her shouting as extra encouragement as he sped up.

I was losing her, losing the physical and emotional connection. First, she wriggled her hand away, so that both arms could lock and cling around his neck, the color contrast really hitting me. I was about to release her foot when she beat me to the punch - pulling away so she could wrap both legs tight around Irons.

She was losing herself, going into herself, writhing and wild while the old troublemaker fucked her with a ferocity I’d never managed in all our years together - an intensity not even Simon had managed.

With Lizzy and me it was always about love - the pounding Irons was forcing me to watch was all about power, domination and owning her. A statement fuck if ever there was one - fucking and owning her right in front of her husband’s disbelieving stare as I looked on consumed by awe and arousal, shame and foreboding. Wondering whether we were already on another slippery slope just like we’d been with Simon.

Irons pushed up on his elbows, his dark bulk no longer squashing her boobs and I found myself unable to look away from Lizzy’s tits, the way they swung up and wobbled in time with each savage, hard stroke. It was almost hypnotic, watching the flesh sway and bounce with the brutal rhythm of his massive cock.

Then he changed his grip, prying her legs apart from around his back and forcing them down so, still clutching tight to her, he could spin her around, so she’d be on top and I’d have no choice but to see the hunger with which she’d ride him.

He didn’t tell me to, but I crept to the foot of the bed - a moth drawn to the flame, drawn by the raw, open sight of his thick, cock stretching her pussy far beyond what I ever could. My own cock jerking helplessly inside my pants - yes, I was back from Bangkok, but however much she loved me, it was clear whose cock Lizzy preferred right now. The humiliation of this thought caused a strangely pleasurable warmth in my chest.

My staring, my thoughts, the expression on my face - by now Lizzy was totally oblivious to my presence and everything I was going through. She just propped herself up, hands splayed on his scar-marked chest and ground her ass down on him to work him as deep as possible. Watching her grind, watching the look on her face as every muscle in her rear and tummy clenched as she rode his cock, sent shards of pain and excitement through me.

"Squeeze my tits, baby," she demanded, hungry and close, her grinding and riding ragged and desperate. He just grinned at me and really gave her beautiful tits a real mauling.

Her breathing was erratic and desperate. I could see the orgasm building in her, and by the look on Irons’ face, he knew it too. He rammed hard right up into her, and she clenched down on him, locking him inside.

She was grunting, panting, hair flying everywhere as she lost herself, bucking wild on his ten-inch dick. Irons seized her nipples in both hands, pulling hard, and Lizzy’s whole body seized up. She squeezed him tight, her orgasm ripping through her, hips shuddering, chest heaving, every muscle shaking as pleasure tore her apart.

From the side of the bed - I got a better view of her face and swinging boobs from here - I watched her collapse into her sexual high - legs trembling, breath punched out of her lungs, so deep in her gigantic climax that she couldn’t even speak. Only broken grunts and moans spilled out, animal and raw, stripped of words.

"That's right, cum on my fucking cock, Lizzy," Irons growled. "You love this cock, don't you, bitch?"

Normally she’d have slapped anyone calling her that - but right now she was too far gone, her body still twitching, and Irons still deep inside her. Her whole body still shaking from the orgasm.

She slowly came back to herself, her muscles relaxing, legs finally settling, her chest no longer heaving - those beautiful boobs of hers at rest rather than wobbling like jello as she collapsed on top of Irons’ dark torso.

When she could finally speak, she pulled her head up a little and it was Irons rather than me she addressed, her voice hoarse and full of wonder. “Fuck me, baby, that was incredible. Your cock, what you do with it is amazing!”

I don’t know which was harder - being ignored, the words she used or hearing her call him ‘baby’, a word normally reserved for me.

~~~~~

Despite how spent Lizzy looked after her massive cum, Irons obviously wasn’t done with her yet. He let go of her nipples, but kept kneading her tits, squeezing and rolling them as their hips continued to work in super-slow, almost in idle mode.

“You like riding my cock, don’t you, Lizzy?”

“Mmmm … yes, baby … I fucking love it,” she moaned, eyes distant and dreamy. “I love your big cock, baby. Keep fucking me.”

Instead, Irons rolled her off him, pulled out and dropped her onto the bed.

“On your knees, Lizzy!” he barked. “Face Jimbo! I want him to really see whose cock you really love … even when he’s here in town!”

I might have been burning up with shame, but Lizzy didn’t hesitate. Turning through ninety degrees and scooting across the bed toward me on shaky arms and knees, her boobs and chest thoroughly marked by bites, handprints and suction marks. Her eyes cloudy with lust and desire - totally under his control.

Irons was right behind her, grabbing her hips, shoving his cock back inside with zero mercy. Burying himself all the way to the root in one single, savage motion. Now right in front of me, Lizzy wailed so loud she nearly deafened me. “OOOhhhhh yesss. Fuck me.”

Already fully embedded, Irons started pounding her - his dark, tattooed hands digging into her hips, yanking her back to meet every brutal thrust. The sound of flesh on flesh filled the whole room, every thrust making Lizzy yelp.

“Deep, so deep … I love it. Yes! Fuck my pussy!” she screamed, voice breaking.

Irons paused just long enough to bark again, “Bitch! Tell your husband how you love it!”

‘Bitch’ a second time - still no slap from Lizzy. She was still too far gone. Her reaction was the opposite of what I’d have expected as she turned to look at me, her face lit with a wild, guilty pleasure. “Forgive me, honey, I love his cock, I love Irons’ cock. I love the way he fucks me. His cock fucks way deeper than yours, stretches me even more than Simon. It fills me up so much better, too. He fucks me so much better!! I’m sorry, honey!”

I tried to ignore her words - but I couldn’t! At one level they didn’t surprise me - but hearing Lizzy say this, seeing the look on her face just inches away made her words super painful, even if my cock hardened at the same time. It was the bald, blunt way she shouted it at me, and the intent behind Irons’ mind games that really twisted the knife and created extra hurt.

I tried telling myself it was just Lizzy’s pussy talking, her body just temporarily taking over her mind. Irons was still pounding into her, relentless, his cock driving deep as her tits bounced wildly, slapping together right in front of me with every thrust. The way he kept up that insane pace without losing control or blowing his load was unreal—his stamina put me to shame.

I told myself this was why Lizzy was being so dismissive of my performance as a lover.

After all, Lizzy was falling apart. Her breath coming fast again, little gasps and whimpers filling the room - she wasn’t in her right mind, she was right on the edge of another huge orgasm.

Her breathing became even more ragged and suddenly she reached out for me. For a second, I thought she just wanted to hold my hand as she came - but instead she grabbed at my tented pants and squeezed hard.

“Sorry, baby! Sorry! So much better … he fucks me so much better!” she sobbed as Irons hammered into her even harder, his thrusts brutal enough to shake her whole body. Her squeezing of my much smaller cock somehow a physical manifestation of what she was telling me.

"Gonna cum, gonna cum again! Don't stop!" she wailed.

"Where do you want it, Lizzy? Where ya want my jizz? Tell Jim where you want my cum! You want it in your pussy?" Irons hissed.

"FFUUUCCKKKKK. YYEESSSSS. Cum...in...my...pussy, give it me all, baby," she managed, barely coherent, shaking as she tumbled into her second orgasm.

Heart thudding in my chest, I knew this was almost certainly always where he came. This was all for me. Just like the mind games of forcing me to watch from close while Lizzy told me how much better he was as a lover. This was all just another part of Irons forcing me to see how far he’d sunk his claws into Lizzy in the few short weeks since they’d resumed their affair.

“Cum for me, baby,” he demanded, pushing her on, his tone almost cruel. “Cum for me like you never do for Jim!”

As she climaxed, her whole body jerked hard, her grip nearly breaking my penis in two.

“Here it comes, Jim. I’m gonna cum in your woman! I’m gonna fucking cum right in your Lizzy’s pussy.”

“Yes, baby … yes, baby … cum for me … cum in my pussy, baby,” she begged, totally consumed by the moment, eaten up by her lust and need for Irons, his cock and his seed.

Squeezing her tits really hard, Lizzy winced as the old biker clamped his hands on her hips and dragged her back onto his cock, grinding himself as deep as was physically possible.

He pounded her with a series of short, brutal thrusts and then gave one final, deep thrust into her as far as he could, shuddering as he pumped his load deep inside my wife.

“Take my cum, baby!”

“God, it feels so good. I can feel you shooting off inside me,” Lizzy groaned, her own orgasm nearly spent, her voice husky and low with contented fulfillment.

~~~~~

It was like the lull after the storm. Lizzy finally let go of my squeezed cock, and I stumbled back, my legs weak, shame flushing through my face as I realized I’d cum while Lizzy had been fucked so well by Irons.

As I tried to disguise the dark patch on my pants - good luck with that - Lizzy collapsed onto the bed, face and chest pressed down, but with her ass still arched high, even after he’d cum, Irons’ monstrous cock so large it was still buried to the hilt.

He held himself deep inside her for what felt like forever, not moving, just savoring it and engaging me in a staring contest which he won hands down as I turned away, suddenly feeling overwhelmed by everything that had happened.

When he finally pulled out, I watched his cock twitch and saw a thick drop of cum bead at the tip. He smacked his cock against her ass and dragged it across her skin, smearing the cum down her cheek.

Irons climbed off the bed, grabbed some tissues from the table, and wiped himself off, tossing the used tissues onto the floor.

Lizzy stayed where she was, ass up, spent and open.

I hadn’t moved. Still frozen, holding onto the edge of the bed, breath stuck in my chest. I felt totally and utterly overwhelmed by everything that had happened. From Lizzy’s first nervous ‘request’ that Irons join us for dinner right up to now. All the words I’d heard, all the mind games I’d experienced and all the intense sex I’d seen close up and raw left me utterly stunned, disoriented and bewildered.

So much for my romantic, couples’ evening with Lizzy. Home for two-and-a-half days and then this! If this was what two-and-a-half days brought, then just what the hell did the rest of the week hold for me?

….. To be continued ….

(The concluding part of Lizzy and Jim’s story is already part written and is planned for publication in late September, early November)
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