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Chapter 1 


Sunday, 22nd November 2021, Charleston, SC

I staggered out of our bedroom, totally shell-shocked. I needed a drink. This wasn’t remotely how I’d expected the evening to go. From my arrival home, midway through Saturday, to my leaving for the airport Friday noontime I only had six days at home each month.

So I’d not expected Lizzy to yield up one of our precious few evenings together so easily to her lover, Irons. All supposedly because Irons felt he’d gotten a raw deal—Simon had enjoyed dinner and Lizzy for dessert, and he’d not.

Despite my traumatized, bewildered condition, somehow I managed to get safely down the stairs—within range of the drinks cabinet. Collapsing into the armchair, drinking half the bourbon in one go, I reflected on what had just happened. Right from the initial moment Lizzy had nervously broached the subject of including Irons in our dinner plans, all the way through to the intense orgasm they’d just shared.

Fuck! I knew damn well this wasn’t just about Irons and what Irons wanted. Lizzy was a strong, intelligent woman who knew her mind and who could never be pushed into doing anything she didn’t want to do. Hell, her days were filled with cuddling, controlling and molding twenty little kids! A woman like that was perfectly capable of saying no to Irons if she’d wanted—but she hadn’t! Because she was just as keen as he was to have the sordid, no-holds-barred sex session I’d just witnessed.

‘Sordid’?

I understood why my mind had chosen that word as a flag to apply to what I’d just seen. The intensity, all those screams … all those bites, climaxes, and deep, pounding penetrations were a far cry from the sex Lizzy and I shared. But if it had really been ‘sordid,’ why had I stayed, stroked my cock, and cum in my own pants?

Pouring myself a second drink, I tried to be calmer—to reappraise what I’d just seen. Tried to work out why it was that it unsettled me so much.

The sex itself had been intense and overpowering, but I’d seen Lizzy in equally intense sessions with Irons and Simon before, albeit normally through the anesthetizing medium of an iPhone—and seeing things ‘up close and raw’ certainly guaranteed more of an emotional reaction.

But in my heart, I knew that wasn’t what was disturbing me.

What was scaring me was a troubling trifecta of three different things. Lizzy’s willingness to give up one of our rare and precious evenings together. Irons’ show of power and mind games. And Lizzy’s seemingly uncontrollable desire and need for the kind of sex Irons could give and which I couldn’t. She’d only ‘gone without’ on Saturday and Sunday nights, but apparently two nights was enough to drive her into a tailspin of desire for Irons that was so strong she prioritized him over me and us on one of our precious few nights together.

Piecing this all together as I took a long pull on my third bourbon, I wondered if I was overreacting. I knew that everything I was feeling and thinking right now was being seen through the lens of our experience with Simon. An experience, because it was now in the past, I found easier to be objective about.

However terrifying it had been at the time, nearly a year on I realized Simon and his relationship with Lizzy had never really been a threat to her and me. That had been clear the instant I turned up and confronted Lizzy. Simon’s ego and sense of self-importance (‘the whole world orbits around Simon Hadon’) might have persuaded him that Lizzy might leave me so she could be with him. But that was only ever a realistic prospect in his fevered imagination—the reality had always been that Lizzy’s love for me was far too deep and strong for her to ever leave me. Yes, she’d admitted loving Simon—but nowhere near enough to compete with what she felt for me and our family.

The time that had passed allowed me to be objective about Simon and the threat he’d posed.

But Irons was a totally different thing.

Irons, as a man, as a person, couldn’t have been more different than Simon. And Irons was here and now. Right here and now in our lives. And I’d just been—in the most ‘in your face’ of ways—forced to look directly at the power games he wanted to play and at the level of need Lizzy seemed to be exhibiting.

These razor-sharp realizations hit me just at the same moment as Lizzy appeared in the doorway. I’d been so lost in my thoughts I’d not heard her coming down the stairs. But now she was standing in the doorway, naked and blushing, her face suggesting she had just as many questions as I did.

“Are we okay, honey?” she asked, her voice shaky, nervous with raw emotion.

“I don’t know! You tell me!” I squawked back.

“Sorry, babe! I didn’t plan any of that… it kind of just happened…”

She looked so nervous, so concerned for the state of our marriage, and the impact of what I’d just witnessed, that I didn’t have it in me to be mean or angry. But that didn’t mean I was ready to play the victim here.

“Lizzy, you may not have planned any of that … I know that was all Irons … all Irons’ planning and doing … but you sure as hell went along with it … didn’t you!”

She bowed her head in shame, now perched like a guilty child on the arm of my armchair—a naked, guilty child—and gave the tiniest of nods to admit the truth of my accusation.

I wasn’t in a vindictive mood—this was all Irons. Lizzy’s only guilt was that she’d been too besotted by Irons and his huge cock to offer any kind of meaningful resistance. I pulled her off the arm to sit across my lap, our heads close as I looked into her eyes.

“Lizzy, I get that Irons is a fantastic lover,” I didn’t need to rub her nose in it by reminding her why this fact was so vividly etched in my brain, “and I honestly don’t begrudge you that … the reason I’m pissed is that I wanted tonight for us … I’ve only got four nights before I have to fly again, and we’ve just lost one of those to a horny old Marine and his veiny old cock!”

For the first time since she’d entered the room, Lizzy allowed herself a smile. She wiggled that shapely ass of hers on the stained frontage of my pants, throwing her arms around my neck.

“Sorry, hun … I didn’t think of it like that! I thought you’d like to watch… like you did with Simon…

“You know,” she teased, “the night’s still young,” her fingers already working at my much recovered penis.

I could have carried on the conversation, dug into my fears about her needing Irons’ big cock after only two days without. But that could wait for another day. Right now the more attractive option—at least as far as my engorged cock was concerned—was to switch off my brain and have some good old bonding, reclaiming sex with my wife.

Moments later, my pants were lowered around my thighs, and my remarkably hard cock was thrusting up into Lizzy’s pussy. An experience I found confusingly exciting. In all those weeks and months of Lizzy being with Simon, we’d managed to keep her time with him and me separate. With one or two exceptions, he’d fucked Lizzy while I was away, and I’d had her during my time back home.

But this was different. Lizzy impaling herself on me just minutes after she’d been stretched so wide by Irons’s wrist-thick ten-inch monster brought a wince of realization to my face. Making me feel a weird mix of excitement and humiliation. She was so loose, so stretched—and the fact Lizzy was so full of Irons’ seed hardly helped. The truth was that neither of us could really feel my slender six inches in Lizzy’s sodden, stretched pussy.

Her face said it before either of us spoke. It was a look of pity, of sympathy—but it made me feel strangely excited, determined to confront rather than hide from what we were both feeling and thinking right now.

“You know, honey … you better not fuck him so much that you’re permanently stretched! That … that I won’t forgive you for! When hubby comes home, he wants his pussy returned to him in the same condition as when he left… I mean, this … this isn’t acceptable, not as a long-term thing!”

My gentle, loving humor, and my kind love earned me the most wonderful smile and two arms hugging me round the neck so tight that I thought Lizzy might kill me. A python would have been hard-pressed to squeeze me that tight.

“I love you so much, honey,” she beamed, her lips smothering mine, smothering them with love and thankfulness as she started to work her pussy slowly up and down.

The next few minutes were a strange but wonderful joining of two people—two people who loved each other more than life itself but who knew that right now they had zero ability to please each other sexually. Lizzy’s pussy was too loose to help me cum, and the same was true in reverse. But even so, just being connected—my cock in her pussy, Lizzy hugging me, kissing me, riding me to show me we belonged together—was one of the most special but strange bouts of intimacy Lizzy and I had shared in all our years together.

I felt a strange, masochistic pleasure as Lizzy reached the top of one of her strokes, and I gently eased her off me—kissing her softly and looking deep into her eyes.

“Is Irons still upstairs?”

Lizzy was back to looking guilty—her cheeks flushed in the sweetest, most appealing of ways.

“Is he expecting you back?”

The smallest, most imperceptible of nods—somehow her cheeks managing to color up even more.

“Tell me honestly, honey … who do you want to fuck right now … me or Irons?”

She looked down at the floor. Seconds passed before she was brave and honest enough to meet my gaze.

“I want to fuck Irons again … and then come and spoon and cuddle my wonderful husband…”

I stroked her cheek. Kissed, savored her lips. Whispered in her ear. Sent her off with my blessing so the first of her desires could come true.

The second of her wishes—that was on her. A wish that went unfulfilled, as I found out during a middle-of-the-night trip for a glass of chilled water. Lizzy had fallen asleep in Irons’ arms. So thoroughly well fucked—fucked out—that she’d fallen asleep with him in our marital bed. The marital bed he’d claimed right at the start of the evening.

~~~~~

Thankfully for my ego and sanity, Tuesday and Wednesday brought no recurrence of what had happened on Monday. Both evenings were just me and Lizzy—me and Lizzy enjoying the kind of closeness and love I’d planned for Monday night. No sign of Irons and his big dick—I had Lizzy all to myself.

We even managed to keep the conversations we had nearly ‘Irons-free.’ All our talks were mainly healthy ‘Lizzy-Jim’ or ‘Lizzy-Jim-Caitlin’ topics except a couple of times when we strayed into the minefields of my wife’s fuck buddy relationship with Irons.

Tuesday night one of Lizzy’s friends, Hannah, rang for their normal weekly chat, and right towards the end I heard Lizzy making uncharacteristically snide remarks about a mutual friend, Anna May.

When Lizzy came hunting for me after the call, I casually remarked, “Poor old Anna May … what’s she done to get you and Hannah to be such bitches towards her?”

Lizzy just grinned, “That’s nothing! I can be quite the ‘bad bitch’ these days!”

To anyone else, it would have been just passing banter. But from the fire in her eyes and the color in her cheeks, I knew Lizzy was talking about far more than just her chat with Hannah about Anna May. The look in her eyes and my reaction let both of us know we were thinking about how Irons had repeatedly called Lizzy a ‘Bitch’—‘His Bitch.’

At the time I’d half-expected Lizzy to slap him—but now, a full day later, seeing the flushed, excited look on her face and hearing her words, I knew she was excited by the prospect of being Irons’ ‘bad bitch’—whatever it was that entailed or involved.

Wednesday brought no more discussions about ‘bitches’—either good or bad—but it did bring a fragment of a conversation about Lizzy’s inability to function for more than a few hours without a meal of big cock.

We’d just made love—I’d tongued her to climax, and then she’d enjoyed a second, smaller climax as I’d bellowed and shot my juices into her welcoming pussy. As we cuddled afterward, there was something in her expression that made me gently tease her.

“What?” I asked, my voice doing a good impression of fake, humorous exasperation.

Looking down at the bed, she didn’t answer. Which in itself was half an answer—an answer I was feeling loving and generous enough to voice on her behalf, to spare her blushes.

“Okay for tonight … my wonderful husband’s lovemaking will scratch the itch … until my fuck buddy Irons can visit to give me some real cock, give me some real orgasms!’ Is that what you’re thinking, honey?”

Lizzy chuckled and smiled—a wonderful, warm, loving smile—and then just made the universal sign for zipping her lips—in my books, an unspoken admission of guilt.

My reaction?

Anger and pique?

Absolutely not! I rolled her over, and with a strangely masochistic excitement now giving me a second wind, I pinned her back and set about proving to her that she only needed one man to excite and fulfill her!


Chapter 2 


Thursday, 25th November, 2021, Charleston, SC

Thursday was Thanksgiving. Henry was back visiting his folks, and so our Thanksgiving dinner was thoroughly well attended. The home team of three-and-a-half, represented by Lizzy, me, Caitlin, and Rachel Jr., and the addition of a ‘visiting team’ of Ted and Henry completed a thrilled, festive household.

No sign of Irons and his big dick gave me a strangely conflicted feeling.

Happy for the simplicity and wholesomeness of the evening—but also suffering a slightly ‘anti-climactic’ feeling that anyone who’s played in ‘The Lifestyle’ will understand.

‘Irons, I want you here to fuck my wife … provide me the most intense, overpowering form of personal porn … but then I want you to fuck off, take your big dick with you, and leave me without any real-world complications!’

If I had to put it into words, those would have been the words my conflicted brain would have chosen as I served up the Thanksgiving turkey, gravy, and mashed potatoes—hyper-aware of the one person in our life who wasn’t present. (Actually, scratch that—two people weren’t present. Anong wasn’t here either. Lizzy’s new best friend and my lover, she was just as absent as Irons was.)

The whole day was very traditional and vanilla until Lizzy and Ted’s phones went off almost simultaneously—just after nine, when Caitlin and Henry were just thinking of taking Rachel Jr. back home.

Seeing near identical looks on Ted and Lizzy’s faces, I was suddenly struck by a huge wave of nerves.

It was Lizzy who spoke first. “That was KK from the club … he said they’ve got a Thanksgiving party tonight, and he’d be mortally offended if the three of us didn’t attend!”

Ted just shrugged those oak-tree shoulders of his. “That’s almost word-for-word what Irons said to me!”

They were both looking at me. Ted neutral and supportive. Lizzy hungry to go, but trying to hide the hunger.

The good news was that as our invite had come so late, we’d all already imbibed far too much to consider making the journey from  our suburban home in Mount Pleasant to the clubhouse on the edge of Lake Moultrie on two wheels.

The three of us piled into a single Uber. Making the fifty-minute car ride from home to the lakeside clubhouse, Ted was in excellent spirits. His good mood immediately noted by Lizzy and me, as we knew it was often at the major holidays and family gatherings that it really hit home for him—the loss of his beloved Rachel. For Ted, these times could be excruciatingly painful. Everyone else in his social circle was together with a special loved one—the most harrowing reminder possible of what he’d had and what he’d lost.

But being around Rachel Jr.—named in honor of his late, Lion-esque wife who’d been so supportive when Caitlin had fallen pregnant in her senior high school year—always brought love, warmth, and happiness into Ted’s heart. The smallest little ‘cutesy’ act, the shortest sentence to ‘Grandpa’ Ted could transform his day.

So the fact he’d just spent ten solid Thanksgiving hours with his little cherub had transformed the sometimes fearsome ex-Marine into a gibbering, babbling picture of happiness.

Rachel Jr. may not have been his blood, but he loved her with his whole heart and wallowed in every little detail of her young life. He and his late wife, Rachel, had never been able to have children—so Rachel Jr. filled holes in his heart in ways almost impossible to describe.

Before we’d climbed into the Uber, Caitlin, Henry, and Rachel Jr. had all retired to the small home we’d built at the bottom of our lot. It was just Lizzy, Ted and me in the Uber, the two of them gabbling away in the back—their conversation ninety-nine parts Rachel Jr., one part the rest of the world. While yours truly sat alone next to the driver, his head full of thoughts of what he’d seen between Lizzy and Irons just days ago. Full of thoughts about how a positive start with Simon had so quickly spiraled into something troubling and marriage-threatening.

As we got past halfway, I recalled I’d only ever been here in person once before—the night when Irons had tried to seduce Lizzy, but when the extreme actions of the Texan bikers had incensed Lizzy so much she’d stormed off, leaving Irons embarrassed and sexually frustrated.

Added to this sole in-person visit, I’d lost track of the times I’d seen the clubhouse through Ted’s iPhone. There was the night that, just after Lizzy took Simon as a lover, she gave in to the equally persuasive charms of Irons. Then there was the time just a few weeks ago when Lizzy had ‘fallen off the wagon’ as she gave in to the sexual magnetism of Irons.

But despite this psychological familiarity—and maybe because of it, because of what I’d seen before—I felt wary. Like Lizzy, brought up on her single-parent Bible stories, I felt like Daniel going into the lion's den.

It was only three days ago that Irons had gone to great lengths to force me to see just how much he’d sunk his claws into Lizzy. And now, surely it was no coincidence that the club president had called Lizzy at precisely the same moment Irons had rung Ted.

There was something going on here, and no matter how happy and bubbly Ted and Lizzy were as they discussed Rachel Jr., I felt decidedly uneasy as the Uber finally pulled up at the club. Or as close as the driver dared to go.

“Jim! Great to see you again!” It was KK, the Dark Knights club president—his name a deferential but humorous amalgam of K for Kurly (as he was totally bald) and K for Kurtz because of his physical and psychological resemblance to Marlon Brando’s psychotic Colonel Kurtz in Apocalypse Now.

While he was shaking my hand and distracting me with his ‘hey buddy, great to see you’ routine, Irons was reacquainting himself with the woman he’d not seen in a whole three days—since he’d fucked her to heaven and back Monday night. (And for a fair portion of Tuesday morning!)

Of the three of us who left the Uber, Ted hung with KK and me as KK pulled me towards the bar … his action making it more difficult to keep track of Lizzy, as the direction I was walking meant I was only able to see her out of the corner of my eye. But from what I could see, I was aware Irons had his arm around her and seemed to be claiming her as his for the night. Something that already had the emotional rats scrabbling around my guts with a mounting mix of angst and adrenaline.

KK and a couple of his buddies put drinks in our hands, and they soon had me and Ted sitting down and playing a first hand of Texas Hold’em.

As we played, my mind wasn’t remotely focused on the cards. I kept coming back to two interconnected and highly suspicious facts. The fact of the ‘coincidence’ of KK and Irons calling at the same moment to invite us to the clubhouse and the fact that even though KK had been the one to call Lizzy, now we were here, he was virtually ignoring her. A huge contrast to the last time I’d been here (the night of Roxy’s gangbang), when the pair of them had flirted and kidded around—KK teasing Lizzy about not expecting to see her back in the clubhouse after her previous very public pool table fucking there earlier in the year.

So why the hell was he ignoring her now? He’d called her, and he obviously had a bit of a thing for her?

This and a hundred other questions were whizzing around in my brain as I sat playing cards. I was so on edge; every little detail seemed to set off another round of paranoia. Why had KK guided me, hand on back, to sit in this particular chair? The only one of the five chairs around the table that was facing directly to the wall. Giving me a great view out to Lake Moultrie, but zero lines of sight back into the clubhouse, back into the clubhouse where Lizzy and Irons were.

The cards, the seating position, and a hundred questions a minute from KK and his buddies (‘How's Bangkok?’, ‘How's that sexy secretary of yours?’, ‘Was Thanksgiving good for you?’) had me well and truly distracted. Without being too obvious, I craned my neck left and right to try and get a glimpse of Lizzy—but things had been too well arranged—there was no sign of Lizzy within my arc of vision.

It must have been nearly an hour before, on my third bottle of beer, I used a trip to the can to finally locate Lizzy and find out what she and Irons were up to.

I’d barely made it ten steps before I spotted her—my wife looking in a shocking and very different state to how I’d last seen her. Lizzy no longer just with Irons with his arm around her back; Lizzy, now looking very disheveled and one of only two women among a group of ten, perched on barstools arranged around a tall, glass-topped circular table, the like of which I’d never seen before. The glass was resting within the rim of an old-world wagon wheel, the weight supported by numerous thick wooden spokes—the whole contraption on legs that put the glass at bar-height level. Perfect for the drinking and card playing that the loud, half-buzzed group was engaged in.

No wonder I’d been unable to see Lizzy—the table was situated around a corner in a small, dimly lit lean-to that looked to have been added as an afterthought. The wagon-wheel table was so large it occupied nearly the entire width of the annex. The fit so tight that as Roxy headed to the bathroom, she had to squeeze her ass and boobs tight against the groins and chests of three bikers. Each of them took the opportunity for a good squeeze and feel before adding some barely audible obscene comment, slapping her ass, and then making her yelp as a proprietary hickey was added before she was allowed to move along to pass the next club member. And all this just so she could use the bathroom!

I really wasn’t liking this.

The way KK had distracted me, keeping me at the opposite end of the clubhouse. The way Irons had led her to the most secluded part of the clubhouse—an area where she and Roxy were the only women and they each had to run a gauntlet of bikers to get from their bar stools to the bathroom or the bar. (Not that either of them needed to make bar trips!) All the empty beer bottles and a guy squeezing past Roxy with a full new tray told me the remote location wasn’t the only part of Irons’ and KK’s plan for Lizzy.

In my naive stupidity, from the moment the twin invites had landed on Lizzy and Ted’s phones earlier tonight, I’d expected some kind of lewd and raunchy behavior. But this!? This seemed way beyond what I was expecting, and it left me feeling suddenly nauseous at the thought of what might come later. My mind went back to the last time I’d physically been here—the night Roxy had followed club rules and allowed herself to be gangbanged by the visitors from the Texas club.

Until now, everything that had happened here to Lizzy had just been between her and Irons. Yes, both times it had been in public—a thought that made me shiver with confused emotions, but each time it had only been her and Irons. Yet the way things seemed to be shaping up—all the subterfuge and planning, just her and Roxy half-buzzed trapped in a group of Irons and seven other horny bikers—was giving me the deepest of stomach cramps.

Maybe I should have stepped in, leaned on my friendship with Ted and his friendship with KK, and dragged Lizzy out of here. But seeing the excited flush in her cheeks and hearing her loud and raucous laughs and shouts as she took another pull made me stop and think. Whatever links we did or didn’t have to KK, there were certainly considerable risks to my physical safety if I did try and take Lizzy home—but that wasn’t it. Watching her play another hand—animated and looking totally alive—my mind came back to the talk we’d had just two days ago when she’d sounded so proud of herself when I’d called her on being bitchy to a friend. Her response not an argument but owning it and raising me fifty, her eyes sparkling with excitement as she teased me that these days she could be quite ‘the bad bitch.’

So I didn’t intervene. Instead I found myself sinking back into the shadows by the wall, my chest thudding as my whole body tingled with a terrible mix of fear and excitement as I took in all the details.

She looked so different from how she'd looked when we'd left the house a couple of hours ago.

Then her outfit and makeup had been immaculate. Thick red lipstick and matching painted toenails—paired with exaggerated silver hoops, the type that would have perfectly matched a seventies Afro. Her outfit was equally well-chosen and immaculate. A short, tight denim skirt that she knew I loved, as it showed off her legs to perfection, paired with an equally tight but slightly more conservative pale blue blouse. The kind that could be traditional and conservative or racy and naughty—depending on how many of the dozen or so little pearl buttons were untethered by the owner.

This particular owner teased her excited but fraught husband as he watched her inspecting herself in front of the hall mirror. Pretending not to see him,  she playfully unhooked a first and then a second button. Before allowing herself the tiniest of eye contacts, she smirked and hesitated before unhooking a third button. Standing up straighter as she pulled her blouse down for maximum effect—her cleavage and her lacy black bra now visible to the ideal extent. Just enough to tease her husband and hint at her frame of mind. But not so much as to cause him a nervous breakdown, pull the emergency cord, and cancel their trip to the party.

But that had been two hours ago. Right now Lizzy looked anything but immaculate! High on adrenaline and booze, sometime over the last hour she’d allowed her short skirt to become bunched up around her hips. From where I was standing, the color and fabric of the panty crotch covering her pussy were visible. From their much closer position, the two bikers on either side of her would also have seen the extent of any damp staining—useful intelligence as they sucked Lizzy deeper into their web.

Her blouse had become wide open—every single button now undone. Every time she moved to grab or put down another card, she moved with such excited energy that even though they were imprisoned within her lacy black bra, I and everyone else could see the delicious wobble of her large boobs.

Irons was sitting between Lizzy and Roxy like some modern-day king. A king who grinned an evil leer as he leaned over Lizzy and clamped a hand on her thigh, eyes locked on hers as he dealt the cards. “Another round, Lizzy! Club rules—you lose this one, you strip! You lose the blouse and skirt!”

Wolfish grins, hungry eyes, eight horny bikers howled and hooted. The fates chose this moment for Lizzy’s eyes to spot me in my shadowed location by the wall. My stomach twisted as her gaze met mine for just a split second before she bit her lip and looked away. Her boobs rising and falling as she breathed faster—Irons’ fingers creeping higher up her thigh.

My stomach clenched even tighter as Irons followed Lizzy’s gaze and grinned at me like the devil himself. “Hey, Jimbo! Glad you finally found Lizzy… You're joining us just as things gonna get interesting for your naughty little bad bitch of a wife!”

The bikers all laughed, looking between each other. ‘What’s with this guy? How fuckin’ stupid he must be to bring his wife back into our lion’s den!’ their cackling laughs seemed to say—making me feel even smaller than the two inches tall I felt right then.

Irons raised an eyebrow—daring me to intervene. I didn’t move; I just stared back at him, causing him to smirk and look from me to Lizzy.

“C’mon, darlin’. Looks like hubby’s got a hard-on for you getting 'real down and dirty with me and the boys! Not surprisin’, I guess … not after the way he let me Dom and Bull the both of you the other night! Fuck, remember, he even sent you back upstairs to get some more of Irons’s big ol’ dick after you went down to check on him and you both found out I’d stretched you so much his little dick didn’t do it for either of you!”

More hoots of laughter… Lizzy's and my cheeks both coloring up with shame … fuck, why the hell had I done that! Might have known it would come back to bite me on the ass!

“One card draw!” he grinned. “Aces high … if you’re lower than me, you lose the blouse and skirt!”

She bit her lip again, looking from him to me. Looking at me for I don’t know what … approval, rescue, absolution? Whatever it was she was after, it would have to wait … because Irons wasn’t about to wait.

He’d called it right … on Monday night I’d given him what he’d demanded, and now just three nights later, right in the middle of his world, I wasn’t strong or clear-minded enough to offer any kind of resistance.

After one final squeeze on her thigh, he lifted his hand—grazing her damp crotch as he put her hand on the cards and made her draw.

They both held one card now, and his dark, smiling eyes gestured for her to show everyone what she had.

Queen of Spades.

How damned appropriate!

Maybe I was imagining it, but I could have sworn there was the briefest of looks of disappointment before she caught herself and smiled nervously at me. That fleeting look on her face forced me to examine my own reactions.

Relief? Anticlimax? Sometimes I hated this side of myself. Meeting Lizzy’s needs—noble, self-effacing. Gallant. But this? Situations like this in this sweaty, stale-beer, dope-sweet den of depravity? What was there to be proud of as a husband bringing a wife into a place like this?

There was no more time for beating myself up, as, with a painfully slow and insulting hand movement, Irons turned his hand and held his card up. Not to Lizzy—although she could see it—but to me. Holding it up and winking as he mouthed ‘fuck you’ and showed me the unmistakable shape of the Ace of Hearts! The wink instantly made me think he’d cheated and wanted me to know he’d cheated.

Bastard, I thought. But before I had a chance for other cussing, I jumped ten feet in the air as I felt a heavy hand slap down on my shoulder.


Chapter 3 


Thursday, 25th November, 2021, Charleston, SC

“She’s got to do it, Jim! Club rules! You do know that, right?”

It was KK's heavy hand that had made me jump. For a man of only average build, he carried quite a punch. And those glassy, psychotic eyes of his were positively hypnotic. Despite the imminent danger Lizzy was in, I found myself unable to turn away from KK and those strange, unblinking, emotionless eyes of his.

I needn’t have worried; having gone to such great lengths to arrange everything, KK didn’t want me to miss even one moment of what they had planned for Lizzy. Like some sick, psychotically minded uncle, he put an avuncular arm around my shoulder and used his free hand to turn my head to look back into the little lean-to annex.

“Look at her, Jim … so beautiful! We’re going to have such fun with her tonight! Show her such a wonderful time! Honestly, Jim … by the time she leaves here tonight, she’s going to be a new woman! A woman really in touch with her inner slut … just like all the other Old Ladies here … just like her friend Roxy!”

Fuck! Get me out of here, I silently screamed to myself. How the hell had my not standing up to Irons three days ago spun up into this crazy world of shit?

I don’t know if he was a mind-reader, but KK seemed able to see right into my soul, both of us looking into the annex as he squeezed my shoulder with a totally disorienting friendliness.

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, Jim! Your Lizzy’s been fucking Irons every day for the last few weeks… Do you really think it’s such a big step for her to let her hair down and have herself a little ‘special fun’?”

Bastard!  Stop making such good, logical points!

“And what about you, Jim? If you were so dead set against it, you’d not have been such a pussy on Monday night … and you’d have jumped in already tonight…”

Bastard! Shut the fuck up! Don’t tell me things I don’t want to hear!

“Face facts, Jim … it’s not only so you can screw that Thai hottie of yours that you love this so much … you love it because you get your rocks off watching your sweet little Lizzy being a dirty little slut for guys with bigger dicks than you … guys like Irons … even guys like that English pussy, Simon…”

Another avuncular squeeze of the shoulder told me he’d finished dissecting my soul—a tiny nod towards the annex telling me I should just relax and watch. 'Relax’—like that was ever going to happen!

I might be incapable of relaxing, but I followed his instruction to put my brain in neutral and focus on what was happening at the wagon wheel table—where Irons was looking at Lizzy, stroking her cheek, and speaking to her with a surprising gentleness.

“Come on, babe … it’s nothing the guys haven't seen before! Club rules! Don’t embarrass your daddy here by getting all shy and coy…”

Lizzy seemed to be in a strange place mentally. Her earlier raucous loudness had disappeared, but her cheeks and eyes still shouted ‘excitement’—and her whole body seemed coiled with nervous anticipation.

“Come on, babe…”

Her hands started to move, the blouse going first, easy as the buttons were already undone—the smallest of pulls to the two halves, then a single shimmy of the shoulders, and her blouse was lying on the floor behind her barstool.

She’d locked eyes with me earlier. But now I felt painfully excluded as—with her big boobs rising and falling in their lacy black prison—she only had eyes for Irons.

“Good girl … now the skirt,” he quietly ordered, smiling to himself as Lizzy stood so she could unhook and lower her skirt.

The guys all hooted and whistled, but Lizzy seemed lost in her own little world—blanking the other guys as she focused on Irons as he leaned in and whispered something into her ear.

She still looked flushed with excitement, but whatever Irons had said seemed to have made her more anxious—clear to all of us from the tension in her shoulder and her nervous expression. But even so, she gave Irons a small nod, Irons in turn giving a similar small nod to the large, big-bellied figure of Blackbeard—his misnamed, red-bearded club buddy.

I’d been so focused on Lizzy that I’d not noticed her girl pal Roxy—even though I’d not seen her lose any hands of cards—had stripped down to the same scanty level of clothing. (With a girl like Roxy, she could have won every hand, and she’d still have ended up stripping!)

I knew from Lizzy that Roxy had been Blackbeard’s official old lady for a few weeks now, so him stepping behind her to help free those mountainous 42 H-Js was no big deal.

But when he then took one step to the left to stand behind Lizzy, I felt my gut twist like it was being wrung out by some kind of cosmic wringer. Even from across the room, I could feel the strange mix of arousal and humiliation pouring off her as the big biker reached behind her and flicked the back hooks to open her bra. The whole table—including Roxy—whooped with approval as Lizzy’s tits tumbled free for everyone to see.

Things moved quickly after that, KK back to giving me a running commentary.

“Old club tradition for the newbie! The guys are going to do shots off their bodies for a while… to get your Lizzy really hot and ready for what comes afterward…”

‘What comes afterward.’ Fuck, wasn’t it bad enough that I had to deal with what is in front of me right now? I didn’t need the added stress of thinking about what would come next!

KK didn’t give a shit about my stress! In fact, despite his mock-avuncular manner, I got the distinct impression he was enjoying my distress as he just carried on talking like some museum tour guide.

“They’ll use the wagon table for the shots … and maybe some other stuff later!” he taunted. “Interesting history, the table … part of club folklore … been here since the beginning … been used with the newbies since the beginning … the wheel’s actually from an old Civil War Army horse wagon … all part of the club’s links to the military, you see…”

I did see, but quite honestly, I didn’t give a shit!

What I gave a shit about was that Blackbeard and another unnamed biker were helping Lizzy and Roxy up onto the table so they could lie right next to each other across the table’s six-foot width.

Now only wearing her very stained, damp-looking lacy black panties, something had changed again in Lizzy’s demeanor. Maybe it was lying next to her pal? Maybe it was her swollen teats now freed to swing loose? But whatever the reason, the change was undeniable … she was suddenly back to being the giggly, loud, raucous version of herself I’d first seen earlier on my trip to the can.

Blackbeard was an impartial barkeep. Roxy might now be his girl, and her chest was considerably larger and more attention-grabbing than Lizzy’s lovely boobs, but he was impartial and even-handed in how he started pouring tequila on the two chests lying horizontally and waiting for a little tongue and lip action.

One shot Roxy, one shot Lizzy—then the nameless guy who’d assisted the girls up onto the glass top had the first go-around. Only a brief lick and nibble of Roxy—I guess she had less novelty value—before moving around and really going to town on Lizzy. Nudging Blackbeard’s arm to spill a second shot, like some lizardy anteater, his long tongue shot out and started licking  just above the elastic of Lizzy’s damp black panties. His tongue licked up and over Lizzy’s belly button and onto her lovely flat tummy. His face was full of lust as he reversed back a couple of inches and then licked up another foot or so until that long, raspy tongue was right between my Lizzy’s perfect orbs.

No man alive could have resisted—let alone a horny biker who’d been lusting after Lizzy for the last hour—his hands shot up to give Lizzy’s boobs a good, rough couple of squeezes. His smile even wider as he narrowed his grip so he was squeezing hard either side of her teats—making my wife’s already swollen nipples look even larger as he sucked hard like the hungriest of baby’s.

Lizzy moaned and squirmed, her hips writhing as the unnamed anteater really went to town—left, right, then back left as he dropped his spare hand down between Lizzy’s legs. His fingers impatient as they went inside the lacy fabric, rubbing at the top of her pussy, making her moan even more before he started a two-finger thrusting action.

Roxy may have been ‘old meat’ to the biker crew, but she certainly wasn’t lonely—another one of the card players was giving her plenty of attention as the whole group of guys crowded round shouting and laughing, each awaiting Blackbeard to call them forward for their turn.

I’d never seen a real-life orgy—when the Texans had run a train on Roxy, they’d done it in one of the back rooms—but as I saw my beloved Lizzy squirming and squealing—her face a mask of bottomless desire—beneath a never-ending stream of licking, biting, squeezing worshippers, I shivered.

Fuck! Was this what they’d planned all along? Was my Lizzy—in their minds a symbol of suburban, mom-next-door cuteness—always intended as their special Thanksgiving present to themselves?

Wasn’t that what KK had hinted at earlier—‘They'll use the wagon table for the shots … and maybe some other stuff later’—his teasing words now making perfect sense, hammering in my head like the world’s biggest migraine. Never mind that until now Irons had been possessive and protective—he was offering her up for the greater good…

Fuck, this was crazy!  I’d expected some crude, vulgar actions … but this? And what made my chest even tighter and more painful was the undeniable fact that Lizzy was loving every moment of it!

Her body was writhing from side to side … every time she felt a guy’s hand on her tummy, her thighs would open to give better access … her breathing was coming in short, sharp pants, and as far as I could make out, all the biker stimulation had given her at least two or three climaxes.

I so wanted her to look up, to look across at me, to tear her mind away from the guys pleasuring her and remember that I was here … but she was too lost in all the lust and stimulation of all those hands and mouths teasing and savoring her in equal measure.

Fuck! If only I’d have stood up to Irons back on Monday night! Everything would have been different. I’d have laid down a marker, made him realize I and Lizzy had boundaries and limits. But I’d been too stupid, too consumed by my own lust and misplaced sense of wanting to make Lizzy happy. All of which led here! And now I was fearful of what would come next. Irons’ seasonal gift to his buddies in the club!

Until now—even though in the eyes of his pals, Lizzy was ‘his woman’—Irons had been content to stay in the background. After all, there had been no shortage of ‘Lizzy time’ for him. He’d gotten to fuck Lizzy most days, so he could afford to be generous with ‘his woman’s’ charms—let the other guys have some fun!

But now he decided to be more active—a small look passing between him and KK as he roughly pushed one of the bikers out of the way, pulling my startled and blinking wife up and onto her feet.

Squeezing her cheeks to open her mouth, he hawked a large, frothy wad of spit directly into her mouth. Her eyes gave away her shock, but other than that, there was no resistance or pushback, just like Monday night when he’d kept calling her ‘his bitch’, making me tremble as again I realized just how much Lizzy had changed these last few weeks.

Her journey with Simon may have been her ‘leaving home’ moment, but now she was steaming down the highway at full speed—destinations unknown, proudly wearing the label ‘bad bitch’ and letting her lover spit gobs of drool into her mouth as a bunch of horny bikers cheered him on and felt her up!

He squeezed her cheeks again—she winced slightly. This time he pushed a lime between her teeth before going back to gently stroking her cheek.

“Suck on that, babe! Get your breath nice and fresh!” Lizzy’s only reaction obedience and a look of confusion.

Next he took her left hand—looking across at me as he held up her ring finger as he placed her whole hand on the grimy, crusted front of his denims.

“You want that?” he taunted, as with no further encouragement needed, Lizzy’s pale hand squeezed and felt what was inside. “You loved the guys sucking your tits, fingering your cunt… now you want Irons’ big shank inside ya?”

His dark, soulless eyes bored into hers—she reminded me of one of those cute furry mammals hypnotized by the cobra or python, powerless to resist. Raucous Lizzy was suddenly gone again, her nerves returning as she realized they were going to push her to the next level.

If she couldn’t look away, Irons did it for her! Tilting her head to look in my direction—so humiliating, having to have another man remind Lizzy that I still existed.

“See, Lizzy … you’re not the only one who wants this! Look at Jimbo over there! Just like Monday, he wants this as bad as you do! Quite the pair … Lizzy, the horny, needy, cock-hungry slut … Lizzy and her sad, cucky husband … always away, never here to meet her needs … not that he really could meet her needs … even if he wasn’t busy banging his Thai whore!”

I didn’t know whose cheeks were burning more—mine or Lizzy's? Another squeeze on my shoulder from KK—so lost in Irons-Lizzy, I’d forgotten he was there—not helping me at all, reminding me just how manipulated I’d been tonight. A sick, troubling thought twisted in my head—had Lizzy been in on this all along? When Irons and KK had planned all this, had she known but chosen not to tell me and share?

My gut told me ‘no,’ but I couldn’t be sure … and the way I was feeling right now, even the tiniest of doubts burned in my gut like the strongest, most powerful of acids.

Irons’ loud voice snapped me out of my self-torture.

“You want to get yourself fucked with Irons’ big dick, you have to earn it! You’ve got to show my bros some love!” he chuckled, gesturing around at the seven other guys circled around the table. “Out there, on your knees, Lizzy! You know what I have in mind! Don’t need to spell it out to a girl with your smarts!”

One of the gang—the guy who’d brought the tray of beers—threw down two cushions a few feet apart at the edge of the table where the lean-to joined the main building. Irons just pointed with his head—not even the courtesy of words—but after only the briefest of hesitations, head looking down, my blushing Lizzy started slowly moving. The way she moved—every muscle tight and awkward, slow as if she was trying to delay the inevitable—the very opposite of how her pal Roxy moved. Roxy moved with haste and enthusiasm—despite being only half Lizzy’s age, she was already an experienced stripper and slut. For Lizzy—only ever here with one man before tonight—this was all unsettlingly new!

As Lizzy knelt—wearing nothing but her black panties and heels, with only Roxy for company—Irons craned his neck toward the open room and bellowed over the din, “BUKKAKE! … CLUB BUKKAKE NUMBER ONE!!”

Another shoulder squeeze. This time genuinely designed to calm me. Ha! To calm me so I didn’t lose it and cause them problems!

“Don’t worry, Jim … Number one’s the easy one … for newbies, beginners! Lizzy will love it…”

“Maybe she can try number two next time!” So much for calming me! Like his namesake, the psychotic Colonel Kurtz, KK just couldn’t resist his cruel mind games. 

And anyway, you bastard, there isn't going to be a ‘next time’, not while I’ve got breath in my body!

Who was I kidding? Wasn’t that the whole damned problem? I could have stopped this while we were all back home. I could have tried to shut things down when I’d found Lizzy at the card table or when they’d started the shots. But as terrified as I was, and as much as I was constantly struggling for breath, my cock was iron-hard, and every nerve in my entire body was floating on a sea of adrenaline. Even if I could have fought my way through this army of hungry biking predators, I was too psyched up to see what came next to intervene. And they—I’m sure they’d done this before—knew it … knew it from how I’d acted over the last few weeks, how I’d acted Monday night, and knew it from the hungry, salivating look on my face.

And now, as I saw all of Lizzy's card-playing friends gather around her and Roxy like a pack of baying hyenas, I realized—for good or bad—I was about to get my wish. I was about to see what was really going to happen next…


Chapter 4 


Thursday, 25th November 2021, Charleston, SC

I’d wondered why Irons had shouted out into the main room.

With a nauseous, stabbing pain in the pit of my stomach, I realized why—as another group of bikers jostled past me, knocking me but hardly noticing me, so lost in their own anticipation and excitement, excitement and anticipation very different from my own double-edged variety.

Another squeeze, another set of double-edged words, half comfort, half snide stab. “We got rules here, Jim! We’re not animals, you know! That should put your mind at rest!”

Yeah, right! Physics has rules. Physics obeys rules. Doesn’t mean you get to survive a nuclear explosion when you’re just ten feet away! Ten feet and with a view that will melt your eyeballs as your wife—however nervous—looks on so devotedly at the man who calls her ‘his bitch’ and who’s happy to play tour guide as we tiptoe down to the next level of Hades!

Roxy and Lizzy, kneeling on their respective cushions, were each surrounded by four guys, Irons presence squatting on his haunches next to Lizzy giving her a fifth male presence, his gaze boring hard into her nervous eyes—the whole scene suddenly hushed and tense.

Then suddenly… Slap!

Everyone was surprised. Irons had slapped Lizzy’s cheek, making her blink, dazed and trembling. Before he’d been trying to calm and comfort Lizzy—but now his motive seemed to be to make sure she appreciated the importance of what was about to happen.

Slap! Less hard this time, but enough to make sure he had her undivided attention, that she realized the seriousness of what he was saying.

“Lizzy, baby … this is serious! This is a club tradition, and you're representing me here... just like Roxy is Blackbeard... so don’t let me down, ok!”

A small, anxious nod of the head … fuck, this was so screwed up!

“Follow Roxy’s lead… if you got any doubts or questions, just do what she does… this isn't her first rodeo!” he chuckled, back to a kinder tone. “Pull their cocks out nice and slow. Show us what I’ve taught you! Show us who you’ve become! What you’re hungry for … then you’ll get your reward later. Okay?”

Lizzy’s hands shook, but she nodded, her face flushed, her eyes and expression nervous as hell. But she followed Roxy’s lead, reaching for the belt of the biker right in front of her, her shaking fingers fumbling with the buckle. Roxy caught her eye, reached across, and stroked her hair. “It’s okay, babe … they’re just guys! Just cocks! They don’t bite! Nothing you haven't done hundreds of times before!”

Calmed by Roxy’s reassuring words, Lizzy’s smile seemed a little less nervous, happy that she’d got the first one out in the open, happy that he was a good size but not too daunting.

“There you go, girl! There you go…”

That was the moment Lizzy let go—giving herself over to whatever was about to happen.

Something flipped inside her, her anxious nerves replaced by eyes that suddenly shone with excitement, her lips now parted in lust as she swiveled right to work on a second belt, then a third, and finally a fourth.

Four cocks, all thick and long and very, very hard—all of them hard for her, all of them a good size without the jaw-dropping dimensions of Irons and KK. The guys all howling and hooting with excited cackles, just as noisy as Roxy’s rival gang.

My gut clenched with fear—but another guilty, sick part of me seared with a shameful excitement. My hands wouldn’t stop shaking as Lizzy looked up—eyes wide, lips still parted. Her eye contact was trying to soothe me, tell me she’d not forgotten me, and that if I was battling conflicted emotions, so was she.

But that was it—our last contact, as I watched her disappear into the crush of men, the club’s hunger swallowing her whole. Four men already being serviced, and many more waiting their turn.

Lizzy’s head, hands, and mouth lurched from cock to cock. One cock in her mouth, one cock in each hand, only one of her four bikers had to keep himself warm and ready. Saliva drooled down onto her chin, onto her boobs, boobs that were never alone, always being squeezed or nipped, savored and marked.

The sights would forever be etched in my brain—the sounds were just as haunting, just as erotic. The ‘glug, glug, glug’ as she pushed them as deep as she could accept … her eyes watering with the effort and unnaturalness of it all … the faster and louder she ‘glugged,’ the more excited she and the guy seemed to get, the more the saliva seemed to drip. And, shamefully, the harder my cock seemed to throb.

Fuck, where had my wife gone? We both knew she was a passionate, needy woman—hence the whole arrangement. But this? This? Only five minutes had passed, but it seemed a lifetime ago that Lizzy had been lost in nerves—now she was lost in men, lost in excitement!

Her hair was a tangled, wild mess … she knew men loved her long brown hair, and the new, excited Lizzy played up on it, often running her hands through her mane or throwing her head left or right to emphasize its glory. The guys just as active, often grabbing her locks and pulling hard to force extra inches down her throat, Lizzy not seeming to mind, seemingly as excited as they were.

It was a fucking oral orgy! Spit and sweat … her mouth open and hungry, her eyes blazing with a fevered lust I’d never seen before … not even with all the games we’d already played. One, two, three, four … one, two, three, four … she took one thick shaft after another as deep as she could … tongue swirling as she playfully opened wide and locked eyes with each of her men friends. Cupping each guy's heavy balls before letting him go with a wet, slurping gasp and a final smile, already reaching for the next. Her lips glided onto and off so many swollen heads I lost track. The only constant the sight of spit glistening on her chin, dripping down as she stroked and squeezed, endlessly greedy for more. Sights accompanied by the constant sounds of the pack of hyenas howling and roaring their abuse and encouragement.

“Damn, she’s a natural!” one of Lizzy’s bikers jeered, fist wrapped tight around his cock. Another, the one whose cock was deep in Lizzy’s throat, looked up, a taunt thrown straight at me: “You ever see your wife this hungry for cock at home, Jimbo? Or is this what she saves for the real men?”

The laughter was mean, and sharp, but Lizzy didn’t flinch or defend me—hell, she likely hardly noticed! She just moaned happily as the biker who’d mocked me shoved himself even deeper into her mouth, her throat making the lewdest of retching sounds as he made her work for breath.

Watching all of this, I felt sick and hard at the same time—ashamed at how much I wanted to watch, how much a part of me wanted her to want this!  Lizzy, my wonderful wife, best friend, and mother of our child, absolute slut, absolute slut, loving it, loving every moment, loving every cock. It was a sick, shameful thought, way beyond our original motives for this game. But I couldn’t deny it’s what I felt in my beating chest and throbbing groin. My jealousy intertwined with arousal, my fists clenching as Lizzy sucked, stroked, and salivated all over those big dicks—her body and soul alive for reckless pleasure.

It couldn’t go on forever—Lizzy was too good, too hungry.

Suddenly, the biker she was blowing pulled out, his hips jerking as he splattered thick ropes of cum across Lizzy’s cheeks, the thick white fluid dripping down and onto her neck.

This was obviously the signal, the tradition. Another, the guy to her left, took himself in hand and followed, cock pulsing as he pushed it against her lips, spilling his sticky jizz across her tongue and chin. Roxy—her own face already covered—giggled, licking a spatter from Lizzy’s shoulder—the whole pack roaring their approval at the first, sticky act of Lizzy’s bukkake baptism.

More bikers crowded in, two of Lizzy’s unspent biker vets and two of Roxy’s who fancied the newbie over old meat—four new cocks jerking and pumping, Lizzy’s face and tits were soon painted with four new messes, her eyes fluttering closed for protection as she let them mark her, own her, and do their worst.

If she was passive and accepting, so was I—my heart hammering—shame, awe, and raw, helpless lust burning through every ounce of self-respect and self-control.

“Bukkake Number One! How many rounds?” Irons hollered at the baying pack.

“Round two! Round two!” the baying animals shrieked.

Four new bikers were soon pushing past their comrades, four new buckles were soon being worked on, four new cocks were soon being wetted and vacuum-level suction applied.

This time Lizzy’s fingers didn’t fumble, and her eyes didn’t burn with nerves. This time the hand actions were fast and confident, and her eyes burned with arousal and anticipation as she giggled excitedly—I wonder what Santa will bring me when I get inside?

It didn’t take long for round two to start generating the same soundtrack, the eight new bikers and all their buddies shouting and shrieking as Lizzy excitedly did her whole ‘glug, glug, glug’ worshipping and servicing routine—evidently loving every moment of it. Her enjoyment matched by my own shameful arousal.

The results of her skills inevitably the same—but this time even more extreme, as Roxy kindly offered up all four of her bikers to help paint Lizzy with even more jizz than last time. Hell, Roxy was even kind enough to use left and right to stroke and direct two of the four fire hoses she’d donated to the cause.

Fuck, Lizzy was a mess! A real mess!

Irons and KK seemed to have deliberately selected the sixteen heaviest cummers in the club. Lizzy’s whole face and half her chest now seemed covered in sticky, smeary, salty white male tribute—her whole face and half her chest, her tits having come in for special attention. Her two beautiful orbs were streaked with thick, dripping cum—multiple milky ropes clung to the tops and slid down over her bullet-hard nipples, dripping in sticky lines down the undersides of her boobs and trailing over her belly. The cum ran in glistening streaks, marking every inch of her skin as it trickled lower. Every inch of her breasts seemed to shine with their seed, the raw evidence of how hard they’d marked and used her. No doubt core to the club traditions with newbies like Lizzy.

Now all the round two guys had come, Irons grabbed Lizzy by the hair—somehow finding a patch not matted with jizz- and dragged her up from her kneeling position on the sperm-soaked cushion.

“Now you’ve earned it, Lizzy, my beautiful slut … you earned Daddy’s big dick!” he sneered. “But I’m not kissing a face covered in club jizz.”

Still pulling her by the hair, he shoved her over the pool table nearest to KK and me—face down, ass high, the green felt catching streaks of cum as she wiped her cheek, laughing breathlessly. “There you go, Lizzy—clean up with the felt,” Irons jeered as he lined up behind her.

He drove his fat ten-inch cock—thick, veined, glistening with her wetness and sweat—hard into her pussy with one urgent, violent stab. Lizzy gasped, legs trembling at the force of the entry and how full she felt, then pushed back eagerly, a wild moan tearing from her throat.

“Oh, fuck yes! Fuck, yes, Irons—fuck me, give it to me! Fuck me like the slut I am!” she begged. Pushing back, rolling her hips, greedy for even more, her smile animal and unashamed as he slammed into her, flesh slapping, her breasts pressed flat to the stained table.

“Good girl,” he crowed, the flesh on Lizzy’s hips blanched by the tightness of his long, bony fingers digging into her flesh. “Good girl … telling the truth … the truth. Whose slut are you?”

“Your slut… your slut, Daddy…” she gasped, her eyes locked on mine but so glassy and otherworldly I had no idea if she even knew anymore who I was or whether I was present. Even if she didn’t know, it told me why they’d selected that pool table—to rub my nose in it, the true extent of how far Lizzy had fallen, had fallen into the clutches of Irons’ control.

But even with this realization, to my eternal shame, I didn’t intervene. Things were too far along, Lizzy too far gone, the baying pack of animals too wild and rabid. My own cock too hard and my sense of fear and realism too well developed. Just what the fuck was I going to do here? Even Ted would likely tell me I’d left it far too late.

So I just stood there, cock aching, and took it. My head spinning, every nerve raw as I watched the woman I loved—face and chest covered in jizz, hair wild, mouth open, eyes shining with sexual fulfilment—take Irons in front of everyone. Take him in front of all the club members for a third time. Giving in, letting him own her for a third time—despite all the words said between us, all the intentions for no more public, clubhouse repeats.

I hated my weakness, my need—jealousy and hunger swirling in my gut, shame burning right through me as I listened to Lizzy’s cries of fulfillment, so loud they were louder than the laughs and shouts of her watching audience.

As she came down off her first, howling, hysterical orgasm, Irons didn’t wait. He just grinned, winked at me, and—as if her five-foot-five frame weighed nothing—flipped her onto her back.

“Want everyone to see her face … see how much she loves it as she gets it from a real man … as a real man makes her cum … pumps her full of his baby makers,” he spat at me cruelly, Lizzy too far gone to hear, let alone respond. My cheeks burning incendiary red as KK chose the perfect moment to squeeze my shoulder and heap further pain. “He’s not wrong, Jim! He’s not wrong! Maybe you shouldn’t head back to Thailand; leave them alone together …”

Thanks, KK! Way to go! Make me shit scared, then add a suggestion that you know is damn well impossible…

The men’s drunken cheers died sharply, the room holding its breath as he shoved Lizzy flat on her back, legs dangling, thighs wide and slick. His cock—thick, black, monstrous—pushed right to her pussy, the head splitting her open. Lizzy moaned, half begging, half broken already. No teasing. Irons wanted every bastard to see she was his.

With Lizzy now on her back, arms above her head, fingers intertwined as she hooked her legs around to lock him into place—he shoved in extra slow, stretching her all over again, her sighs of satisfaction eating into my soul as he filled her inch by fat inch. Roxy’s head appearing as if out of nowhere, whispering loudly into her ear, “Now you know why I love it so much here! What better place could a girl find? Like with me and Blackbeard, show Irons how much you want it!”

Her words burning into my brain, I had no choice but to helplessly look on as Irons pounded her, brutal and deep, their joined flesh slapping loudly in the most vulgar and lewd way. Lizzy’s eyes rolled back, her tits bouncing wildly as the whole club seemed to roar her on through another huge climax.

And what did I do? Anything to intervene? To stop them?

Hell no! All I did was stand there rooted to the spot, every nerve totally raw. My whole soul an open, raw wound of jealousy and shame—but still the hunger tore through me as I watched Lizzy take what I never could give her, watched her give herself to Irons in the most primal of ways, in the most public of ways. My beautiful wife gasping, begging, lost to him—my only comfort the little voice telling me this was all playacting, wasn’t deep, was only superficial, part of some one-night-only fantasy.

There was still a part of me that wanted to jump in, stop it, claim her—but I couldn’t move. I couldn’t even look away, not even as the ‘one-night-only’ voice gave way to a hissing reminder this was the third time Lizzy had let something like this happen in front of the whole club. The third time in an affair that now stretched back almost a year.

These painful thoughts were only pushed down as I stared at Irons yanking Lizzy even closer. The look on her face, the way she winced and bit her lip telling me Irons had somehow found a way to bury some extra length in my wife’s pussy. The giveaway, a cruel look on his face as he buried himself to the hilt, banging her cervix as his voice boomed: “You fucking love this, Lizzy… fucking 'love it, don’t you, my married slut?. Addicted to my cock—can’t cum unless I’m splitting you open! Tell your husband! Tell Jimbo!”

He drove deep, Lizzy resisted … so he slammed again, pain on her face, but her legs wrapping extra tight to show her real feelings. “Tell Jimbo! Fucking tell him, or I swear…”

Her look to me was full of sorrow, full of love and pity, as her body shuddered and she cried out, “Sorry, baby … he’s right … I need it; it’s so fucking good, I can’t get enough of him…”

Just for a moment, my mind turned back to Simon … Simon the lothario, Simon ‘I’m a lover, not a fighter’ … the man who’d tried to steal Lizzy away from me but who’d never had a chance, despite his cock, charisma, and cash.

At the time, I’d felt safe trading him for Irons, but right now I wondered if I’d been a fool, trading a perceived danger for a real danger. The way she was acting … what had happened on Monday … what she was saying, wasn’t this a million times more dangerous than Simon?

That’s how it felt right now, as I watched Irons slow, another mocking wink in my direction, before he looked at Lizzy with a cruel sneer and made her beg, her face a mask of emptiness as he ripped himself out, spun her back around to her knees, ass up next to the table as she reached back for him.

“Not yet, slut!” he shouted, slapping her hand away from his huge, veiny cock, “Look at hubby while you beg for it from behind!”

Despite everything, just for a moment Lizzy warmed my heart by a last show of resistance. But as he slowly teased her clit with his shiny, apple-sized cockhead, I could see her wilting.

“Please, please, baby…”

Stroke, stroke, whimper. “You know what I want…”

“Please, please…”

Just an inch. “Tell him … fucking tell him, or you’re in a Lyft going home!”

There was genuine sorrow in her eyes as she soiled herself, soiled our marriage one final time. “Sorry, baby,” for me, then for him and me, “Please, Irons, honey … fuck me, give me your cock again! I’m begging for it. Fuck me from behind!”

Even in her dick-drunk state, she knew she needed to obey word-for-word or risk being forced to prostrate herself all over again. Even as I pushed back thoughts of Simon—out of the frying pan and into the fire—I found myself empathizing with Lizzy. Even if her actions were breaking my heart and publicly shaming and humiliating me, I knew it was her lustful needs talking, not her heart.

She’d done enough. She got her reward. I got my reward and distraction. Irons slammed back in. Slammed back in, one hand wrenching at Lizzy’s hair, snapping her head back, his other hand smacking hard at her ass. Reminding me of when he’d slapped her cheek to get her to understand how serious the whole club bukkake ritual was to him and his fellow club members.

‘Smack’

“Doesn’t that feel good, Lizzy! Like what you’ve wanted all these years?”

‘Smack’

Lizzy was an animal—hair wild, sweat streaking her face, face twisted, every sound guttural, desperate. Irons’ cock shone, veined and gleaming with her arousal, lips stretched tight around the obscenely thick base, slick running down her thighs.

He hammered her, relentless, her body now wracked by rolling orgasms as Irons really hit his stride, hitting her G-spot more often than not—no break for her, no break at all, just a mess of screams and sexy, shaking flesh.

She sobbed his name, pleasure ripping her apart—fuck, this was even more intense than Monday night; he’d taken what he’d wanted in the heart of our family home. Irons held tight, rammed deep, using his position fucking down into her from above for extra force, extra depth—each time he pulled back, that fucking monster of his seemed to have somehow swollen a little bigger, as if that was physically possible.

“Feel that, bitch? Only I fill you like this! Only I make you cum this hard! Jimbo’s no use to you now!” he taunted, yanking her head fully backwards to look over her shoulder at him as he said all this, Lizzy’s glassy eyes telling me all resistance was totally gone. One final, brutal thrust right to the root, Lizzy yelping like a wounded animal as he erupted, pumping her full, so full that his cum spilled down her legs.

Huge gulps of air, Lizzy still looking up and at him, painfully contorted as she twisted her head to look up and over her shoulder. Then they crashed, crashed together—spent, Irons’ gaunt, lanky frame squashing Lizzy into the floor, only the sperm-sodden two-foot square cushion giving her any kind of protection from the splinters of the clubhouse floor.

Every eye, every fucking club member glued to the filthy, perfect spectacle they’d made. Every eye, every member, witnessed Irons’ taking of Lizzy, witnessed Irons’ ownership of Lizzy, witnessing my abject humiliation, my abject humiliation, which I just stood there and watched, stood there and watched lost in confusion and arousal. Lizzy had Irons; I only had KK for company, another squeeze on the shoulder like some last signal. “Quite the show, Jim! My boy and his new woman! Quite the show!”

The two of them finally showed signs of life, started moving.

Irons moved gingerly—despite the power and athleticism of his performance, he was in his sixties. Slowly, he yanked himself out, his cock thick and glistening, veins still standing out from the shine of Lizzy’s juices. He grunted, staring down at her ruined pussy—lips swollen red, stretched raw, his cum leaking out in slow, sticky threads, dripping down her shaking thighs.

He smirked, proud of the mess he’d made, the way he’d ruined another man’s woman in front of all his pals, in front of her husband.

“Check it out, boys,” he drawled, voice thick with triumph. “Fucked her so hard, she can’t keep anything in. You see how wide she’s been stretched? That’s what it looks like to be owned!”

Lizzy whimpered, her blushing face going from looking up at him to being buried in her arms, shoulders quaking—trying to hide her shame, trying to deny what everyone had just seen, pleasure and need used as a weapon to own her. She tried to clamp her thighs shut to hide the damage, stop the flow, but Irons slapped her ass, forcing her thighs back open for his pal’s hungry eyes. Her cheeks burned, but she just stayed there—wrecked, spent, too submissive, and too far gone to speak.

Slowly standing, the bastard winked at me as he stuffed himself away, almost having to roll the damned thing up before buckling his belt with a final insult. “Thanks, Jimbo, thanks for GIVING me Lizzy … it was all worth the wait! For both of us…” Then he turned back to the table and grabbed a drink, like nothing had happened.

He was calmly drinking; I was shaking with a volcano of shame, my arousal now spent, now I was drowning in a sea of shame and fear.

Watching him pull out and show off Lizzy’s wrecked body turned me inside out—humiliated by how she gave herself up, let him own her. I knew this wasn’t the first time he’d fucked her in public, but this was the first time I’d seen it in person, and the first time her husband had been present to give her submission extra meaning.

Standing there shoulder-to-shoulder with the leather-clad club president, standing there in the throng of baying animals, made me realize just how out of control things had gotten.

Fuck, this was meant to have been a safe alternative to Simon! What a fucking idiot I’d been! On Monday … tonight … the whole nine yards! I’d given Lizzy this gift out of love… How’s that working out for you now, Jimbo?

These thoughts were harsh enough, but the evening still had one more stabbing, torturing trick to play on me…


Chapter 5 


Thursday, 25th November 2021, Charleston, SC

Another squeeze on the shoulder—this time harder, bordering on painful.

“You wouldn’t mind if I had a ride on ‘YOUR’ woman, would you? Have a try out?”

The way KK smirked, the way he said ‘your’ … fuck, I wanted the ground to swallow me up … but a sick, illogical part of me thought the best strategy was to go along with it, play cool … rather than run off crying like a little pussy, which was what I really wanted to do!

The tiniest of smiles back, a small nod—I couldn’t bring myself to say the actual words.

“Thanks, buddy … I wanted a ride on Lizzy from the first time I saw the fight in her… since that night you were KIND enough to bring your beautiful doe-eyed wife into our little den here…”

I could see it in his eyes—that want. Taking me back to the only time I’d met KK before—the night the Texan Lonestar Vets had run a train on Roxy—when, right to her face, he’d called Lizzy a ‘prick-teasing, slutty little schoolteacher,’ and she’d stood her ground, given as good as she got.

This was all about power. Not just between Irons and Lizzy; it was bigger than that. That’s why KK and Irons had planned the whole night. KK wanted to conquer and break the strong-willed woman who’d stood up to him, who’d fought back in front of the whole club. He couldn’t afford to show any signs of weakness—especially not to a woman! A woman from the outside, from the vanilla world.

KK moved away from me, shoved his way through the crowd to the cushion next to the table, boots thudding, the room suddenly quiet—every biker’s eyes burning with expectation. He towered over Lizzy, still sprawled out on the ground on that inadequate cushion, naked and shaking, looking up from the floor at the predatory figure of KK.

Irons wouldn’t be a problem. He’d not wanted to share Lizzy with Simon, but this was different—he stepped aside, flashing KK a knowing grin. “President’s privilege,” he said, loud enough for everyone to hear, a show of respect and warning marker to the others. KK’s actions, Irons’ words hinting at what was about to happen—but still enough uncertainty to leave me dangling on the edge.

KK’s gaze raked over my prostrate wife, cruel and hungry. He unbuckled his belt, letting it drop with a crack. “You know the rules, teach,” he growled, his cock already swelling as he stroked it in his fist. “I’ve wanted you since that night you stood up to me … I said then I was gonna have you, break you, bend you to my will! Show all the guys no woman speaks to me like that…”

He’d seemed jovial and friendly enough—laughed and joked when Lizzy had stood up to him. But that had all just been a front. He’d remembered the slight, and now it was payback time.

“Tonight’s all about showing you who you really are! Not some sweet schoolteacher having a little strange with that Limey fossil,” he snarled, spitting on the floor next to her.

“You’re Irons’ club slut, and you can’t get enough! Look at you!! Irons’ cum leaking down your thighs … body and tits all covered in club cum … cum you loved having pumped all over your pretty face! This is what you were made for!”

Squatting down, he effortlessly flipped a startled Lizzy over so her back was flat on the cum-sodden cushion, kicked each leg wider with his right boot, and then lowered himself between her spread thighs. All eyes in the club fixed on the lesson that was about to be administered. Lizzy stared up at him, fear and arousal wrestling in her eyes as KK lined himself up, ready to take what he saw as his right, ready to give her payback for being smart-mouthed with him.

Cock in hand—shorter than Irons but even thicker, veins bulging, head swollen and fat—KK slapped his heavy weapon hard against her pussy three times, making her yelp in shock. He spat again, grinning, and shoved Lizzy’s knees back to her shoulders until her pussy was stretched wide for the whole club to see, lips puffy and red, still bubbling from Irons’ load.

KK lined up, the thick crown pressing at her entrance, and then he rammed in, forcing a raw cry from Lizzy’s throat. She arched, fingers twisting, clawing at thin air, her tits bouncing upwards as her body jolted under the assault. Slam … slam … slam … each brutal thrust made her gasp and whimper, the lewd slap of flesh echoing, breaking my heart but also making my cock hard all over again.

At least if she was getting fucked by both KK and Irons, there was less chance of the type of emotional attachment that had caused so many problems with Simon—or at least, that’s what I told myself.

Slam-slam-slam…

“Not gonna bad-mouth me again! Are you, my slutty little bitch?” he barked, already knowing the answer, the way she’d wrapped herself around, clinging to him like a wall-creeper telling me all he needed to know.

Between Irons and him, they’d broken Lizzy, bent her to their will.

Those were his only words—he’d made his point; they both knew the truth—now he wanted to concentrate on savoring the pleasure of a tight and warm pussy stretched around his cock, a pliant and submissive woman lying beneath him.

I wasn’t the only one staring; all my neighbors stared at the way my wife’s pussy lips stretched taut around KK’s obscenely thick shaft—swallowing, unswallowing, swallowing every fat inch time after time. The froth on her pussy and the sheen on his cock getting whiter and shinier the more he pumped, as he went harder, deeper.

All the faces around me cackled and lusted, wishing they were in their leader’s place, wondering if they might be lucky enough to get a ride on Lizzy.

Me, I was the only one who was a man divided, a man fighting against himself—stood rooted, gut twisted tight, cock throbbing while my face burned with shame as jealousy gnawed at me. Even Lizzy’s face only pointed in one direction—nerves and shame game, only lust and need remaining.

“Oh fuck—oh god—you’re so thick, so fucking thick,” she swooned, her first words since KK had taken her, her words making the bikers sneer and shout, boots stamping the floor as KK fucked her savagely, taking what he wanted, restoring his and the club's honor by destroying the pussy of the woman who’d shown him only the slightest of defiance. Not just a lesson to Lizzy, a lesson to all of them—don’t diss the man who modeled himself on the crazy, psychotic Colonel Kurtz!

KK slammed in deep, fingers digging into her hips, sweat shining on his scalp. Lizzy’s moans turned desperate, her cries even more sharp and raw. Even after so many cums with Irons’, her body convulsed again as her orgasm tore through her.

“Oh god—yes, yes—fuck, I’m cumming!”

Despite KK’s weight pinning her down, her whole body shook wildly like she’d been shot or shocked—head jerking wildly, nails drawing blood. KK didn’t care; he just grunted, his face twisted, cock swelling even fatter inside her. One final, savage thrust as he jammed himself all the way in, roaring as he flooded Lizzy, his load so prolific that it was spilling out even before he pulled back.

Slowly, dramatically, looking first at Lizzy and then around at his audience—he yanked his wilting salami of a cock out—the whole thing gleaming with their combined mess in the most grotesque of images.

The whole club held its breath as KK stared down between Lizzy’s spread thighs, her pussy lips battered and gaping, cum leaking out in thick, milky ropes.

“Look at that, boys. Stretched, dripping, ruined—club property now! She’ll be leaking my seed all night.”

He looked back at Lizzy—Lizzy slumped and spent, gulping down huge lungfuls of air—all the men jeering and cheering, Lizzy trying to but not allowed to close her thighs. KK wanted her to feel the shame and humiliation of the whole club staring at her battered and used pussy, at the sight of a body covered in hickeys and marked with a sea of club jizz. An image I knew neither of us would ever forget.

Hauling himself to his feet, he was back to ‘fake uncle’ as he buckled his belt and turned to me.

“It’s for the best, Jim! Last time, with that Limey pretty-boy fag … it all went to the crapper, coz it was all feelings and emotions … what Lizzy needs while you’re away is sex, and plenty of it! This way, she gets what she needs, no risk of falling in love, and she gets the protection and friendship of all us wonderful Vets …

“We might be a bit rough around the edges … but we’re good people … to a man, to a woman … people you can trust with Lizzy, people Lizzy can trust while you’re away, here for her … here for her needs…”

Fuck! My head was spinning.

Staring back at him, I felt like I’d be sucked through some kind of wormhole into a parallel universe where I was being told that black was white and white was black … ‘Hey Jim, all that face fucking, all those facials, me and Irons fucking the woman you love, humiliating you … it’s all for your own good, Jimbo.’…

Fuck! He looked so earnest, so believing of his own words … all the things Irons had said and done to humiliate me, all the things KK had said about giving her a punishment fuck … in KK’s mind, it was as if they’d never happened; this was all simply about welcoming Lizzy into the club so they could help and protect her!

Fuck! This had to be the world’s biggest gaslighting manipulation ever!

The trouble was, KK was damned good at it; he looked at me with such sincerity as he wove together half-truths into something credible and ignored all the facts and words that didn’t fit with the version of the world he was trying to sell me …

I was still trying to deal with the bewildering confusion of KK’s so well-structured lies when I felt Lizzy’s eyes find mine as her consciousness moved from the raw sexual experience she’d lived through to trying to emotionally reconnect with her husband.

For a split second, no one else mattered; for both of us, it was just her and me. Both of us shared a strange bond of shame at what we’d allowed to happen. A bond of guilt that each of us, in our different ways, had been willing, excited participants.

There was something vulnerable and helpless in her stare. She tried to mouth something, lips trembling, no sound coming out—my own chest tightening, even after everything, I hated to see her hurting like this.

As KK moved away, Ted stepped in—the first time I’d seen him since I’d stepped away from our card game to find Lizzy. As he passed me, he looked at me with a quiet but clear look of disappointment—like a father feeling let down by the stupidity and inaction of a son.

His look seemed to say, Why the hell didn’t you stop all that shit?  The look of a Marine Gunny who wouldn’t have stood for such craziness and disrespect.

While I still hesitated, he was calm and assured as he moved to Lizzy, stooping to wrap his arms around her, helping her to her feet.

“Jim!”

Ted’s sharp, firm bark finally snapped me out of my stupor, and I stumbled over to help him with Lizzy, catching her arm as she wobbled on unsteady legs, her face and whole upper body seeming to burn with naked shame.

Leaving Ted to support her, I hurriedly gathered her scattered clothes, Lizzy standing shaking—staring at the ground, unable to meet the looks of any of the horny bikers. Many of whom looked like even after everything, they’d have tried something if Ted’s protective arm hadn’t been there to discourage them.

Irons swaggered over, voice loud and smug. “Thanks for coming, you guys!” he mocked, trying to keep a straight face as he turned first to me, then to Lizzy. “Jim, safe travels, man! Lizzy, babe … see you tomorrow … once you’re back from the airport!”

This guy! This fucking guy! He was doubling down on the twisted, upside-down world KK had made and tried to sell me! As if nothing untoward had happened here tonight. As if he’d not spent most of the evening trying to drive deep psychological hooks into Lizzy’s brain. Trying to convince her that this kind of thing was what she really wanted and needed. Humiliating me into the bargain.

“I know Lizzy loved it, Jim … hope you got off on it as well! After last Monday, my gut told me you’d love tonight as much as Lizzy did… I think I was right, wasn’t I!” he smirked, clapping my shoulder and staring at the stained front of my pants.

Fuck, I hated this guy.

I burned with humiliation and shame, totally lost for words as Ted looked daggers at Irons and quickly ushered us toward the door—Lizzy still naked, after what they’d all already seen, the fastest exit possible seemed more important than any false modesty.

We scurried toward the exit; bikers howled and slapped the tables. Lizzy squeezed my hand, muttering, “I’m so sorry, hun,” her voice sounding broken and barely audible over the catcalls. Anger and recriminations could come later—even after everything, I wanted to pull her close, shield her … even if part of me wanted to scream at her.

But I was traumatized and frightened—even with Ted by my side. So I just held on, numb, hating how much I’d allowed myself to be an accomplice, hating how much a part of me had been aroused by everything that had happened, a deep sense of shame carving through my chest.

As we stumbled out, I had the strangest of thoughts. Wondering how much of my lack of fight and resistance was down to those painful childhood traumas from my harsh, judgmental, and ultimately absent father.

Looking at Ted, I knew why I’d suddenly had this thought. The way he’d looked at me, so disappointed in my failure to intervene, reminded me of how my father used to criticize and judge—before the ultimate of judgments, when he upped and left.

As I breathed in the last of the club’s stale beer and sweet hash odors, I looked deep into my soul and realized, however hard it was, I needed to fight this deeply ingrained passivity.

A fight that needed to start right the next day, when Lizzy had rested and we had the emotional energy to work through what the hell just happened to us tonight. We both had a helluva lot of thinking and talking to do.


Chapter 6 


  Friday, 26th November 2021 Charleston, SC

Lizzy was still sound asleep when my body clock woke me just after six.

We’d only arrived back around four hours ago, and after what she’d been through, I didn’t anticipate her waking before noon. That wouldn’t give us enough time—I needed to leave for the airport around one p.m..

I could allow Lizzy a few more hours of sleep—but however groggy and half-asleep she might be, I knew I’d be gently shaking her awake before noon. We really needed to talk—no way could I head back to Thailand without us talking about last night and what it all meant.

As quietly as I could, I hauled myself out of bed and downstairs for breakfast and coffee. At this time of year, first light was still an hour away, but as I listened to the gurgling of the coffee maker, I allowed myself to wallow in the quiet, in the chill of the winter air. The dark, the cold—they seemed like some kind of comforting, protective blanket—capable of insulating me from the bits of the world that might cause me pain and hurt.

Without realizing it, I was suddenly back in that same strange place as last night. Part twenty-twenty-one and today’s problems, part the early eighties and the formative experiences and painful scars of childhood. Half my brain was on the searingly fresh emotions from last night; the other half was casting a Ted-induced backward glance into my pivotal early years.

Last night had been a real wake-up call for me.

Pouring the steaming liquid into my mug, I inhaled the earthy, comforting aroma of the beans—the best part of the whole morning coffee ritual.

Three sips later, the Robusta beans were doing their stuff—hitting my veins with supercharged levels of caffeine. Net effect: even after only four hours of sleep, my brain was starting to function. Starting to try and tiptoe a way through the minefield of the previous night’s experiences. Trying to find sanity and comfort and a way forward where currently there was only pain and memories of the jarring conflicts between shame and arousal from those crazy hours at the clubhouse.

I don’t know why (maybe I do know but don’t want to admit it?), but instead of retreating into the quiet tranquility of the patio to watch the sun rise and gather my thoughts, a primal force drove me back upstairs.

Back upstairs, to munch on my toast, savor my coffee, and gaze upon the sleeping form that was my beloved Lizzy.

Gazing at her, I was immediately struck by two thoughts. One happy. One very, very challenging—challenging for both of us.

Happy thought: How the hell had I been so damned lucky as to meet, court, and build a life with this wonderful, sweet, loving, and sexy woman?

Less happy thought: as I gazed at Lizzy lying there, deep in her sleep, regathering energy after last night, I couldn’t help but wonder whether—whatever words were said when she awoke—she’d be able to resist Irons.

Monday night, she’d shocked me by the way she’d been so submissive to him. Shouts of ‘my bitch’ not met by anger and a slap, instead met by moans and sighs of sexual submissiveness.

And then last night, things had gone to a whole new level.

I might want to slam things into reverse, but after today I’d not be back for another three weeks.

The question wasn’t what I wanted to do; the question was what Lizzy was capable of doing.

Monday, last night … it was the culmination of Lizzy and Irons’ stop-start relationship, a relationship that had been on ice for several months but which these last few weeks just seemed to get stronger and stronger. A thought that injected neat, pure, smoldering acid directly into my stomach and made my heart thud with terror.

Gazing at her—she looked so peaceful; I felt the opposite—a rising tide of panic. I knew when she woke and we talked, she and I would be on the same page. But that wasn’t good enough. It was only actions, not words, that would matter once I got onto that plane.

As the weak November sunlight gradually walked its way across the room, I just sat there in silence. Alone with my thoughts, I ignored all the emails and calls from my colleagues busy in the middle of their working day.

Maybe I should have answered, a distraction might be good right now. Better than the swirling vortex of self-loathing and flagellation I was putting myself through.

The look that Ted gave me just wouldn’t go away. I could hardly blame him—in the cold light of day, without the effects of the fear and arousal, I felt the same! When I’d found Lizzy and found out what was happening, why the hell hadn’t I found a way to work with Ted to fix the problem?

I knew the answer—of course I knew the answer—but I wasn’t brave or strong enough to own it or say it out loud.

All I could think of right now was what we needed to do going forward.

Beating myself up, beating Lizzy up … what was the point of that? No, it was only the future that mattered now…

I might have resisted the distraction of work comms, but I was glad to spend the last few minutes before waking Lizzy moving around as silently as I could to pack my bags.

I’d given Lizzy an extra four hours of sleep, but now I needed to wake her. Now we had to talk.

“Lizzy … Lizzy…”

I shook her as gently as I could.

“Hnnn,” she answered, sort of, raising her head a few inches, looking around as if she wasn’t sure where she was.

“Lizzy, honey … I have to go in a few hours… Sorry, hun, but we need to talk … coffee, croissants?”

She blinked. Blinked several times, like a small mammal emerging from their winter den. Rubbed at her eyes. Her expression telling me she was slowly piecing it all together.

“Coffee, sweetheart?”

Pulling herself up onto the pillows I’d moved from my side to hers, she accepted the mug, welcoming the heat as she cradled it in both hands.

My chest was tight as I prepared to speak—words that had been forming in my brain these last few hours while I’d gazed at her sleeping form, words I’d chosen to make simple and plain. Plain and absolute. My only concession being the tender, loving way I stroked her cheek. “Yesterday, what happened yesterday … nothing like that can ever happen again … right?”

Lizzy winced at the memory I was bringing into sharp relief. I could see the pain in her eyes. I could actually see a small inward drawing of her shoulders, as if this movement could make her smaller, make her disappear, help her pretend that it was someone else who’d done all those things last night.

“Lizzy?!”

Shame forced her to tip her head, but she still kept eye contact with me as she gave the smallest nod of the head.

I sighed deeply and hugged her to me. However crazy it might seem, a tiny part of me had thought Lizzy might resist. Might start a discussion about who was to blame or, even more crazy, tell me she wanted the freedom to have more nights like last night.

Holding her tighter than ever before, I was so glad we were on the same page about this. My sense of relief making me feel generous and move on to two more topics I’d spent the last few hours brooding over.

Pulling back, kissing her softly, and holding her hand protectively between my palms, I gave her a loving smile. “How ya feeling, sweetheart?”

Her beautiful hazel eyes never leaving mine for a moment. She gazed at me, wrestling with her emotions, searching for the right words.

Other women might have been distant or evasive, trying to find some way of pretending it had all never happened. But that wasn’t my Lizzy—she was too strong and honest for that, a strength that had served her well when our high school daughter had fallen pregnant and all the local tongues had started wagging. A strength both she and Anong shared. The only pretending, the only weakness had been when she’d just woken and she’d tried to make herself disappear.

Her eyes radiated strength and honesty, but the way her fingers fidgeted around the mug told me she was also intensely nervous as her eyes closed and opened and she took a deep breath.

“Honestly, honey … I feel… I feel confused… I feel confused and angry, angry with myself!”

“Angry with yourself,” I repeated. “Angry with me?”

“A little bit,” she answered honestly.

Kissing her softly, stroking her face to signal there was zero judgment here—I was hardly…—I asked her to explain more.

“Confused because, I know in my heart, leave aside the sex itself … the fact that it was all so wrong, so taboo … all those people watching … all those mean things they said to you … so help me God, it made it all even hotter … even more exciting…”

She was blushing now, but still she found the strength and honesty to look me straight in the eye—no explanation needed for the angry part of her emotions. We both knew she was angry for allowing herself to be manipulated into doing all those things without any kind of discussion or agreement with me.

She wasn’t done yet, there was a sense of pleading in her eyes, a pleading to be allowed to fully unburden herself, so that she and I could both forgive each other. “It felt dirty … and, I don’t know why … that just felt so exhilarating … I felt like I was riding some kind of high … some kind of drug high…”

Mug down, she clasped my hands between hers. “Sorry, honey … but I need you to know the truth … I promise I’ll never do anything like that again … but I don’t want to lie to you and pretend I didn’t enjoy what happened last night … however embarrassing it might be, I need you to know the truth…”

Linked in the moment, linked in love, we both were happy that Lizzy was hiding nothing. But we both realized the job was only half done.

“What about you, Jim? How was last night for you … and how do you feel?”

One sweet kiss later, it all came tumbling out. It felt so good to share, to confess, to unburden myself—to hold nothing back as I drew strength from the love I saw in her eyes.

“Last night, last night I felt everything. Sick with jealousy. Turned on. Ashamed for being turned on, even when they humiliated me … even when you were being treated as a club slut … a big part of me hated Irons, hated the club, couldn’t understand why you let them do it … part of me wanted to pull you away … part of me wanted to watch. I felt so small, like I’m not enough for you … but even that turned me on…”

I watched her face—her lashes fluttering, her mouth trembling around a half smile, half grimace—as if she was feeling my pain, my confusion, similar to her own conflicted emotions. She slowly nodded, nodded understanding, reached forward to kiss me.

For the next hour, all we did was hold each other. Each of us lost in our thoughts. Each of us just happy to be together, each of us knowing there was no point in extra words, extra discussion.

Not about that.

But about another topic, there was absolutely a need for words and discussion.

Irons.

What to do about Irons while I was away.

A topic we crept towards slowly, Lizzy being the first to speak.

“When did Irons start thinking something like that would be okay?” she asked, her voice quiet and thoughtful. “I guess it was last Monday, you know, when we let him boss us about … taunt you…”

There was no sense of accusation in her words; she was just stating a truth—a truth I’d realized myself.

“So, honey … what are we going to do, honey?” she asked. “Are you okay for me to carry on seeing him? But with rules, rules so he’s clear nothing like that can ever happen again.”

The way she’d phrased her question made it crystal clear the answer she wanted me to give. Her words held no explicit option of stopping. If I wanted her to stop, I’d have to be the one to say it out loud. A question I’d literally spent hours thinking about as I’d watched the sun rise as I’d gazed at her while she slept and recovered from Irons’ and KK’s games.

Fuck, this was so screwed up! 

What sane man on the planet wouldn’t jump in and demand a total stop? The man called Jim Sharp was the answer. A man scared about whether, after Simon and after the last few weeks, Lizzy would be able to behave herself and live a life without a well-endowed lover. And a man who, despite everything last night, still got aroused by the thought of Lizzy being with another man—a man larger and more dominant than myself.

When I’d been watching Lizzy sleeping and I’d been thinking—I’d honestly been split right down the middle.

But now, hearing the way Lizzy framed her question, I knew I didn’t have it in me to be strong. To be strong for both of us and try to slam the lid shut on the Pandora’s Box of sexual freedoms we’d opened up and so enjoyed.

“I know there’s a part of both of us that liked it, but I don’t want to feel like that again,” Lizzy almost whispered, “So, let’s agree the rules … then I’ll tell Irons that if he wants to keep seeing me, he has to stick to our rules.”

The list of rules was quick and easy. Two rules, that was it. No more trips to the clubhouse—not under any circumstances, not even if Ted was there. And it was only Irons—not Irons and any of his pals, not from the club, not from anywhere.

After that, we were done talking.

We still had another hour before we needed to head to the airport.

Even knowing she was likely sore and tender, I wanted and needed to make love to Lizzy before I left for three weeks. I needed to be physically inside her. To reclaim her, to make love to my woman, to show both of us she was mine—not Irons’ woman ... as he’d claimed.

As I kissed her and slowly removed her clothes, I felt my heart race with excitement and my cock harden to do its job. Even the bite marks and bruises I saw on so many parts of her body couldn’t dampen my passion.

In fact, if I’m honest with myself, seeing them made me even harder and more determined to leave Lizzy with a lasting reminder of my love and who she really belonged to.


Chapter 7 


Friday, 26th November 2021

The ride to the airport was fine. I still had Lizzy with me and was able to hold her hand as we drove across town. The physical contact giving me a big dose of reassurance—even if she was lost in her own thoughts, peering out of the window … distant …

At the airport, the ‘distant, lost in thought’ vibe instantly disappeared as she hooked her right arm through mine and cuddled up close to me as we walked across from the parking garage to security—both of us determined to spend every last minute we had together as a couple.

Although neither of us wanted to say anything out loud—voicing it would have made it seem larger and more real—we both knew we were nervous about being apart again, given everything that had happened the night before.

One final, heartfelt hug and long, lingering kiss, and I disappeared through security with one last look back … an emotion-filled smile. Once again, we were physically apart—as we’d spent so much of the last year.

All through the next day of traveling, I had too much time on my hands. I tried my best to keep myself busy—reading reports, watching a movie and some TV shows, trying to sleep when I could. But still my brain spent too much time fretting and tormenting me with questions of ‘what if …’

The questions came in all sorts of shapes and sizes, but whichever way I looked at things, it all boiled down to one simple fact and one simple question.

The fact: the fact was the absolute certainty that, once Lizzy had explained the rules to him, Irons would without doubt try and get her to break the rules.

He’d spent his entire military career breaking rules, and virtually everything he’d said at the clubhouse made clear he saw Lizzy as belonging just as much to him and the club as she belonged to me.

So me being away for the next three weeks—only returning at the start of Christmas week—was the perfect opportunity for Irons to sink his claws even deeper into Lizzy.

The question: the question was whether, with me away and me agreeing she could still see Irons, Lizzy would have the strength to resist his dominant personality and the temptations he’d no doubt put before her.

She’d promised me that she’d stick to the two rules we’d agreed—but making a promise and keeping it are two very different things, however genuine the intentions had been at the time the promise was made by Lizzy.

With these and similarly stressful thoughts buzzing through my head through three flights and two transits, I was supremely happy to see Anong’s smiling face as I stepped into the arrivals area at Suvarnabhumi Airport.

Anong found me just past customs, her hair pulled back, her makeup precise. She scanned my face for several seconds, her smile cautious, which made me think she and Lizzy had spoken over the day or so I’d been traveling—that Lizzy had advised her new bestie that ‘Jim might need a little TLC,’ their relationship open enough that Lizzy had probably shared the details of the ‘hump in the road’ we’d experienced the day before I left.

If Anong’s smile had been cautious when she first spotted me, by the time we’d reached each other, there was not even the tiniest hint of hesitation—her arms slid around my back, pulling me in. I felt her warm, sweet breath on my neck, the warmth of her body, the familiar press of her chest. Just for a few precious moments, all my troubles and fears back home slipped totally out of my mind. The pulsing warmth of her body, the softness of her breasts pushing into me, the contours of her braless nipples, the promise and flirtiness of her smile—all of it was making my whole body tingle with anticipation and joy. Not to mention making my cock start to flood in a way I found pleasantly surprising after such a long journey.

A year shy of your fiftieth, Jim… you still got it, old fellow! I chuckled to myself.

The airport limo service was its usual efficient self—only a handful of yards in the humid Bangkok air before Anong and I slid into the back seat for the short but congested run to the hotel—even before seven on a Sunday morning, Sukhumvit and all the other roads moved with a frustrating lethargy. The Skytrain was meant to have fixed all this—but as so often happens, any benefits were soon gobbled up by the never-ending growth in private cars and tuk-tuks.

As well as being efficient, the limo service was also discreet. As we crawled our way through the early morning traffic, I soon felt Anong’s hand on my thigh, her thumb tracing little circles, a typical Anong mix of tender and teasing, hinting at what she had in mind for me as soon as we were safely behind my hotel room door.

“How was home?” she asked with genuine feeling in her voice. That cautious look she’d given me at the airport came back into my head. She likely already knew just about everything. So what was the harm in total candor? The logical side of my brain would always harbor a thought that always made me feel guilty—were Anong’s motives as selfless as she made out? But I pushed the thought aside—I could never truly know the answer to that question—my instincts told me her concern for me and Lizzy came from a good place, and thinking otherwise left me feeling ashamed, and right now I didn’t need any extra sources of shame. Thursday night had left me running full on that particular unwelcome emotion!

My chest tightened—even thinking about what had happened at home left me feeling on edge and stressed.

“It was complicated …”

Turning to fully face her, I drank in the beauty, intelligence, and care of that face—a face and personality just as complicated as my situation … a face capable of so many different behaviors.

She waited. She already almost certainly knew it all, but she wanted me to share, not for the accuracy or extra information, but so it would be open between us and so she could understand my feelings … connect and relate.

“Lizzy... I guess you heard already… things at the club got kind of out of hand…”

Even this briefest mention brought both the pain and pleasure of the clubhouse back to life—back to life with a frightening 3D realism, like it wasn’t just something in our past.

She squeezed my leg, just once, looked away as a street vendor rapped on our window. As we moved away from the red light, we nearly squashed his foot. Vendor now in the rearview, she looked across and finally spoke.

“It’ll be fine … whatever Irons tries on, Lizzy loves you so much,” she whispered in my ear, squeezing my thigh again, a hint of a playful smile appearing on her lips. “You’re here now, and Anong, your ‘Girl Friday,’ has a few ideas of how to keep your mind on other things and make you feel better…”

Anong wasn’t wrong about that whole ‘ideas for the hotel’ thing. After a whole day spent in a metal tube only eighteen feet across, Anong knew me well enough to know that, however appealing her curves and bedroom eyes, what I needed first was a steaming, scalding hot shower.

And a steaming, scalding hot shower being soaped, scrubbed, and stroked by a beautiful naked Thai lady is a glorious thing to behold! Especially when it’s followed by the painted nails of said beautiful Thai lady grasping my engorged member and using it like a doggy leash as she leads me by it towards the bed. Pushes me down onto the cool white cotton, my head sinking into the exquisitely expensive pillow as I gaze at her teasing body. Her teasing body with those succulent, perfectly shaped 34-D boobs—a body that was hovering cowgirl style directly above my throbbing man. Hovering with the tips of her pussy lips gently rotating with the barest of touches onto my shiny cockhead. Her smile so tantalizing, so teasing as she tormented me out of my mind. Only finally dropping her hips after thirty seconds of heavenly hell—but a wait that was worth it as I felt the nerve-rich, velvety texture of her pussy envelop and squeeze at my straining cock.

If the build-up had been slow and designed to drive me crazy with desire, the rest of that first lovemaking session was nothing but exquisite bliss. Having been lovers for so many months, Lizzy knew exactly how to drive me wild and cared about me enough to invest every ounce of her energy and imagination into riding me within an inch of my life. Her sharp, beautifully painted nails raking my chest and belly. Her lips and teeth doing things to my nipples that took my breath away. The teasing, loving tenderness of her smile lighting a fire in my soul. A fire not doused, just changed, as I roared like a lion, clutched her to me, and pumped her welcoming love tunnel full of my sticky white life juices.

Five minutes later, I was still trying to get my breath, my heart still racing as I toyed with the magnificence of her long black hair, splayed on my chest, half beautiful mane, half magnificent peacock’s plume. My soulful reflections only interrupted by Anong’s giggle as she lay with her head on my chest. “I can hear your heart, Jim, honey!”

I groaned—groaned in a good way. I could feel those red talons already playing with my sticky cock. All edge and sharpness, trying to stroke life back into my nearly fifty-year-old cock.

“How long before you’re ready to go again, sweetheart?” she purred, raising her head to look me in the eye, to let me know she was serious.

If I had to die … if I had to leave my wife back home, back home continuing her affair with the predatory Irons … then at least I might die a happy man!

Monday morning. Mr. Fung waiting for me at the factory.

If only I could have stayed holed up in my hotel room with sexy, sassy Anong for the next three weeks—until it was time to go home again.

Sadly, life can never be like that. I had to face my normal Monday morning progress update with Mr. Fung. Why was the software still delayed? Who was responsible? What was the plan? Nearly a year on from my arrival, why weren’t things perfect? I knew the facts and figures were that these types of complex, multi-billion, multi-vendor install and implement projects nearly always ran two to three years late—and compared to that yardstick, we were actually doing pretty well. But none of those facts or messages would have been less received—so I just sucked it up and took my lumps. The only positive thing was it did take my mind off what might be happening back in Charleston.

After Monday morning’s baptism of fire, the rest of the week was more bearable … albeit with the present ache of being separated from Lizzy and pang of worry about what Irons might be persuading her into.

Reading reports and the associated follow-up meetings consumed most of the day—and leaving aside that this was what I was actually paid to do, I was grateful for the way all this activity occupied my mind.

Lunchtimes were the first time in the day when this protective armor of activity would weaken. Always a social butterfly, and also because of what snippets she’d gather, Anong would normally eat and network with some of the other senior assistants. Leaving me scrolling my phone alone, looking at feeds from Lizzy and Caitlin’s social media. Much of it cheered me and made me feel closer to home and my loved ones—but always with the risk that some tiny detail or image would make me think of the troubles we’d had in the past and what might be happening right now as I helplessly sat thousands of miles away from Lizzy.

When the working day was finally done, it was time to slip into the highs and lows of my non-working day. Discreetly holding hands with Anong in the back of the taxi—who were we kidding, everyone knew we were an item—followed by a quick, light dinner together. The conversation was light and normal, but the smoldering look in both our eyes gave away the hunger and need we felt for each other. A hunger that led to the slow, scintillating stripping of clothes the moment we were back in ‘our’ room. Then the real dining could begin.

Maybe an appetizer of the slow kissing, nibbling, and exploring of each other's faces, necks, and chest areas—always marginally more fun for me than for Anong, although she wasn’t exactly complaining!

Or maybe I’d push her gently back on the bed and, hands still reaching to play with her boobs, kiss my way slowly down her tummy until I was blowing softly onto the beautiful flower that was the entrance to her pussy. Lapping away, nibbling away … using fingers, teeth, lips, and tongue … anything to set her passions higher … anything to get those talons of hers digging into my scalp … her rapid, heated breathing music to my ears as I felt the soft skin of her thighs wrap tight around my head.

Or maybe I’d be treated to the experience of being orally pampered… Anong’s non-verbal equivalent of telling me, ‘It's all okay, honey … just relax, I’m here for you, baby,’ as she pushed me back on the bed … nibbled at my earlobe, gazing playfully into my eyes, her smirk teasing me with what we both knew would come next … the soft trail of little butterfly kisses as she journeyed down my chest … stopping en route at Nippleville for a little mischievous biting to get me moaning … before she licked and kissed at the sensitive skin between navel and cock, taking her time there to really get me going, before finally making all my Christmases come at once as she popped me into her mouth … fuck! How could a mouth that small suck so hard … suck so hard as those sharp nails played with my asshole and made love to my balls? All the while my happy eyeballs feasted on the top of her head, watching it bob up and down, the flow of her long, black hair the most glorious and beautiful of sights…

But that was just the appetizer … looking into those twinkling, intelligent dark eyes as I sank all the way in as she wrapped her velvet-smooth thighs around the small of my back … before I’d start slowly, meaningfully start riding her … our eyes still locked together, talking without words as gradually I’d start building up speed as she started using those nails and eyes again to drive me on.

Fuck, who was riding whom?  I’d always think.

I might be on top, might be the one doing all the work, but I had no illusions as to who was in control. She was giving me of herself … allowing me to ride her sweet pussy, her sweet body … her sweet soul … and it was a priceless privilege that made my heart soar as we flew higher and higher … so high that now mouths were eating mouths, trying to suck and eat face offs … until finally, finally we exploded together … two lovers who knew each other so well … two lovers who cared for each other and who wanted to bless and be blessed, to make each other feel happy, to make each other forget … to love and to care and to lose each other in the human warmth of love and union … bodies finally on fire, each nerve ending firing jolt after jolt … muscles spasming, lungs bursting, fighting for air … faces pulled taut, eyes screwed tight … looking totally crazy, but who the fuck cared … we had each other, we held each other … we exploded in utter, utter joy…

Each hour after dinner was just about one variant or another of the above lovemaking—the energy and athleticism we needed explaining why dinner was always so light and so short.

We never said it out loud, but we both knew that our lovemaking was some sort of physical and emotional inoculation against what came next—the stress and nervous tension of a call home. My seven p.m. call to Lizzy at the start of her day, seven a.m. Charleston was definitely the more stressful of our two daily calls.

My morning call before breakfast and work was limited in length by the need to head to work, and half my brain was already occupied by today’s project problems—and as it was only seven p.m. in Charleston, it was too early for my schoolteacher wife to have spent much time with Irons.

But talking to her in my evening, her morning time always carried multiple heart-stopping risks.

Monday evening, when I FaceTimed Lizzy still in bed, she’d look so tired that the nodes in my brain would all light up with just one question: Why? Why the fuck does she look so tired? It turned out I was worrying about nothing—Lizzy had been helping out with a coldy, sniveling grandchild down with a heavy cold and unable to sleep.

Tuesday evening, Lizzy’s appearance caused the same jolt of paranoid fear. Turns out there was a new child in class who behaved badly and disrupted all the other kids in the class.

But Wednesday evening, my time, when Wednesday morning Lizzy still looked tired—this time when I gently inquired why, all I got was a blushing, embarrassed silence. An embarrassed silence followed by an all too familiar oily southern drawl.

“Hey, Jimbo! How ya doing? How you and that sweet little Thai girlfriend of yours doing?” The words hit me as I saw his dead-eyed, pleased-with-himself poker face appear from the side of the bed where I normally slept—his arm snaking around Lizzy’s shoulder just as his face appeared.

Before I had a chance to reply, Anong—never one to back down from a challenge—leaned over to enter the frame.

“Hey, Mr. Irons, nice to finally meet you! You’d better be treating my bestie Lizzy in the right way! Not like the other night … treating with respect and tenderness!”

Irons just smirked, dropping his hand from Lizzy’s shoulder down to move the comforter from their chests and squeeze at her boob and then her nipple, as if he was milking her tit.

“Who says your naughty friend wants to be treated with respect and tenderness?” he grinned, pausing before doubling down. “Respect and tenderness, that’s what a hubby’s for … she’s got Jimbo for that … she’s had years and years of that … maybe that’s why she’s hot for me now … maybe that’s why she wants rough and dangerous now!”

Lizzy’s cheeks were fully on fire now. A woman used to being in control, she was lost for words—two people sparring over her, discussing her as if she wasn’t there.

The next few nights weren’t very different.

Each evening I’d call, and, after the briefest of talks with Lizzy, I’d end up looking at Irons’ ugly, conceited mug as he asked how I was—while all the time he was like a pig in shit, wallowing in the subliminal messages he was sending. ‘Hey Jimbo, hey fucktard! You’re there, and I’m here … here fucking your wife, and she’s fucking loving it! Getting fucked by a big, horny dick right here in your marital bed! Fuck, I even get to sleep where you normally sleep! She isn't missing 'you, dude… she got herself an upgrade!’

And if that wasn’t bad enough, his presence right there next to Lizzy, sitting on my side of the bed, totally killed any chance we had to have a normal conversation—no matter how hard I tried.

After that first Wednesday when he joined our call, he never missed a call. He wasn’t there when I spoke to Lizzy at her seven p.m., but he made a point of always being there when I called Lizzy first thing in her morning. ‘Hey, fucktard, which big-dicked biker’s been sleeping in your bed? With your wife?’  So the call he didn’t join became more and more important for me—my only chance each day to really emotionally connect with Lizzy.

Halfway through the second of my three weeks away, when I called Lizzy on her Wednesday morning, Irons was his ever-present self, but Lizzy seemed a little off compared to normal. She seemed distracted and even a little upset. If Irons hadn’t been right next to her, constantly interjecting into our husband-wife call, I’d have asked her what was wrong.

It was only the following day, when she’d returned from school and Irons wasn’t on the call, that I was able to ask her if everything was okay, as she seemed quieter and more distant than normal.

“No, everything’s fine, baby! I’m just missing you … wishing you were home…”

The next few days followed a similar pattern, with no obvious improvement. Whether it was just the two of us or Irons was on the call, it didn’t make any difference. There was a distance, a remoteness in her eyes and her demeanor. When Irons was there, I got it—I understood there’d inevitably be an awkwardness. But on the next few calls we had when she was home from school, I felt the same vibe—and it worried me like fuck!

It didn’t make sense.

Or at least it didn’t until I got that heart-stopping, soul-crushing call from Ted.


Chapter 8 


Saturday, 11th December 2021, early morning, Bangkok

Two thirty-four in the morning.  The phone rang, insistent as fuck.

“Ted?”  The question mark wasn’t about the caller—caller ID saw to that—it was about the time of the day.  The Corps had taken him all over the world—if there was one man who’d not fuck up on time zones, it was Ted.  If he was calling in the middle of the night, it wasn’t because he’d forgotten what time it was in Bangkok; it was because there was something seriously wrong.

“Ted, what the fuck is it?”

“Jim, can we FaceTime?”

“Ted, what the fuck is it?  Spit it out!”

“FaceTime?”

Three seconds later I was looking at Ted’s lived-in features—features that looked more stressed than any time save those harrowing months when he’d lost his beloved Rachel.

“Jim … in a minute I’m going to send you a link to a video … I know it will make you mad and upset… I only got it today; from the time stamp, I think it was filmed about four days ago … Roxy sent it to me, felt bad about what happened, felt I needed to know … that you needed to know…”

Ted wasn’t trying to drive me crazy—his intentions were to soften the blow—but each extra word just tightened the coils squeezing at my chest, pumped extra pints of adrenaline into my veins. 

“Just send the damned link, Ted!  Just fucking send it!” 

I didn’t mean to shoot the messenger—but I was right on the edge. If Roxy was involved, I already had a pretty good idea of what I’d soon be looking at.

“Okay, I’m going to send it … but when you’ve seen it, I want you to remember that Lizzy’s only human … I’m sure that Irons, that bastard ex-friend of mine, manipulated the fuck out of her,”  this wasn’t making things any better, “and I want you to promise to call me back so you and I can discuss things before you get into it with Lizzy…”

The iMessage notification popped up before Ted had even finished speaking.

He ended the call—rightly surmising that, however well-meaning, I didn’t want a silent audience for what was likely to be a painful and soul-searching watch.

I hesitated, thumb hovering over the link.

I pressed play—a horrible, hollow, gnawing sensation starting to eat away at my gut.

The first three seconds were jarring and confusing.  The camera was on, but the frame was tilting wildly up and down—one second showing the ceiling, the next showing the floor.  And the words that followed—KK’s voice—equally didn’t make any kind of sense. 

“Ain’t she something?  Not sure if you remember her from that night you all did a number on Roxy.  Anyhow, after you've seen this, give it some thought, talk to the other guys, then give me a call…“

However stress-inducing and confusing KK’s words were, I didn’t have time to dwell, because the lens stopped gyrating and suddenly focused on a large rectangle of green felt and the pink and orange figure of a semi-clothed woman squirming around like an electro-shocked starfish on top of the green felt of a pool table. 

I felt like I’d been hit by a freight train.

I couldn’t see the woman’s head or face, and I didn’t recognize the clothes that only hid part of her body—but I did recognize the pool table.  I recognized it from that night nearly a year ago when Lizzy had first let Irons fuck her, and I recognized it from just a few days ago when Irons and KK both used it to help them fuck her again.

Surely this was some mistake?  Roxy or her biker club boyfriend playing some sick joke.  We’d agreed she could still see Irons—but Lizzy had promised faithfully that the Thanksgiving fuckfest was the last time she’d go to the clubhouse or engage in any of this sick, over-the-top multi-partner sex play. 

Surely it was a mistake?  A video only claiming to be of Lizzy… not really her at all…

The camera lens had cropped off the heads of the two bikers who were playing with the semi-clothed woman, and try as I might, I couldn’t see the woman’s face or head.  Lying there on the edge of the pool table closest to the lens, the nameless woman’s head was right next to the groin of one of the guys, her whole head and face obscured by the stained denim of the guy’s ass. 

The clothing didn’t give me a clue either; I’d never seen that outfit before.  A vivid pink, long-sleeved, off-the-shoulder blouse paired with an equally eye-catching high-waisted orange miniskirt.

At the start of the evening it would have looked classy and chic—but that was before the bikers got to work to rearrange the faceless woman’s clothing to make her more available.

The bikers hadn’t touched the long pink sleeves, but the vibrant pink bodice had been pulled down.  The pleated, elasticated front  no longer sat above the line of the woman’s boobs—it now sat below the swell of her breasts, the fabric’s position and color somehow drawing the eye to her two heaving, jiggling orbs.  Jiggling, squirming breasts that were sporting two very swollen and distended nipples.  My heart sank all over again as I realized how familiar those boobs looked.  I’d sucked and played with them often enough, watched them nurse Caitlin often enough.  Either this was the world’s most advanced Photoshop scam or the freakiest of coincidences.

Surely this couldn’t be Lizzy!?  Surely Ted was mistaken!  This was Roxy, guided by Irons and KK to play some kind of sick trick.

But just as my blind optimism kicked in, the guy holding the camera (presumably KK) moved his angle, and I saw the face and head of the woman on the pool table. 

Not only did I see her face, but I also saw the expression on her face.

“Smile for the camera, Lizzy!  Let your friends see how much you love playing with your biker boyfriend and his buddies!”

And fuck me if she didn’t smile!  Or at least smile as well as was physically possible—physically possible when she had a long, thick dick stretching her jaw to its limits … forcing her lips into a lewd, bright red ‘O’ shape … she could move her jaw and cheeks just about enough to signify the outline of a smile.  Her eyes—eyes that were staring at the camera—backing up the message with a soft and satisfied tone.

“Good girl,”  KK’s mock avuncular voice encouraged her—the same voice he’d used to manipulate me back at Thanksgiving.  “Now just let yourself go while Irons and Chopper give Mommy what she’s been looking forward to since that selfish prick of a husband of yours dragged you away when we were just getting started…”

I suddenly felt that familiar sense of weariness and confusion. 

This again, I sighed to myself.  The familiar mix of tiredness and anger—anger at Lizzy and anger at myself for my role in putting temptation in Lizzy’s way, for not being a better husband … for being here, not there.  There, where a proper husband should be, seeing to his wife’s needs, making sure she wasn’t alone and vulnerable to the manipulations of guys like Irons and KK.

Lizzy was perched right on the table’s edge, lying left to right on the hard wood of the pool table’s frame.  The bright orange mini skirt rucked up around her waist, her legs spread wide and held high by a headless man as matching orange panties dangled uselessly from her left ankle as her head bobbed up and down, making the most obscene gobbling noises as she blew the large white cock of the guy who must have been Chopper.

I paid less attention to this than to what was being done to the rest of her body on the left side of my little iPhone screen … where Irons’ huge cock was smashing in and out of Lizzy’s pussy while he pulled at her nipples, as if he was trying to separate them from the rest of her tit flesh.

Anong had a family commitment, so tonight was one of the rare nights where I was sleeping alone … and I was grateful she wasn’t here to witness my humiliation—although I could have done with someone to talk to later.  But the other downside was that with her absent, there was nothing stopping my disloyal left hand from venturing down into my PJs and slowly starting to stroke at my hardening cock.

Get a grip, Jim, get a grip.  

Maybe not the best choice of words to chastise myself as, sick with shame, I found myself squeezing hard on my dick—torn between arousal and absolute self-loathing.

“You really are a dirty little slut, aren’t you, Lizzy!” Irons growled.  “I knew… I knew as soon as you agreed to wear the outfit I bought you after dinner… I knew that with a couple of drinks inside you, I’d soon have you back here on your back … on your back keeping my boys happy, just like last time!”

Lizzy pulled Chopper’s cock out of her mouth, somehow lifting her head to look directly at Irons as she balanced on the edge.  “Stop talking!  Just fuck me!  Just fucking fuck me!” she screamed, before reinserting Chopper’s meat back to recork her mouth to stop further discussion.

Where had my wife gone?  Was this where our journey had finally brought us?  We’d survived Simon only to arrive here—Lizzy so in thrall to Irons that she couldn’t even last two weeks without breaking her promise to me. 

And what had it taken?  Apparently nothing more than a nice meal, a couple of drinks to loosen her resolve, and a sexy new outfit to make her feel young and desirable.  A couple of drinks followed by a couple of cocks, and who knows what else they had on the menu for dessert and the rest of the night.

If I was lost in a world of melancholy, anger, and self-pity, Irons was the opposite—grinning at the woman he’d created, he started to give Lizzy exactly what she’d demanded.  His fat, heavily veined cock glistening with her juices as he pounded her with all of his fat ten inches. 

Every time he hammered his huge cock balls deep, Lizzy’s eyes would snap wide open and bulge as if she’d been strapped down in Old Sparky and the switches flipped. 

Never mind that she had one guy fucking her mouth and a face and necksful of drool; every time Irons slammed deep, the noises bubbling up from deep within Lizzy’s body were so loud and primal they could easily get around the dick plugging her mouth and reach the phone.  The phone that was recording for the nameless person KK was calling.

“Nnn … fffuu … ahhh …. shhhii… oh, oh ffff…”  Each new thrust, each new time he owned her, her jerking body and desperate sounds told me just how naive and unrealistic I’d been to think that Lizzy by herself would be able to resist Irons and his sexual charms.

Closing my eyes, breathing deep, I was so glad Anong wasn’t here to see this.  I felt like a man at the utter bottom, wondering if there was any way back from here for me and my marriage.  Any way back that didn’t have Irons and that damned MC club as a dominant part of Lizzy’s life!

Slowly opening my eyes again, I was back to that other source of my torment.  Unable to stop staring at Lizzy sandwiched between two thrusting bikers, a part of me unable to stop being excited and aroused by the sheer animalistic, carnal sexual magnetism of the scene.  A scene made both worse and hotter by the fact the woman being railed by these two bikers was my very own wife.  Who only days before had solemnly sworn to me that nothing remotely like this could or would ever happen again!

Fuck!  I hated myself for staring and listening so intently to every little detail.  No matter how many times I’d already seen Irons’ huge schlong, a part of me still got some sick pleasure out of the way it was so ugly yet macho.  So massive, so long and fat as it emerged, disappeared, and then emerged again as he fucked Lizzy way better than I ever would or could.  The gnarled, knobbly surface of veins—glistening with Lizzy’s secretions—seemed almost perfectly designed to give pleasure, to make Lizzy cry out even louder.

Fuck!  I hated how hard my cock was right now and how I was beginning to feel as sucked in as Lizzy was—staring at the way that, even after all the fuck sessions they’d already had, the girth of the troublemaking Black Vet’s huge club stretched Lizzy’s pussy so obscenely.

Every time he pushed in, her love lips stuck like glue to his meat so that they nearly disappeared inside with his shaft.  A crude farting sound trumpeting around his shaft as his cock size forced the air from her pussy. Every time he pulled back out, Lizzy’s love lips were pulled back out, clinging to every knotted, shiny inch.  Lizzy’s entrance left red and swollen whichever direction that freight train of a cock was being driven in.  Her body rocked with each brutal thrust—tits bouncing wildly, nipples tugged and twisted so much they jutted out like dimmer switches.  Even through the limitations of my phone, the slaps of their skin were like a scalpel picking at my heart’s sinews, making me both nauseous and aroused as Irons somehow managed to go harder, faster, and deeper.  Perched there on the side of the pool table, each brutal thrust would likely have knocked her off if it hadn’t been for Chopper’s vise-like hold on her head as he sawed in and out, face-fucking her like she was the last woman on earth.

My heart sank even further as I realized just how much Lizzy was loving all of this.  Her throat full of non-stop moans and breathless gasps from her exertions and deep fulfilment, each new set of matching thrusts just making her louder and happier as the guys sped up and her legs started trembling as their thrusts took her closer and closer.  Legs that somehow still retained the matching orange hooker heels strapped to her feet, despite the vigorousness of the fucking she was receiving from Irons.

“Take it, Lizzy, take both our cocks,” Irons snarled, twisting her nipple, her eyes bulging as he bottomed out, pushing at her sensitive cervix. “You love being the club slut, don’t you … love forgetting all about Jimbo and all that boring, vanilla shit … love breaking all your promises to come back for a proper fucking … a proper fucking for a proper woman … getting ruined for your husband, don’t you?

“Look at you—stuffed full, greedy to be fucked stupid in front of all these guys … these guys hungry to be next up to fuck you even more…”

Lizzy’s face shone with lust—she and Irons both knowing every word was true—as finally her face twisted tight in a mask of total ecstasy—eyes rolling back, mouth open as she screamed through a massive, soul-transforming climax.

I watched, my heart thudding in my chest and cock in hand—consumed by anger, fear, and inexplicable, soul-destroying arousal.  There was no denying just how much Lizzy was loving every second—her whole body shaking, the way her tits jiggled as she came sending me over the top.  My own juices covering my hand and chest as I watched Lizzy’s body still experiencing periodic aftershocks, little spasms as Irons withdrew.  The camera zooming in on the stretched, gaping entrance to her pussy, her dark depths visible as I watched Irons’ seed bubbling and running out of her.

It was only now, as they moved Lizzy down from the table, that I realized Chopper had also come.  His cock sticky and slackening as he pulled out, the edges of Lizzy’s mouth white and frothy from the vast quantity of jizz he’d pumped into her mouth and tummy.

As she tried to stretch life back into her legs, Irons pulled her to stand directly in front of him, the height of her hooker heels putting their two heads right next to each other as his dark, tattooed hands squeezed her cheeks in a vice-like grip.

“You’re our bitch now, Lizzy,” he said, his voice low and serious, “and don’t tell me you don’t love it!  Whatever Jimbo wants and doesn’t want, you love these nights here, don’t you?! If Jimbo hadn’t been such a killjoy at Thanksgiving …”

Staring right back, like a doe caught in the headlights, she said nothing—but her staring eyes spoke volumes, Lizzy offering not a single word to contradict him.

“Ever since that night with your pal Roxy … ever since the other night … this is what you’ve wanted, isn’t it?!”

It was like she was in a trance, unable to speak, her whole body tense, like prey caught in a serpent’s hypnotic stare.

Irons stared her out—like he was giving her one last chance to contradict the truths he was forcing her to accept.

Lizzy just stayed silent, before Irons broke the tension with an evil grin and some teasing insults as he moved a hand into her hair, grabbing Lizzy’s face in his hands, making her look up at him.

“Damn, you look a mess, girl,” he said, voice rough. “Mascara all over your face, mouth still dripping with Chopper’s load—fuck, look at you.”

“But that doesn’t matter … not with what we have in mind for you next …”
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The next five seconds were a blur of sound and motion. Irons shoved his cock into Lizzy from behind, hard and sudden; she yelped, the sound not quite pain, not quite surprise.

In front of her, another unnamed biker—shorter, arms tatted to the knuckles—replaced Chopper as he fisted his own cock, the head purple and angry just inches from Lizzy’s face.

Ted said the video was from four days ago, early in the week, and I remembered how weird and distant Lizzy had been these last few days during our twice-daily calls. At the time, … For the last few days, she’d been hiding from me the truth about what she’d allowed to happen just days after our talk.

I couldn't believe she was doing this again, just a handful of days after her tearful double vow to never go back to the clubhouse and to never allow a repeat of Thanksgiving.

These angry, heartbroken thoughts were interrupted by the intensity of a new close-up. 

The camera had panned back to Lizzy, who looked straight into the lens for a split second, her mouth open and trembling, before some residual element of shame caused her to drop her eyes as Irons yanked her back upright.

The biker in front cupped her jaw, guiding her open mouth to his cock, slapping the head against her lips, her cheeks. Then he jammed it in, the first inch or two lost before she gagged and pulled back, eyes watering, hands braced against his thighs. Irons just laughed, a low growl as he pumped even harder.

Seeing all this happen less than two weeks after Lizzy had tearfully promised ‘never again’ … it was … it was beyond words … my feelings so distraught that I gripped the phone so hard my hand was shaking, making the video judder all over the place.

‘Never again’… Lizzy being used like this, this was even worse, Lizzy being used by two men. 

It was like the bukkake scene, only more intense.  Not just multiple guys shooting their stuff on my wife’s beautiful face, but two guys actually inside her body at the same time.  Penetrating, taking with force, inside what she’d previously held sacred and special for me until we’d been stupid enough to play our games with Simon.

However much part of me prayed it would stop, I knew this was just hopeless optimism. Animals like this wouldn’t stop anytime soon.

The whole scene, it just kept on going, like some carnal nightmare. Lizzy, bent at the waist, hair half covering her face, Irons pounding her from behind while she struggled to take the other biker’s cock down her throat.

“You’re addicted to it rough, baby!  You know you fucking are!” Irons taunted, thrusting hard. “You need this and what me and all my buddies are gonna do to you tonight, your proper club initiation,” Irons taunted, one hand slapping her ass, the other forcing her hips back to meet him. The man in front just grinning, teeth yellow, the other hand tracing up Lizzy’s cheek, into her hair before pushing her down further onto his meat.

“You’re addicted … love it rough,” he cackled, “I knew, I fucking knew … just two fucking drinks and I knew you’d be coming back to finish what that killjoy of a husband stopped you getting the other night …

“Well, he ain’t here now … needle dick’s on the other side of the world with his Thai whore, so no need for you to pretend you don’t love all this … no need to pretend this ain’t what you really need … real men, with real dicks …”

Fuck, fuck, fuck! Why the hell had I been so stupid as to fly back to Thailand! Why hadn’t I brought Lizzy back with me? I knew damn well Irons would try to twist Lizzy into breaking the rules … and I’d seen firsthand how impossible she found it to resist.

However badly it had ended, the whole things with Simon had broken down all her barriers, all her instincts to monogamy … leaving her at the mercy of Irons and the physical and psychological temptations he offered. His big dick and promises of exciting new experiences were catnip for a woman who’d played with Simon and then suffered the pangs of going full-on cold turkey.

My self-pitying, self-beat-up was interrupted by the sound of a new voice coming from off-camera: “Switch it up; let’s see two in there!”

In my traumatized state, I was so slow to realize the significance of what he meant. Surely Lizzy already had ‘two in there.’ It was only when I saw a new guy nudge Lizzy over and then lie next to her on the pool table that it began to dawn on me.

Suddenly, Irons and the guy fucking her face both pulled out.

Just for a moment, Lizzy slumped, gasping, happy to be able to breathe, but disappointed at the sudden lack of cock.

But as Irons flipped her face down, moved to lie under her and reinserted himself in her pussy, her brief happy moment turned to shock as she felt the hands of another biker—this one even bigger, a real bear of a man—pull her ass cheeks apart.

Despite everything—and maybe because she’d never actually seen what had happened to Roxy—Lizzy’s face was a mask of shock as Bearman’s thumb started probing and twisting in her ass. Before he grinned and doubled up, using two long, fat fingers to work her ass open as she just stared, looking back over her shoulder in pure disbelief.

However distraught and angry I was, I still couldn’t help but feel for Lizzy. My poor, weak darling wife. Not only a physical mess, but now also an emotional mess. Part of her hating what she knew was about to happen.

Part of her loving it… Irons’ huge schlong making her whimper and twitch even as she was terrified at what the other biker was doing to her. For a split second, angling her head directly at the camera (confirming KK as cameraman) as she begged the club boss, “Please, no …”

But no words came back … no stay of execution … no one stopped. The biker at her ass spat on his cock, lined up, and pushed into her, slow and careful.

Lizzy’s whole body tensed, but she didn’t fight. She just braced herself, knuckles white on the pool table, as Bearman was finally all the way in, his groin flush to my wife’s shapely ass as he and Irons started thrusting in tandem—Irons in her pussy, Bearman in her ass, both groaning and trash-talking, cocks slamming in and out with a wet, obscene sound. 

Lizzy and I may never have been drawn to anal sex, but we’d not been living under a rock … we knew this kind of thing was plenty common enough … but never in a million years had we thought we’d be involved in anything like this. Not just Lizzy’s first-ever experience of anal sex … but her first-ever experience of servicing two cocks down there … of being taken and plundered by two bikers at the same time.

So help me God, I wasn’t two parts aroused for every two parts of anger and shame I was feeling. Seeing Lizzy being used like this, seeing her slowly recover from the shock to start thrusting back and enjoying the double assault … fuck, it was so wrong … so very wrong, so why was my cock so painfully hard?

Just as I thought my confused emotions would make my head explode, things got even more intense as the guy who had been fucking Lizzy’s face circled around, grabbed Lizzy by the chin, and fed her his cock again, sliding it between her lips before she could catch her breath.

KK zoomed the camera in, filling the frame with Lizzy’s face. Spit and Chopper’s cum smeared across her chin. Her eyes glassy from the unreality of what she was allowing them to do to her, her cheeks streaked with tears from when the cock in her throat went too far.

“Thought you’d want a close-up of the merchandise … fresh meat,” KK cackled to the unnamed customer this whole show had been intended for. Intended for before Roxy had hijacked it so Ted and I would get the lowdown, so I’d understand why Lizzy’s tone had suddenly changed on our daily calls.

Fuck, it was the most lewd, most exciting thing I’d ever seen. One cock stretching her lips wide, making her retch as her eyes watered  as the biker fucked her mouth. Irons reaching up to squash and palm her breasts, squeezing so hard her nipples looked an inch long—all the time his fat cock reaming her depths. Bearman rounding it all out, his meat stretching her virgin rosebud as he slammed deep into her ass, timing his thrusts so he and Irons were always balls deep at the same instant. Giving Lizzy the absolute maximum, her first-ever experience being airtight, her three cavities totally filled with biker cock.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! Why was she letting them do this to her?! And why the hell was my own cock hard, even as I felt like retching with fear and disgust…

‘Why’ … why was I being so foolish … all the warning signs had been there the night of the Thanksgiving bukkake session … and then again the day after, when we’d talked and Lizzy had confessed that her own sense of shame was balanced against a sense of trembling excitement at the dirty depravity of the whole scene … how it felt so good and wonderfully fulfilling to fully let go … to forget convention and just give herself over to full carnal pleasure.

Yes, she’d promised not to repeat that night … never even to set foot in the clubhouse again … and even now, I believed when she’d said it, she’d meant it.

But deep down, after everything that had happened with Simon, I’d always know there was a huge risk that having bitten one mouthful of forbidden fruit, she’d be powerless to resist going back to see how good the rest of the fruit might taste.

A thought that brought me full circle back to my own reaction to what I was seeing—jealousy, shame, anger, and humiliation all fighting like snarling weasels fighting in my head against my undeniable sense of arousal and iron-hard cock.

This was all so fucked up … so terribly fucked up, my wife thousands of miles away, shamelessly breaking solemnly given promises less than two weeks after she’d given them … my wife totally out of control, letting a snarling pack of bikers use her anyway they chose … because of her recent discovery of how much she loved this kind of depravity.

The three biker cocks continued to pound and pleasure as if they were one huge cock—so well coordinated I knew they’d done this before—and Lizzy started making a noise I’d never heard from her. A non-stop, elongated whimper punctuated by periods of squealing yelps when one or other of the three men hit something especially sensitive. Or when they got an angle or depth that made her feel especially full with the two feet of thick male meat that was ravaging her.

The louder Lizzy got, the more the three bikers roared, just pounding her faster and harder as Roxy—always confused in her loyalties—came into view as she pulled Lizzy’s hair back so the camera could get a better view of the strange look of pain and pleasure that contorted her face.

“Good girl” was Roxy’s reward from the head honcho. “That's it, let the brothers in the other clubs see what a sweet peach Irons’ new old lady is …”

There was no doubt Lizzy was experiencing discomfort—the first time her body had ever known anything this extreme, how could she not be?—but that was the secondary part of her reaction. Even through the ache and distress of taking all that cock, her hips carried on pushing back to meet the cocks in her pussy and ass, her throat eager to work the cock in her mouth, even if it was an oral experience totally different from when she and I were together.

The video cut, the time stamp showing thirty minutes had passed, the image resuming at a different angle. Lizzy was now switched around to be flat on her back, still on the pool table. But now the new guy in her ass was underneath her, her legs held up high by two sets of tattooed hands. Her face turned sideways so another biker could force his cock into her mouth from above. Her body jerking and writhing as KK fucked her pussy while she serviced the other two guys.

Every few minutes there'd be a break in the video, the time stamp jumping forward fifteen or twenty minutes to show new men holding her legs up while other new men took turns, swapping holes, slapping her ass, or slapping their cocks against her face … grunting, laughing, cheering each other on … while her absent husband sat thousands of miles away watching in secret. Watching with a hard cock as he wallowed in shame, self-loathing and fear.

I lost track of how many times Lizzy screamed and bucked against the rutting males as she came over and over again, words babbling out of her, totally incomprehensible. Her whole being consumed by  fevered ecstasy—she was gone, nothing more than a sexual being, free from everything she’d been before. She was a pure, undiluted sexual being as, for three hours, she let the club members do whatever the fuck they wanted with her.

And Lizzy wasn’t the only one on the edge. Even in my shame, my whole body was boiling. Sweat dripping down my spine, my cock painful in my hand, and I hated myself for it, hated the men in the video, hated Lizzy and her weakness, hated everything.

Finally I managed some self-control, stopping the video, throwing the phone across the bed, and sitting there, doubled over, shaking with fear, anger, and self-loathing.

I lasted a minute before I had to see the end… crawling across the bed, I snatched the phone and thumbed back to the video. The last scene showed Lizzy crumpled on the pool table, cum streaked across her face and chest, Roxy cleaning her up with a bar towel, the two of them smiling and hugging like new besties, like the unlikeliest of peas-in-a-pod.

Roxy, the twenty-something, low-self-esteem, ex-stripper, ex-budget-pornstar with the overinflated silicone chest … and Lizzy, my passionate but previously middle-of-the-road wife who’d allowed her affair with Irons to lead her into this forbidden land of sexual debauchery.

As they watched the younger, experienced woman help the older, newly deflowered woman clean up, the men clapped and hooted, high-fived. Their balls emptied into one of my wife’s three holes; one by one they zipped up and wandered away.

The video cut off with a close-up on Lizzy’s face: eyes glassy but somehow still alive. And even if her lips looked swollen and bruised, she was still smiling at the camera, several smears of semen shining or dried on her cheeks.

“Didn’t I tell you she was something special! So now you’ve seen, think on, man … let’s talk tomorrow,” KK offered to whoever it was he’d recorded the video for.

Maybe I should have wondered more about why KK was sending a video of Lizzy’s defilement to this unnamed guy. Perhaps I should have thought more about KK’s cryptic half-comments. But honestly, having seen what I’d just seen … having reacted how I’d just reacted, the sharing of a video seemed the least of my problems.

She’d promised me … she’d fucking promised me, less than two weeks ago … promised on the life of our daughter, on the life of our granddaughter … and now it was all shown to be totally worthless. How could I ever trust her again?

I stewed in my pool of self-pity and anger. It was easier to think like this, to put it all on Lizzy, than to think about my own part in all of this, my own part and how my double-minded soul had reacted over the last couple of hours.

Fuck!  How the hell did Lizzy and I come back from here? What the hell could we say to each other to make things better? A thought that would block any chance of sleep … me lying here sleepless and out of my mind with worry … while Lizzy went about her normal Friday afternoon end-of-week school routine.

Fuck! How the hell was I going to get through the next few hours until Lizzy would be home and we had our normal start-of-day/dinner-time call?

Unable to sleep, all I could do was try and avoid thinking about what I’d just witnessed … dwelling on it would just drive me insane … so I forced myself as best I could to concentrate on the most complex work tasks I could find … trying desperately to keep my mind occupied until I could grab a quick breakfast and talk to my unsuspecting wife. My wife, who had no idea I knew what I knew.
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By breakfast, I’d lost track of how many times I’d run through it in my head—how I’d ask her, the words I’d use, the moment she’d finally admit the truth. Each time I rehearsed the conversation in my mind, my anger boiled higher—wondering if her weakness and lies and my own stupidity  had already done us irreparable damage, damage so deep that trust between us was irreparable, with nothing left to salvage.

In my mind, I pictured every version: her admitting to needing more, to being so hooked on that rough, reckless sex that she could no longer imagine sticking to the promises she’d already broken, could no longer envisage coming back to the safety of our marriage.

Or even worse, her lying until I forced her hand … only then admitting that after everything, I and our marriage were no longer enough for her. That would be the worst of all outcomes … deceit and then destruction.

The more I ran through everything, the more I feared there’d be no way back—just me, scrambling desperately to try and rebuild trust from the ashes … faced with the terrible twin suspicions of knowing trust was gone and that I’d never be enough for her again.

When the video call finally rang, I watched it vibrate for a good ten seconds before I hit accept.

Lizzy’s face filled the screen, her hair pulled up as it so often was when she'd had an especially busy day with the little ones in school, a faded sweatshirt suggesting end-of-week tiredness and a quiet evening in, but her makeup was fresh and more than she ever wore to school—the first misdirection, suggesting she was expecting company later.

“Morning, babe!” she chirped with a forced, fake-sounding brightness. A brightness that was at odds and jarred with the quiet remoteness of all our recent calls.  “Did you sleep okay, hun?”

“Not really,” I said. My voice came out tense, and scratchy with suppressed anger, my lack of sleep and emotional exhaustion adding another edge. “I couldn’t sleep … had a lot on my mind … thinking about us, how things have seemed a little off recently …”

Strike one—I’d given her a first opening. To agree that things were off and open up as to why she’d been so remote and quiet these last few days.

"Would she take it? I watched her eyes flick off-camera, linger on something—maybe the clock, maybe her phone. Would she hell!

She just carried on sipping her coffee, holding the mug with both hands, shoulders tensed as she flat-out ignored my comment. “You poor thing. You look exhausted.”

“Yeah, well. You know how I worry, Lizzy … it’s difficult being apart … tell me, Lizzy … is there anything I should be worrying about?”

Fuck. Why was I the one doing all the work here? Giving her every chance to come clean.

“No, baby… everything’s fine here,” her mouth said, even if her eyes were suddenly looking squirrelly and evasive. “Everything’s fine… hey, let me tell you about the holiday sing-along and Santa visit at Rachel Jr.’s daycare. You’ll never guess which gruff old ex-Marine put on the fake white beard and red robe—they figured he already had the Santa paunch!”

Great, so now she was using Ted and our little granddaughter as cover in her lying, cheating deceptions, jumping right into changing-the-subject mode to defuse my suspicions.

“Oh my gosh, Jim, she was so cute. Rachel Jr. had on that little red corduroy dress with the white tights and her tiny reindeer antlers. She was a bit shy at first, just sucking her thumb while staring at Santa Ted, but when they started singing ‘Jingle Bells,’ she actually clapped along and even did the little hand motions Miss Sarah taught them …

“I was so proud of her—she didn’t cry like half the other kids did. Most of them were either bouncing around like wild things or hiding behind their teachers, but our girl stayed right there and participated. She’s getting so brave …

“I really wish you’d been here to see her, Jim,” she cooed, making my blood almost boil over with anger at how she was sullying something so precious.

Somehow I just about managed to keep it together, replying through gritted teeth, “Sounds adorable,” before taking a deep breath and baiting my trap.

“What about you? Aside from the daycare thing, have you been out at all? Or just—hunkering down with Netflix?”

She paused. Tiny, but noticeable to the man who’d loved her and lived with her for so many years. “Honestly? Not much. I mean, Roxy’s been around the last couple of days; she had a big fight with Blackbeard, a big fuss over nothing, but I let her crash here before she and Blackbeard patched things up …”

“Oh … did you see Blackbeard then? Help them sort it out…”

“No … I didn’t see him; I thought it best to leave them to it …”

My throat tightened even more. Until now she’d only been lying by holding stuff back, but now she’d moved on to downright lies—Blackbeard had been one of the guys I’d seen fucking her.

“So, no club nights where you and Roxy could patch things up? No runs out to the lake, even for a little?” I grimaced, my throat barely able to work as I forced the words out. One last chance to come clean.

Lizzy’s jaw clenched. My beet-red face, my choked, constricted voice—she had to know something was terribly off. But she just shook her head and carried on lying, building lie upon lie. “Nope. Not since—” She caught herself, then shrugged. “I mean, you know I’d tell you, right?”

“I’d hope so,” I hissed, my eyes now looking daggers at the woman I still loved but also now hated for her non-stop deceits.

Silence.

I let it stretch.

Watched her fidget, picking at the glaze on the mug’s handle, twisting the ring on her finger.

“Is something wrong?” she finally asked, soft, almost scared.

My thumb hovered over the phone’s edge, knuckle white. I made myself meet her eyes. “Did anything happen Tuesday night at the club, Lizzy?”

She blinked, frozen for a half-second. “Tuesday?” The voice was too high, too exaggerated in its casualness. “Oh, babe, you know I don’t even remember—” But then her breath caught, unable to stop the color draining, as she fumbled for the tripwire. “Why, why are you asking?”

“Because … because Ted sent me a video.”

The words landed like an exploding shell, smashing any semblance of normalcy, giving me the cruel, self-defeating satisfaction of vaporizing Lizzy’s little protective world of lies.

Making me feel good for about a single nanosecond before the realization set in that now I needed to see if our love and marriage had anything left to salvage and build on.

Lizzy’s face collapsed, her cheeks now totally blanched, eyes gone huge and glassy in absolute panic. She looked down, then up, then away, searching the kitchen for a way out. A way to pretend this was all just a bad dream.

“I—” she started, then nothing. She covered her mouth and shook her head.

I waited.

The dam broke in one ugly rush: “It just happened. I didn’t want to—he tricked me, said it was me and Roxy dressing up to do sexy photos for the club's 2022 calendar … I thought it was legit, the special new dress… Roxy was already there and dressed when I arrived.” She gulped air, her voice cracking.

“I thought I could just be there for Roxy, you know, so she’d have support if Blackbeard got nasty … then they kept giving me shots … I’m so sorry, babe… I didn’t even call you first. I didn’t even think to ask you if it’d be okay …”

Fuck! This was truly surreal. This was insane. The way she was making it out, the biggest problem wasn’t that she’d let a horny club full of bikers gangbang her, fucking her three at a time for hour after hour … now, as she told it, the number one problem was that she hadn’t called me to see if I’d agree to a one-night exemption from our rules!

And the really crazy thing … I didn’t call her on it … to say out loud what I’d seen her let them do to her … not just let them do, but happily gone along with, as eager a participant in the depravity of the dozen-plus bikers who’d fucked her that night …

Her hands were in her hair now, tugging with real force where her bun joined her scalp, as if pain would scourge her crushing sense of guilt … her crumpled, tear-stained face sending the same message.

But I felt nothing. I’d burned out all my pity hours ago, as I’d watched Lizzy torch our marriage … torch her promises to me … her own lust and desire to explore new limits blowing away her commitment to me and to us.

“You promised, you fucking promised!” I shouted at the top of my voice, my rage finally exploding in a volcano of pain, betrayal, and fear. “You promised last time it would never happen again. After Simon, after everything in England…

“After everything at Thanksgiving … you stood in front of me, begged for forgiveness … begged for me to trust you … and like a fool, I did … and then just days later, you do this!”

“I know,” she sobbed, head in her hands, unable to look at the camera. “I know, I know, I’m a fucking idiot. I’m sick. I’m a whore. I should have told you right away—”

For a moment I nearly exploded all over again. ‘I should have told you right away.’ As if that was the answer to the problem! No, you silly bitch, the answer was to have some self-control and not let yourself be manipulated by Irons into doing something you’d solemnly sworn would never happen again …

But however frightened and angry I was, insulting the woman I loved—however justified it might have been—was no way to see if we still had something in the smoldering ashes capable of rebuilding from …

So instead of ranting and screaming, I surprised myself by the calm, icy tone in my voice. “Why didn’t you? Why didn’t you tell me right away …”

Lizzy looked up, streaks of black under her eyes, mouth twisted in pain.

“Because I thought you’d hate me. Because I hate me.” She wiped her face with the heel of her hand. “I don’t even know why I do it, Jim. I know they’re just using me … just using me for sex, using me like an object, playing their mind games, their power games …

“But sometimes, that’s what I want … the opposite of love, romance, responsibility … just raw, carnal, animalistic sex … the opposite of everything I’ve ever known, ever been told is acceptable and expected … breaking free, finally being free … exploring like I was always too frightened to do when I was young …

Lizzy had finally found the strength to look up, to look me in the eye as she picked up on the conversation I recognized as the continuation of the talk we’d had after the Thanksgiving bukkake party … when she’d admitted to the whole taboo excitement and I’d been honest enough to admit my excitement as I’d watched her behave in such a slutty way.

Only now she was so broken down, so distraught at how she’d hurt me and hurt us that she was going even deeper … admitting this whole thing was rooted in her early years … in the trauma of being abandoned by a womanizing father … being abandoned and shocked into a sexual straitjacket her mom hoped would protect her from the kind of man who’d blighted their happiness …

Not to have responded to such traumatized and vulnerable honesty, I’d have had to have been a monster … and a dishonest monster at that … if this was Thanksgiving Talk Part II, then Part I had included me owning up to the shame of being deeply aroused by watching the bikers cover Lizzy in their layers of jizz.

Now it was my turn to look away from the screen, to look into the depths of my hotel room to try and find some kind of wisdom and direction. Breathing deeply, gathering my thoughts, I already knew what I was going to say … words partly expected, but also words that surprised even me.

“Look, sweetheart … all these years, we’ve never lied to each other … not until these last few days … so, I’ll admit to you, a part of me loved you being so wanton and slutty at the clubhouse … that part of you doesn’t shock me or make me feel ashamed … I’m happy that the woman I loved owns her sexuality, her passion …

“But, Lizzy, how do I trust you now, honey? How do I believe anything you say when you lied to me and when we both know every time Irons wants you or tempts you, you pick him and what he offers over me and the promises you made to me?”

Lizzy felt my love but also felt my desperation. Sensing she was fighting for us, fighting for our marriage, she shook her head with a frightening violence, her earrings shaking with an almost comically fierce tinkle.

“No, no, that’s not true. I love you, Jim. I’ve only ever wanted you. It’s not about them—it’s never been about Simon or Irons … it's always been about what we agreed to do together … about exploring …

“Sure, I know sometimes I screwed up … went too far … lost control … but this is what we agreed to do together …”

The old, ever-present Lizzy was back.  The same Lizzy who’d fought like to protect Caitlin when the whole world had wanted to crucify her for the sin of failed contraception when all their own daughters and sons were doing exactly the same, just lucky enough that the math didn’t fail them.

She was looking at me with that same loving strength, and it gave me the strength to see things for how they really were … not for how my weakness would have me believe they were.

Her love for me wasn’t diminished—not by one jot. She’d called it exactly as it was.  With Simon I’d loosened the ties of marital fidelity, told her playing while I was away was fine … and now a year on, guess what … we were experiencing a little mid-air turbulence.

The way she looked at me—the honesty, the understanding passing between us—made me feel strong, feel optimistic. But it didn’t solve the number one issue.

“Lizzy … I love you, but I’m afraid … I’m afraid that things are getting out of control … that Irons has got you hooked on the depraved shit that passes for normal in the clubhouse … that he uses your need for his big cock to manipulate you until your bad angels take control … take control and break any promises you make to me …”

Challenged, but also given hope, Lizzy dropped her gaze, fiddling with her wedding ring, just like she’d done before I’d told her about the video.

“Hun, I’m not going to give you promises of what I won’t do. What’s the point? I’ve already shown I’m powerless to keep them …

“But what I can promise you is two things … that I’ll try my very best not to do anything like Tuesday night or the Thanksgiving thing ever again …

“And, more important, I promise with all my heart that you, Caitlin, and Rachel will always come first … you’re my life, my forever … this thing, this thing with Irons, whatever he may think, it’s just a phase … just a delayed adolescent rebellion … experimentation…

“I promise you, Jim, honey … you’re what I want … you’re who I want, always … and in return, babe, please be patient with me … be patient with me if sometimes my best efforts to resist aren’t strong enough … I’ll try my very best, but …”

There was a painful silence between us. Eyes locked, eyes locked in love and challenge.

At least dishonesty and half-truths had been swept away … however hard, at least we were now dealing with the real situation … not dealing with how we wanted it to be.

But were we strong enough to deal with the reality of the situation and its daily risks?

Looking into Lizzy’s eyes, I had to believe we were strong enough. Our love had endured through so many challenges. Work challenges, parental challenges … the challenge of me being unable to give her a brother or sister for Caitlin … her finding the limits of what she did or didn’t enjoy sexually couldn’t be the battle that broke us … it just couldn’t … our love was stronger than that.

“Okay,” I whispered into the phone … almost nervous to say the word, even to myself. I knew I was letting myself in for a world of pain. (The excitement bit I didn’t want to own right now.) But I honestly didn’t see that I had a choice. And I knew the truth in what Lizzy had said.

Promising she’d always be able to resist temptation was a fool’s game.  Promising her love for me and our family would always—no matter how long it took—win through in the end was a promise that I could trust. Because it was a promise backed up by who Lizzy was, by who she’d always been and always would be.

The conversation from hell finally blown out, neither of us had the energy for small talk. We agreed to speak again in Lizzy’s morning, my evening time … shared our ‘love yous,’ accompanied by haggard but genuine smiles of love, then went our separate ways to recover. To recover and each find some kind of sanity in the insanity we’d jointly created.

As I looked in the hotel mirror, I realized how shattered and pale I looked.

And I also realized we’d talked about Lizzy trying her best to stop these crazy wild club sessions—but we hadn’t spoken even a single word about the root cause. 

Lizzy had promised to try again to have no more wild nights at the clubhouse—but as for her relationship with Irons, we’d both been too preoccupied with stopping the wild club nights to bring up the man who made them happen. To bring up Lizzy’s daily contact and affair with Irons.

I knew I’d not raised it as we had enough to deal with already, and because part of me was worried that Lizzy would say no. And I couldn’t help but wonder if Lizzy hadn’t brought him for the matching and opposite reason, that she was desperate to be allowed to carry on seeing him—even if the club nights had to stop.

~~~~~    

The next week, we tried to sound normal in our calls—twice a day, sometimes more. We talked about Caitlin and Rachel Jr. and about Caitlin’s relationship with Henry, which seemed to be going from strength to strength. We talked about the weather (ridiculously warm for December, even for Charleston), about my work and her school class and projects.

I think we both thought maybe doing regular things would help us move forward. We weren’t back to normal, but Lizzy’s voice and expression were softer and more engaged now that everything was out in the open—now that she wasn’t hiding a lie.

After a few days, we’d still not talked about the elephant in the room—who, unlike before, wisely chose not to be around when Lizzy and I had our calls.

She carried on avoiding talking about Irons until, about four days before I was due to arrive home for Christmas, I couldn’t take the not knowing anymore and asked about it directly.

Our words came slow and careful—was she still seeing him? Lizzy’s own words guarded—would it be alright if it was just ‘normal’ sex to help with her needs while I was away? The way she said it leaving it unclear whether she was seeking permission for future events or just clarifying what was already happening. And I’d suffered too much pain and trauma to risk provoking another argument, so I chose not to seek clarification, to only discuss forward-looking events.

The talk was awkward. We both felt the shame and worry about what had happened and what might happen. Lizzy told me she would try her utmost to keep to boundaries, that she wouldn’t let things go too far again.

In the end, although I was too embarrassed to say the words out loud, my expression and lack of banning him made it clear enough, though I still felt uneasy. But it seemed better than risking her sneaking around behind my back. Which would only have eaten away at the trust we were both desperately trying to rebuild.

After each call, I put my phone down and just stared at it, feeling tired and empty, wondering about the future, wondering how we’d repeated the same mistakes we’d made with Simon. The only thing keeping me sane was the knowledge I’d be home for a full three weeks over Christmas and New Year. That this would give us the perfect chance to start rebuilding properly.


Chapter 11 


Saturday, 18th December 2021, Charleston, SC

That awkward, half-complete conversation about Irons happened four days before I arrived home. Three full weeks in Charleston—the longest stretch I’d managed since the Bangkok project began!

Those weeks should have brought nothing but relief, especially with Rachel Jr.’s birthday and Lizzy’s own birthday falling close together, the house filling with cake, candles, and laughter. It should have felt like returning to the life we’d nearly broken, the life we were slowly trying to piece back together.

But the truth is, our love and marriage had grown too complicated for something as black and white as pure relief and happiness.

Compared to my normal trips of only six days back, three weeks had felt like an eternity, but the days went by too quickly. Some days felt pure, wholesome, and full of joy—just like the life we’d had before. But other days hurt—hurt and were filled with worry and fear.

My first day back, Saturday the eighteenth, even though I was jetlagged and tired, we decorated the tree, the three of us—me, Lizzy, and Caitlin.  Re-enacting an old family tradition, playing ‘White Christmas’ and hanging up our old, dented ornaments.

Rachel Jr. wandered around in her little pink princess outfit her Nonna Lizzy had bought her, the closest she could get to the fairy that fascinated her—grabbing for the lower branches and giggling whenever she managed to take an ornament. For a moment, Lizzy and I locked eyes over Caitlin’s head, and I saw a flash of the old, simpler life, both of us wishing the fairy’s wand could wind the  clock back. If only life were that simple!

But as the moment passed, I felt a simmering pain in my chest. The moment destroyed by the flicker of Lizzy’s phone and the way she glanced at the screen, biting her lip, looking guilty.  She’d never shared any details, but I knew in my heart that, after me giving my reluctant agreement, she’d almost certainly seen Irons several times in the days between our argument and me arriving home.

Hearing her phone buzz, seeing her attempts to hide her nervous excitement, I berated myself for not agreeing with Lizzy about what would happen when I arrived home for my Christmas stay.  I’d been so busy trying to deal with the fallout from the degenerate, depraved scenes Ted had forwarded to me, that I’d neglected to agree on the ground rules for when I was home.

She may have failed to hide her excitement, but seeing the hurt on my face, Lizzy did the next best thing. Coming over, her hand gentle on my cheek, and kissing me softly.

“We’re in this together,” she whispered, her eyes searching mine. “I want to be here—with you, with Caitlin and Rachel, all of us together as a family.”

Holding my gaze, she brushed her thumb across the back of my hand. “I’m sorry, hun … I can’t exactly stop Irons from texting me.” She stroked my cheek again and smiled, her voice warm but a little sad. “He’s not half the man you are, baby”—the irony hanging between us, both of us feeling the half-truth she didn’t have to say, that emotional and physical needs were worlds apart.

Lizzy had always been a passionate woman—even more so now that I was only back every few weeks. But even compared to this, that night in bed, Lizzy was more passionate and energetic than I could remember from any of my previous trips. Urgent, almost ravenous, touching and kissing me as if she wanted to obliterate any distance between us—show me just how much she loved me. That to her I really was twice the man Irons was.

After, as we lay tangled together, her breath slowing, I spooned her, my arm draped across her waist. We were both quiet, lost in our own thoughts. I couldn’t shake the feeling that her excitement was fueled by everything we’d said about Irons earlier, that the mix of guilt and desire for her absent lover had lit something inside her.

I wasn’t sure if I should feel uneasy about her mixed motives or if deep in my soul the edge her desire for Irons brought to our sex was something I secretly wanted. The confusion lingered, a knot of worry and reluctant excitement tightening in my chest. Despite everything that had happened, how could I still react in such a sick, conflicted way? I wondered to myself as I slowly drifted toward troubled sleep.

Over the next few days, I caught the occasional signs of texting—but there were no conversations like we’d had on the Saturday of my arrival home.

The Thursday two days before Christmas, I watched Lizzy linger by the sink, her thumb tapping out a careful message as she waited for the coffee to drip. She noticed me watching and smiled, over-bright. “Roxy’s planning some holiday girls’ night. I told her I’d try to make it.” She didn’t mention Irons, or the MC, or how “girls’ night” always seemed to happen in the orbit of the clubhouse.

Before I’d had a chance to reflect and find out what she was really talking about, Caitlin arrived with Rachel Jr.—ready for a last pre-Christmas family grocery trip.  As we climbed into the car for the grocery run and strapped in our little princess, Lizzy brushed against me—and the look she gave me, the look she gave me, felt like an apology.  An apology for the dangling, painful half-truth of the interrupted conversation about Roxy’s girls’ night—and about a whole lot more.  That’s what I read into the way she squeezed me tight and then let go as we set off, and she looked across at me with a loving, half-confident, half-wistful look.

In the car—the three and a half of us—there was no chance to talk, and I ached with pain to understand and get some kind of resolution.  But once we reached the store, Lizzy was gone.  Running down familiar aisles, just like the Christmas tree, re-enacting old family rituals, comforting for both Lizzy and Caitlin in their very different stress zones.  As Lizzy ran off with Caitlin to chase memories of Christmases past through the power of fudge and marshmallows, I decided to let them have their mother-daughter moment.

So I drifted alone through the men’s department, the flat overheads shining off chrome and polished concrete, and tried to remember what normal felt like. What our life and marriage felt like before Simon, before Irons.

Every so often, I’d catch a glimpse of Lizzy two aisles down, her laugh echoing. She was still the most beautiful woman in the store. I caught myself wondering how many people here could even imagine the depraved and debauched things she’d done just days ago. The videos I’d never forget and which I had to hope would never see the light of day in our vanilla world …

When we pulled into the driveway, Caitlin gathered up Rachel Jr. and waved a quick goodbye before disappearing into their little house next door. Lizzy and I carried the bags inside, working quietly, passing each other things for the fridge and pantry. There was a heaviness, a tension between us—not angry, just full of questions that neither of us wanted to ask yet.

Once the groceries were put away, Lizzy leaned back against the counter. I saw her glance at me, searching for the right moment. She cleared her throat. “So, about Roxy’s girls’ night…”

I looked at her, waiting … my gut already twisting with a mix of dread and anticipation … seemingly the two staples in my life since we’d opened things up. Lizzy looked calmer (not hard), but still showed some nerves as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her eyes meeting mine. “She says it’ll just be a few of us. Night out, a little fun, but you know how it goes at the clubhouse … but I promise I’ll try my best …”

There was a pause, stretching and shifting between us, and in that silence we both heard what she didn’t say. She wanted to go, and she wanted my blessing—not just for the outing, but also as insurance for whatever else might happen if she wasn’t strong enough to fight temptation. 

I watched her, the mix of worry and arousal twisting even stronger inside me now—watching her bite her lip with nervous desire. I nodded, slow, uncertain, powerless. Fearful of the consequences if I said no, but also shamefully excited.

She smiled—relieved, but sad in a way that made my chest ache. “Thanks. I just didn’t want to… hide anything.” She touched my arm, fingers brushing the inside of my wrist.

As the evening came, Lizzy got ready in the bedroom. I watched from the doorway as she pulled on a tight black top that showed plenty of cleavage and a matching short black leather miniskirt I’d never seen before. No prizes for guessing who’d bought that for her.

She brushed her long brown hair with a care and thoroughness that took me back all the way to the days we were young parents, excited to have a night out, released from childcare duties. Only now her brushing wasn’t inspired by the excitement of a date with me; it was inspired by the thought of being in the same clubhouse as the man she’d not seen for a whole six days.

She spritzed perfume and checked her makeup once more, lips glossy and eyes bright. I hated myself for it, but my cock stirred, a wave of heat and pained angst moving through me. A big part of me wanted to stop her. Another, masochistic part wanted to watch her walk out that door, knowing how excited she was to be taken and used.

She stepped into her heels, caught me staring, and grinned, her own nerves finally gone, neutralized by the hunger she saw in my face. “Don’t wait up, okay?” she smiled, a smile that mixed excitement, teasing, and a little sadness.

I tried to stay cool and maintain my self-respect. But failed, too needy. “When will you be home?” She shrugged, picking up her purse, her smile back to nervous, her voice full of tension. “No idea. You know how Roxy is—such a party animal.” She smiled, weak and nervous, as she said it … we both understood what she meant. Roxy was code, a code for everything she wasn’t saying, and what we both preferred was left unsaid.

The door shut behind her. Wisely, Blackbeard, not Irons was her ride, the disappearing roar of his Hog leaving me standing alone, with a strange sense of empty loneliness. Empty loneliness mixed with sick excitement. So much for twenty-one days of normalcy! Of how we were before…

Lizzy’s perfume, energy, and excitement now gone, I drifted through the house, tried to watch TV, and tried to read, but my mind kept wandering back to the club, the games played there, and the way Lizzy’s eyes had flashed with excitement as she left.

The first hour wasn’t too bad—even on a Harley, it was an hour to the clubhouse. But then the terrible twins—fear and excitement—kicked in. Had they already arrived? Had Irons already found her? Was she laughing, engaged in emotional foreplay? Or was she already out of control, only there a few minutes ago but already moaning, begging for more?

My body responded in ways I hated and needed. I shifted restlessly, fighting the bittersweet urge to look at that last web link, just to see her wild again, just to feel connected, not alone.

The hours moved slowly, my thoughts and emotions tossed like the tiniest of boats on a stormy sea. One minute I was torturing myself about stupidity and risk, the next telling myself she loved me and this was the best way of adding spice, of dealing with my absence. All the time my torment accompanied by a hard cock, anguish, and thoughts of ‘what if…’.

Sometime after four, I heard the unmistakable uneven rumble of a Harley V-twin roar moments before the sweep of its single headlight swept across the bedroom.

Resisting the urge to see who’d brought her back, somehow not knowing felt both safer and more exciting. I heard the front door ease open. Seconds later Lizzy came in quietly, smelling of booze, smoke, and the sweet aroma of dope. Her hair was wild, and her walk looked both awkward and drunk.

She toed off her shoes, left her purse and clothes on the floor, and slipped into our bed. I slid over, making space for her to lie against me. Facing me, she curled into my chest. No words were needed—we both knew what had happened.

I felt the warmth of her breath, the faintest, saddest of smiles before her only two words. “Love you,” my reaction being hands to grip her hips, reclaim her as I replied with the tiniest of kisses.

That was it. That was safest for both of us, her whole vibe heavy with exhaustion, confirming what she’d not told me, as we drifted together into sleep, the questions and worries softened by the simple fact that she had come home.

The period of Christmas and New Year was positively normal—it was like we were back in a normal, conventional marriage.

Christmas Day itself was joyous.  It came with bright winter sun and the sound of Caitlin and Rachel Jr. both giggling over tinsel and empty boxes—never mind that one was eighteen years older than the other and supposedly now a responsible young mother. Lizzy woke slowly—body movements still a little off after the night before last—her smile lazy, happy, and contented. She’d had her fix, happy for a day in her other roles: wife, mom, and Nonna.

I brought her coffee, kissed her forehead, and pretended all was normal, whole, without fractures. The five of us (where else would Ted be?) spent the day in a haze of new toys, laughter, and old movies, all the trappings of a normal, happy family.

But later, when night came, and Lizzy was asleep, I lay in the dark and watched her breathe. I wondered what the year ahead held. I’d be away for at least another three months, and despite recent progress, I knew my physical presence had become Mr. Fung’s comfort blanket.

The factory’s first set of test wafers was due to be produced early in the new year, but with as complex as a fifteen billion dollar semiconductor factory, that was just the start. The rest of commissioning and full ramp-up could take anything from eighteen months to four years. And just how hard would my employer fight my corner? Money talks, and Mr. Fung controlled their largest-ever contract!

If he and my employer conspired to extend my stay in Thailand, would Lizzy still be here beside me next Christmas? So much had happened in my first twelve months away, our marriage strained so much, however much she loved me, what were the chances we could survive another twelve months? Another twelve months of her and Irons, Irons and his malign influence?

Not every day was as great as Christmas Day, but on the whole, things were pretty darned good.

But two weeks—or, to be precise, twelve days—appeared to be the limit of how long Lizzy could go without Irons, Irons and his big cock, and the raw, depraved lifestyle he offered.

I was relieved that we’d had such a normal and connected family Christmas. But seeing the way Lizzy’s face lit up with certain incoming texts and sensing how antsy she was getting (even with our frequent lovemaking), my gut told me our special husband-wife time couldn’t last! 

And the actual date when Lizzy’s needs reached ‘circuit overload’ was bitterly ironic—January 4th, Rachel Jr.’s second birthday!

The day was reaching its end when things started going downhill.  I was already feeling a little sorry for myself—only four days left at home, that morose ‘end of summer break’ feeling being the best way I describe it.  Unsurprisingly, by early evening the house was filled with discarded cardboard, wrapping paper, and the shrieks of an uncontrollable toddler on a cake high.  (How long before that little one crashed and burned? 

Toddler plus present-driven hyper-excitement plus sugar rush—we recalled enough of Caitlin’s early years to know the end was nigh for our little angel in pink!) 

Ted had come over, bearing gifts for his beloved adoptive great-granddaughter.

For three whole hours we played at being the world’s most normal, functional, blended, multi-generational family. (You might say Modern Family, but I’m afraid someone else beat us to that particular handle.)  Counting Ted as the most loving and protective of great-granddads, I counted four generations and multiple ethnic infusions all blending happily together!  Ted’s Southern Blackness—worn proud and loud … my WASP, quintessential Englishness … Lizzy’s ‘best of breed’ genes from all points of the compass (including ‘Nonna’s’ one-sixteenth Italian-ness) and Caitlin and Rachel Jr.’s even more mixed-up gene pool.  If that wasn’t a Modern Family fit for the TV, I don’t know what was!

Caitlin filmed the candle-blowing, Rachel Jr. grabbed at the flame, and for a brief moment we were all in the same picture, smiling.

After the presents, after the bath, after the last crumb of cake, I caught Lizzy standing in the corner, texting. She looked up, caught my eye, and her face folded, caught between shame and longing.

She set her phone down and nodded. “Irons texted. He asked if I wanted to stop by for a drink. Just for an hour, he knows you're still here … that you leave in just a few days...”

Meaning he knows he should leave well enough alone, but he doesn’t care … meaning you know that as well, but you thought to float the idea, not honest enough to outright say you want it, but too needy for the flame’s attraction to tell him ‘no’ …

Jaw clenched so tight I could hear my teeth grinding, I was caught up in that familiar vortex of confusion, excitement, and pain. I hated that she needed him and it so much; I hated how it excited me—but excite me it did.

I didn’t say anything for a long time, just stood and stared out the dark window.

“Did you want to go out tonight?” I asked, not really a question, more a mean part of me wanting to force some honesty from her, however embarrassing, however much she wanted to gloss over her desires.

“I’ll be back by midnight,” she said, her voice at maximum loving softness as she avoided the embarrassment of answering my question. Before my continued stare and silence forced an alternative approach, she stepped in, nose to nose, and whispered, “Don’t you want it as much as I do? I thought that was the deal … as long as you know you’re always number one … that I’m always coming back …”

Damn being married to such a perceptive woman! Nine times in ten, perfect and wonderful. But right now part of me wanted someone who couldn’t see to the depths of my soul …

“Go,” I whispered, shaking with fear and excitement, receiving a soft kiss and deep eye contact that spoke volumes of her love for me and how sexual need and lust were different…

Just like the night just before Christmas, I stood at the window, watching the red taillights disappear down our street … only this time Irons was confident and provocative enough to turn up in person to collect Lizzy.

The evening crawled with a painful slowness. It was like my own version of the five stages of bereavement. At first I tried to block it out, distracting myself with TV and books.

When this failed, I allowed myself to fall into a mood of self-pity. Irons’ text had said, ‘Stop by for a drink, just for one hour,’ but even before she left, Lizzy had extended that into ‘I’ll be back by midnight’—hardly a vote of confidence for any husband on earth …

But thankfully, my final mood swing took me back to a more balanced place. Yes, this was hard … it was fucking hard, but it was something that continued to give me a fix of masochistic thrills … and I never doubted my ultimate safety net … that however much Lizzy was loving exploring sexual extremes, not for a single minute did I ever think she’d trade me in for Irons and what he offered.

But even my strange thrills and knowledge that our marriage was ultimately safe didn’t make the waiting pass any more quickly or feel any less painful.

I kept having to remind myself that this wasn’t something Lizzy had gone looking for, that I’d been the one to suggest it, and that—aside from a few minor lapses—she was open and honest with me. A thought that linked to the reflection that Lizzy was new to all this and tiptoeing through the minefield just as I was … so if she exploded the odd landmine under us, that was hardly surprising …

Lizzy had left on the back of Irons’ Hog just before eight and had promised to be back by midnight, so just before twelve I headed up to wait for her in bed.

Twelve passed, twelve-thirty passed. One a.m. came and went… still no Lizzy. All things considered, I wasn’t that surprised … but I certainly wasn’t happy. Yes, I’d agreed … not happily, but I had agreed. But this ‘one hour’ to four hours to breaking her midnight promise was really fucking me around, my hands trembling as I waited, angry and tormented … ashamed that even like this, the game still gave me a rush.

It was just before two that I finally heard the roar, felt the wash of the headlight humiliate me just a little more … as if two a.m. wasn’t humiliation enough.

The front door … footsteps on the stairs, thank God only one set; in my current fragile state, I couldn’t have coped right now … then a door swung dramatically open.

“Sorry, babe … time got away from us a bit …”

I grimaced. Did she know? I’d have preferred ‘got away from me’… I don’t think it was intentional … but then again?

She swayed over to me, threw her arms around me, kissed me deep, deep and still hungry, “Love you, babe,” the stale and sweet smells of different smokes clinging to her, filling my nostrils as she kissed me hard again.

“Just Irons tonight?”

A cheeky, teasing smile … better than a guilty smile, I thought … she squeezed my crotch, pouted … but she was spark out before she could make good on her promise.

Undressing her prostrate form, I saw the crude, unmistakable signs of how roughly Irons had treated her … not doubting for a moment that she’d loved it and responded in kind. She was still a beautiful woman with a body and personality that always made me hungry for her … and I hated myself for it, but it was undeniable for me … the more she carried on with Irons, the more jealous I felt … the more I wanted her … the more fiercely my desire burned …

Lust … reclaiming … it would have to wait … so I contented myself with spooning and cuddling her … thinking back over all the amazing times we’d shared, all the memories we’d made … the life we’d built and lived together …

Hearing her soft, deep, regular breaths … feeling her warmth next to me, the soft, suppleness of her skin … it was the most calm, soothing of balms … it made me realize the reality of what she’d said when she’d been apologizing and trying to explain the gangbang night … tonight, then, none of it was emotional, none of it was about what she and I had. That was all just a woman, a passionate woman, finally getting to explore … finally getting to explore the way most women did at college or in their early twenties. My dear, sweet, wonderful Lizzy was just catching up… It didn’t mean she loved me any less …

Reassured by this moment of realization, I settled in for a different night than the one I’d expected … watching the red digits on the clock march through the night, studying every line, every nook and cranny on her peaceful face … filled with emotion, but also with a determination (when she awake and was equal to it) to make love to her in a way that would make her smile at the memory … even when I was thousands of miles away on the other side of the world. 


Chapter 12 


Wednesday, 12th January 2022, Bangkok

In the two-and-a-half days since I got back to Bangkok after Christmas, I slipped right back into old routines. Six a.m. Monday my flight got in—as ever, no respecter of human limits, Mr. Fung had me in a meeting that same morning.  (Maybe he was intentionally punishing me for the temerity of staying an extra day—flying Saturday, not Friday—so I could waste my time on such a non-project, inconsequential activity as celebrating my wife’s birthday. A trivial embarrassment I’m sure Mrs. Fung never had to tolerate!)

Even before my second sip of coffee, he was pushing me for answers to the latest teething problems.  Making it clear that now I was back in the country, my ass was his—not something that boded well for him signing off on my return home in a few months time.

I sighed … not exactly the greatest of starts back—but even walking straight into that firestorm was worth it just to have that last birthday evening with Lizzy and the family—the family and our Marine Corps great-grandfatherly contingent!

Firestorm and its associated mini-firestorms dealt with, evenings felt different. Evenings, Anong met me at the hotel, throwing off any sense of corporate rules, held me tight, kissed me hard, and made me realize just how blessed I was to have two such amazing women in my life. Especially two women who had such strong feelings for me but who didn’t want to scratch each other’s eyes out but who laughed and hugged like they were long-lost sisters.

Those evenings with Anong were the perfect antivenom to the nervous fears and anxieties I felt being so far away from Lizzy when I knew my absence meant Irons was there with little or nothing to act as a brake on him sinking his claws ever deeper into Lizzy ... preying on her needs and using them in the game of conquest he wanted to play.

Even when Anong and I were back together, I’d keep checking my phone. Lizzy and I had our twice-daily ‘morning for one of us, dinner for the other’ calls, but I’d still be almost constantly scanning for a text from Lizzy. ‘Honey, would it be okay if I …’ ‘Honey, I’m really sorry; I was weak, I gave in …’

But thankfully, however often I scanned, I didn’t pick up any messages like that … either in real time or in retrospect.

Even when I’d been home, Lizzy had needed her fix of Irons twice... so now that I was on the other side of the world, I was under no illusions as to who was keeping Lizzy company of an evening.

A big part of me really hated it (especially after all the ways Irons had manipulated and tempted Lizzy before), but compared to ‘Post-Simon total cold turkey,’ it still felt like the lesser of two evils. And—matching Lizzy’s honesty—I had to own up to the fact that the risk and danger associated with Irons and the club excited me just as much as they scared the fuck out of me.

But even in this ‘realistic’ frame of mind, after all the talks and open honesty we’d had over the last few weeks, what I didn’t expect was the kind of message I got from Ted at Thursday lunch while I sat in my office eating and reading reports.

I stared at the screen for a second, then unlocked it. The message was waiting. Not even a greeting, just a line and a half: You need to see this. Now. The message followed by a bald, intimidating link.

I checked the time stamp—1:03 in the afternoon, Charleston time. Which smacked of someone dragging themselves to bed at dawn, waking up around noon, and guilt-texting Ted about what had happened. Roxy? Based on previous evidence, the most likely source.

Struggling for strength… not super-human, still blinking slowly into the day, playing for time, I texted back: What is it?

No answer. Just another message: the video link again.

Before, Ted had eased me in more gently with a call.

Not this time. This time I sensed something had shifted. Had shifted in his patience with Lizzy and in his patience with me.

I braced for the opening. He’d never said anything, but given his relationship with so many people at the MC, Ted had to know that I’d reluctantly agreed to Lizzy still seeing Irons. So it couldn’t just be that—it had to be something more.

The first seconds were chaos: a hand jerking the phone upright, the image nothing more than a wall of leather and faded biker patches as the cameraman pushed their way through a sea of bodies.

Then it was dark wood and green felt, the bottom falling out of my gut with shocking pain and speed.

Surely not?! Surely fucking not … I’d allowed her Irons, and she’d promised to try her best. That had been her promise; that had been our deal.

Then the camera steadied, and the image focused.

Lizzy.

She stood in the center of the room, backed up against the hard wooden frame of the club’s pool table, cornered by three men in cuts and leather, their grubby hands rubbing at the black latex of a  minidress I’d never seen before.

Lizzy, you promised… How the hell had you allowed this to happen? My only consolation, unlike last time, at least tonight she looked nervous, not hungry. Her arms folded tight across her chest, denying access, her chin and eyes down, lips pressed in a tight, pained expression.

One of the men—a guy with a huge, caveman beard—eased Lizzy away from the frame and stepped in behind her, his hands sliding around to slowly but firmly pull her arms down to her side. Pinning them there while his two buddies squeezed her boobs and pulled her hair back and kissed and licked at her neck

The cupping, kneading, squeezing, and fondling of her boobs was making Lizzy gasp—her breath coming faster, cheeks flushing as her nipples pressed hard against the fabric. The third, caveman biker just laughed, releasing one arm so he had a free hand to pushed the hem of Lizzy’s dress up, exposing her thighs and dragging his fingers between her legs. Lizzy moaned, hips rocking as he worked her clit before slipping one, then two, and finally a third rough finger inside her as he slowly finger-fucked her. Her reluctant expression at odds with her moans and the way her hips were pushing to maximize contact with the caveman’s hand.

“Please, no … please stop,” she begged, desperately resisting the effects of their stimulation on her resolve.

But the three bikers and the wider group near the camera just laughed, Caveman’s voice the loudest, dripping with mockery.

“Irons said you promised your little hubby you’d quit being the clubhouse whore,” he sneered, thrusting a fourth thick finger digging into her body. “But here you are, legs wide, soaking wet for us like the filthy teacher slut you are.”

KK’s voice was next, the loudness suggesting it was him holding the camera again—president's privilege. “Bet Jimbo would hate seeing this video … would hate knowing for sure his wife’s nothing but a cock-hungry bitch, desperate for any rough bastard to use her,” he growled.

“Be a good girl, Lizzy; do what we tell you, and Jimbo never need find out …

“Look at you, Lizzy—pretending you were going to stop, pretending you could be a good wife, but the second you get a taste of the brothers playing with your sexy body, you’re lost … moaning, not wanting to stop them … letting them play with your tits and pussy, just waiting for more cock …

“Face it, Lizzy … you’ll never stop. You fucking love being the club’s dirty little toy, don’t you?” he cackled, zooming the camera in on Lizzy’s conflicted features. Catching her whimpers, her eyes squeezed shut, emotionally torn in two. Caught between shame and raw pleasure, KK and Caveman’s words as they called her a liar and a powerless slut incapable of resisting just added to her torment.

If she was conflicted, my own feelings were all over the place as I watched what the time stamp said had only happened ninety minutes ago. Angry that Lizzy had been stupid enough to go back to the clubhouse and put herself in this vulnerable position … proud that she was fighting back and trying to stick to her promise … but most of all I was frightened. Frightened by the truth that these bastard bikers pointed out … that Lizzy’s resistance seemed to be slowly crumbling and that I’d spend the rest of my life living with the fear that this was her new lodestar and that bit by bit Irons and the MC club would use it to destroy our marriage.

As I wallowed in this fear and anger, Lizzy gave me hope,  her voice shaking as she begged and pleaded, “Please, stop, let me go. I promised Jim—I can’t do this anymore. I thought you were all Ted’s friends… Why are you all doing this to us?”

The bikers just laughed, cruel and loud, mocking her weakness. Four more guys adding to the crowd around her. Pulling at the knotted latex halter so the dress top fell, so their rough hands could squeeze her tit flesh directly and even harder. Their thumbs squeezing, pulling, and flicking her swollen nipples until she gasped, while new fingers circled and rubbed at her clit. One of the newcomers made her jump and gasp as  he pushed another two fingers into her, six fingers now stretching and reaming her. Making her hips jerk against her will. “Beg all you want, slut,” he jeered, “your sopping wet cunt says something else … says you belong to the club, not your sad, loser of a husband …”

The bikers fought like a pack of ravenous, competing animals to grab at Lizzy’s chin and force her into deep, drooling kisses. Their calloused hands squeezing her jaw open, their tongues pushing hard and deep into her mouth, more than one of them spitting gobs of saliva in, just another way of showing her just how powerless she was against them.

At first it was all them, and her body showed signs of still fighting, but after a few minutes of this non-stop assault of stimulation, I realized the bastards had extinguished the last flickers of Lizzy’s fighting spirit. Now she was breathing hard, kissing them back, opening her thighs even wider, like she wanted even more fingers thrust up into her pussy.

Not surprisingly, Irons—always the arch predator—was the first to realize they now had Lizzy exactly where they wanted her mentally. Roughly pushing the others aside, he stood directly in front of her, looked her straight in the eye, and trailed his fingertips across her cheek and into her mouth, the symbolism crystal clear. “C’mon, Lizzy. Time to show the boys how you love being the center of attention ... love all the cock … love making all the brothers happy ...”

Her cheeks burning with shame, Irons’ symbolic finger still deep in her mouth, she didn’t have the courage to look away or argue—she was that small mammal, stunned, caught in the snake’s hypnotic stare.

The camera must have been passed to someone else, because just to the left of Irons, I could just about make out the blurry image of KK cracking a beer and laughing meanly—his laugh a harsh, barking sound, ugly and mean. “She’ll do it, won’t ya, Lizzy, darlin'… Never mind hubby, you love this shit… don’t you, babe?" He grinned, stepping next to Irons. His whole persona dominant and threatening, his eyes raking up and down Lizzy’s body.

I felt the bile rise in my throat, my hands slick with sweat, a huge weight suddenly pushing down on my shoulders. Why had I ever been so stupid as to expect Lizzy to be able to resist? The bikers had it right… she loved the thrill of taboo sex with multiple outlaw bikers far too much to give it up. She had resisted, but that lasted barely minutes … and now they all knew she was theirs to do with as they wished … and I was thousands of miles away and powerless, thousands of miles away and due in a critical meeting in just a few minutes time.

The next minute played out like a slow-motion car crash. Irons removed his finger, and Lizzy’s eyes dropped to the floor in shame. Irons was having none of it, grabbing Lizzy by the chin to force her to look him in the eye again. “Truth time, Lizzy … or no more club, no more Irons! Tell us you want it… tell us you’ve been dreamin’ of this since the last time…”

Shaking, she whispered something. Barely audible, not good enough. He squeezed her cheeks, forcing her lips into a painful pout. “Louder!”

Lizzy took a shaky breath. “I want it … I want to be gangfucked …”

“Gangfucked or go home and stick to your deal with hubby? What do you love more, Lizzy? What’s more important to you?” Irons taunted, his finger guiding her to look straight into the camera recording their blackmail footage.

“Not home, not go home … here with you … gangfucked,” her shaky voice replied. Not exactly shouted, but loud enough that all the bikers could hear, and exactly the kind of sick submissiveness Irons wanted.

Finally good enough, Irons commanded Roxy to step in and help Lizzy out of her tight latex minidress, which was clinging to her flesh just below her boobs. Something in Roxy’s expression told me she wasn’t happy, but was too frightened to speak out –two and two, like last time, she was likely the source who’d alerted Ted and sent him the link.

Lizzy was now standing there in only black high heels and sodden white panties.

“To show us all how much you want this, I want you to be the one to take your panties off, Lizz … then spread those pretty legs of yours and make yourself available for the guys,” Irons told her.

In the early days I’d underestimated Irons. Not anymore. I hated him for it, but I saw the cleverness in making Lizzy be the one to remove her panties—a signal less to the club, but more to herself, a signal now and a reminder later that she’d been the one who’d made the final choice. A reminder that this wasn’t something forced on her … but something that, after they’d gotten her excited, she’d freely chosen.

Lizzy hesitated, her face a picture of confusion and torn emotions. “Lizzy … do you want to go home? Want to finish with me?”

That broke her final indecision. Cheeks flushed red, a tear in her eye, she pushed the tiny lacy garment down from her hips, then stepped and hooked so she could hand her last modesty and protection to Roxy. Somehow a girl-to-girl handover adding an extra level of humiliation to what I was feeling right now.

Still looking directly at Lizzy, Irons chuckled, “Don’t keep the lady waiting, boys … she’s all yours!

They didn’t need a second invitation. The seven original guys plus a few new ones closed in, hands everywhere—groping my wife’s tits, squeezing her ass, fingers slipping into her. Lizzy was silent—her hands at her sides with no restraint applied by Caveman—but when Irons twisted her nipple, she gasped, her knees buckling as his crooked finger beckoned her closer.

I watched, frozen, as Irons yanked her hair back to expose her neck so he could put an owning love bite on each side. Then he licked all the way up from the bite to nip her ear before whispering.

I couldn’t hear—I didn’t need to. No words were needed to understand; he pushed her to her knees as he unzipped, pulled his cock out, and slapped it against her cheek.

Lizzy flinched, but it was physical, not psychological. After a second, she opened her mouth and took him in. No hint of doubt or recrimination, she’d already told them all, this was what she wanted.

The camera drifted closer. KK stood to the left, already unbuttoning, his dick thick and engorged in his fist. He lined up next to Irons, rubbing the head against Lizzy’s lips until she gagged on both at once. Another bike woman crouched behind, holding Lizzy’s wrists behind her back, murmuring encouragement. “That’s it, babe. You can take more. You know you can.”

I couldn’t breathe. My heart pounded so hard it drowned out the video’s audio. I told myself to turn it off, but I couldn’t. I just watched, every second burning a little deeper into my brain. My whole being a swirling mess of towering anger, shameful arousal and sadness.

After taking the two cocks at once, they took turns: first Irons, then KK, then a third biker I didn’t even recognize. Lizzy’s mascara ran, tears streaking her cheeks, but she kept sucking, kept swallowing, her tongue working all three cocks, the bikers waiting their turn taunting her. “You’re ours now, Lizzy! Even if your cucky husband’s turned on by you all stretched out and full, you told him it was over … so we got you now … you’re ours; otherwise, we show hubby the video …”

While I was busy struggling with arranging for Anong to deputize at my meeting while also sorting out my hyper-confused emotions, the bikers had been busy pulling Lizzy up and bending her over the pool table. The camera following, shaky but determined to capture every angle as Irons spat on his hand, spread Lizzy’s cheeks, and drove balls-deep into her ass with one savage thrust. Lizzy cried out—sharp, almost a scream—but the unnamed woman muffled her with a hand over her mouth and whispered, “Good girl, take it. Let the club see how much you love it … how you’re part of us…”

After a few strokes, without leaving her body, Irons managed to clamber onto the table so Lizzy was now lying face up and on top of him. Perfect to allow his boss, KK, to shove his large cock deep into her pussy so they could now fuck her in tandem.

The men carried on jeering—to them, in biker culture, this was all just sport.  The macho culture ensured the women of the club knew their submissive role serving the men of the club. They called her names—slut, whore, club toy—and Lizzy just whimpered. But as the fucking went on, the submissive sounds changed. Her cries grew needier and more hungry, more involved. Her body now pushing back against Irons and KK, grinding her hips, desperate for every thick inch.

The third biker she’s been blowing circled around and shoved his cock in her mouth, forcing her to take all three at once. She was now airtight, her throat stretched, face wild and red. Airtight, just like she’d been at the gangbang she’d allowed before my Christmas return.

Seeing her like this, I couldn’t help but dwell on the contrast between Lizzy, the normal loving wife, mother, and Nonna, and the woman who was beside herself with sexual fulfillment as she let three horny bikers ragdoll her. A contrast that made me struggle to see how our love and marriage could ever have a future. I could never give her this, and I’d be damned if I was going to sit at home like some pathetic loser while Lizzy prioritized the club over me and our family.

My future thoughts (or thoughts about no future) were cut short as the camera zoomed in on her face, catching her in that state when women are at their most beautiful—her eyes rolled back, mouth stretched open, sweating and marked by mascara streaking her skin as she screamed through an earth-shattering orgasm.

Even in all of my trauma and anger, I couldn’t deny the erotic beauty of what I was seeing … I hated that they were the reason, but I couldn’t deny Lizzy looked more alive and fulfilled than anything I could ever give her in the bedroom. Her whole body was writhing between the two powerful Alpha males fucking her, every muscle tight and straining as the table physically juddered from the force with which they were fucking her.

Impatient for their turn, the bikers’ jeers grew even more crude and relentless. “Look at you, Teach … what would your sad sack husband say if he could see you now, begging for cock, getting split open by real men … bet he wished he was even half the man we are  …”

Even through the tinny, deadening effects of my earbuds, their laughter was harsh, harsh and humiliating for both Lizzy and me.

If the pack couldn’t fuck her yet, they could find other outlets. I couldn’t count how many hands crowded her flesh—two different bikers' fingers twisted her nipples, making her yelp and arch her back, another’s thick digits twanging at her clit right next to where KK’s shaft was fucking her as he sneered and laughed. “That’s it, slut, milk it. Show the camera how much you love being nothing but a fuck toy… Think what hubby will think if we ever show him…”

The camera zoomed in close. Lizzy’s face was a confused mess of pleasure and shame. Mascara so run and streaked her cheeks and neck looked like those of a miner… mouth slack and open, every gasp and sob a knife through my heart, telling me how much she was loving her depraved submission to the club and all the bikers. The knife hurt like hell, with every extra minute hammering another nail into any hope we had … but those same sobs and gasps were making my treacherous cock super hard. Even the latest rounds of insults—"Smile for hubby, let him see what a whore he married”—didn’t deflate my shamefully swollen cock.

As if to prove the point, another huge orgasm powered through Lizzy’s body, her thighs clamping and shuddering, a wild mewl screamed at the top of her voice as her whole body bucked. “That’s two, Lizzy; before we’re done with you, you're gonna to cum on every cock here tonight,” KK growled, slapping her ass as he continued to fuck her pussy.

When KK and Irons had spat their seed into my orgasming and happily receptive wife, a swirl of different nameless, faceless men started using her for their mutual pleasure. And unlike KK and Irons, the other bikers all seemed intent on kissing her, as if that raised them in the club’s hierarchy, kissing the woman who the president and sergeant at arms had so recently claimed. Each guy as he fucked her pussy or ass, forcing his mouth against hers—forceful, greedy tongues pushing past her lips, all of them greeted by a tongue and a woman who was just as into it as they were. Her hands clutching at their arms and backs, her fingers digging into their flesh as she received more and more loads and came more times than I could count.

Seeing her like this, my mind was back to the contrast with the woman who’d been so loving and so family-oriented all through the Christmas period.

But even then, she’d needed her fix of Irons. Her fix of the raw, animalistic sex practices he and the club gave her. If letting her play with Simon had opened the door, letting her have Irons in her life was like blowing the door right off its hinges.

And sitting there in the privacy of my office watching, I was filled with an utter feeling of dread. Last time, I’d found a way to forgive Lizzy so we could try again and rebuild together—and she’d promised me she'd try her best to never act so depraved again.

But here we were, just days after my return, and I was seeing with my own eyes, Lizzy was incapable of resisting the lure of the raw, rough sex the club offered. That Irons knew he could use to his advantage, to drive a wedge between me and my wife of twenty-plus years.

My mind was just going back to how I’d seen both sides of Lizzy during my Christmas break when Irons’ harsh voice broke me out of my reflections. “Lizzy, baby, face it … after the night before Christmas … after tonight, you’re never going back to your boring old life … you know in your heart, this is what you want … this is what you need …”

Lizzy’s only verbal answer was a muffled moan, because she was taking a break from kissing as she sucked on a Latino cock while its owner waited for one of her two main holes to become available.

But what struck me more was Lizzy’s non-verbal response to Irons’ statement that she was never going back … unable to speak, instead her eyes answered … sparkling with a life and determination that scared the fuck out of me.

I couldn’t put off my meeting any longer. Anong had handled what she could; now I needed to do my stuff … otherwise there was no way on earth I’d be going back home in three months.

Fuck! Sometimes I hated my life. I was strung out, worried like shit about the future of my marriage … desperate to talk to Lizzy to see if anything was left.

But instead I had to spend the next two hours talking about yields, cycle times, and defect densities …

Fuck, fuck, fuck. The wait until evening when I could contact Lizzy to vent and work out ‘where next’ would be the slowest chunk of time known to man …


Chapter 13 


Thursday, 13th January 2022, Bangkok

I never did get to that meeting. Well, not in a meaningful way. Five minutes in, my head a total mess, I made up some bullshit medical excuse, rescheduled for the morning, and hightailed it back to the hotel. Telling a quizzical-looking Anong I’d call later. No matter how well-meaning, I didn’t need an audience. “Stuff at home.” She got it instantly.

Finally back in the privacy of my hotel suite, the first thing I wanted to do was call Lizzy. To shout and scream, pour my anger out, ask her, ‘How could you?’ when just days ago we’d agreed on a compromise. Irons, not great, but okay … the clubhouse and all their depraved party games—you'd say no, steer clear of that den of iniquity, and do your damnedest to resist temptation.

Just days ago we’d been kissing our airport goodbyes, and then all this! No wonder I was brimming over with rage.

Staring at my phone, I pulled up the call window and hovered with my finger over her name. What was I supposed to say—Hi, honey, just watched you getting railed by a dozen-plus bikers a few hours ago, wanna tell me about it?

I sat there, phone sweating in my palm, heart beating hard against my ribs, indecision eating away at me.

Maybe a bourbon would help. Too early in the day, a little voice nagged. Yeah, right … like that was my biggest problem right now.

I was still staring at the phone when it buzzed again, this time with a call from Ted. Not a text—a full, old-fashioned voice call, Ted likely sensing I didn’t want anyone seeing just how cut-up I was right now.

I picked up. Ever the Marine, he didn’t waste a second.

“Don’t do anything stupid,” he growled.

I let out a short, ugly laugh. “Like what, Ted?”

“You want to keep your marriage? Don’t blow it up over the phone. You want her to come back from this; Lizzy’s gotta realize herself what she did. You go in all guns blazing, you’ll just drive her right back to those assholes.”

“I’m supposed to just sit here?” I hissed. “Pretend I didn’t watch that? Pretend I don’t know what happened?”

“You wait. You give her the chance to come clean. Give her forty-eight hours to realize the error of her ways. She loves you, loves Caitlin and Rachel. I know it’s hard, man. I know how you must be hurting and pissed … it’s only sex, Jim … nothing compared to the love she has for you and the kids …

“But she has to be the one who realizes that … who comes clean, finds a way of dealing with it … only then can the two of you fix what needs to be fixed … work out whether there’s still a future …”

There was nothing more to say. Ted was never one for just talking small talk and shit. With a final ‘Hang on in there, call me if you need me …,’ he hung up. Leaving me lying on the hotel bed, staring up at the ceiling, wondering at just how quickly things all had gone to crap.

Saturday, Lizzy and I had been kissing and hugging at the airport. Wednesday I was on the other side of the world wondering if we still had a future.

Those next forty-eight hours were absolute torture. Did I have a marriage left? Between us, had we managed to blow up something that was just about as perfect as flawed humanity can ever achieve? I didn’t sleep. I didn’t eat. I pretended to work—dragged myself through meetings with Mr. Fung, giving him the bare minimum so he’d leave me in peace. But truly, all I could think of was the next FaceTime call, the next ping from Lizzy.

She didn’t call. Not once.

Ted and I had spoken mid-afternoon Wednesday, Thailand time. Lizzy and I normally talked Wednesday evening, Wednesday morning for her. Getting no call from me, why didn’t she call? That was always our habit … simple, practical.

Same again as I waited in vain for her Wednesday evening call that never came.

I sat in meetings with my phone where it would be impossible to miss any incoming call. Between meetings, I checked it in the restroom. I stopped my daily walks down the factory’s 1200-foot length—some places had zero reception, other areas had camera bans.

I was in hell! Pretty much the only positive was that my anger and fear had finally cured me of any desire to watch the sick video.

Sure, when Ted had called me, I’d watched it, and I couldn’t deny my anger sat side-by-side with arousal.

But the more that time passed, the more I was sure that even if Lizzy was still hooked on these extreme sex games, my own arousal was a thing of the past. Shame, fear, and anger had finally won out.

Thursday, still no calls. And Anong finally forcing her way past my objections and making me talk about it. Like Ted, Anong tried to reassure me—“Jim, she loves you, loves you way more than all this shit”—but she had no answer to my retort. “Yeah, but love without actions means nothing … the L-word’s just hot air.”

I knew Anong meant well, but the act of focusing and talking just made the pain more acute and front-of-mind. The only positive was it enabled the slithering voice at the back of my mind that whispered, ‘If it is all over, at least there’s another amazing woman interested in you, Jim.’

My Friday evening, her Friday morning, the forty-eight hours I’d promised Ted were finally up.

My work week over, now the work of repairing or ending my marriage could begin. Pouring myself a bourbon for liquid courage, I finally pressed the name I’d wanted to call all those days ago. A rising feeling of panic and terror rising as I waited for the connection.

The call picked up on the fourth ring—not normal for Lizzy. Seven a.m. on a Friday morning she was normally in her hyper-efficient mode, getting ready to act as mom-guide-warden to the twenty-some mini-people entrusted to her care for the last day of the school week. Maybe this delay spoke to her nervousness to finally speak to me; our lack of calls and her knowledge of what she’d done had to have her on edge and suspicious.

Lizzy’s face filled the screen: hair pulled back in a neat twist, the new necklace I’d given her at Christmas gleaming on her collarbone, a pale powder blue sweater I’d never seen before, both elegant and very proper. Her skin and makeup were perfect—cheeks pink, lips freshly glossed, hazel eyes sparkling and perfectly set at the center. She looked, for all the world, like the country’s most beautiful PTA mom about to organize a bake sale. Worlds apart from the last time I’d seen her…

“Hey, baby!” she said, her voice extra bright. “I thought you’d forgotten you had a wife and a home! No calls all week; it must be hell there! All that post-Christmas, post-break catching up … I figured it was best to leave you in peace until you rang…”

“Something like that,” I lied, my jaw stiff as I tried to come across as normal. “Anyway, how are you?”

She gave the tiniest frown, like she could sense the edge in my voice. “I’m fine. Long week at school, but it’s Friday now … but Rachel Jr. made a card for you and me. Want to see?” She held up a scribbled paper with stick figures, the words LOVE POP-POP and NONNA spelled as best she could, complete with backward letters and pink hearts.

“Looks great,” I said. “How’s Caitlin?”

Lizzy shrugged and smiled, still not her normal smile. “Good. She’s busy with Rachel, but she’s happy. We all miss you.”

I let the silence stretch. She tucked an escaped strand of hair behind her ear, and waited for me to say something else. My hands curled under the hotel desk, nails digging into my palm.

“You want to tell me about Tuesday night?” I said, not quite a question.

She blinked. “Tuesday? Was that—oh, you mean when Roxy called me? Yeah, I went to the club for a little bit, just to see if she was okay. She had too much to drink. I only stayed an hour.”

I stared at her, saying nothing.

She went on, her words picking up speed. “Honestly, Jim, I barely remember it. The guys were playing poker, and I didn’t even have a beer. I was home by ten, promise. I know you worry about that place, but—”

“Don’t lie to me,” I said, my voice flat.

Her mouth froze open, teeth showing for a second before she clamped it shut. “Jim, what—”

“I know what happened at the clubhouse. Tuesday night.” I kept my eyes level, refusing to look away from the camera.

She paled, just a little, but caught herself and gave a tiny head shake. “Jim, I swear, nothing happened. It was—”

“I saw the video, Lizzy. All of it.” I said, somehow keeping my temper and tone in check, my half-truth designed to bluff her into not holding anything back.

For a moment, she just gaped at the screen, lips quivering. Then the confident, super-organized schoolmarm crumpled, shoulders slumping forward, hands covering her mouth. I watched her breathe hard, fighting to keep it together, then lose the fight as the first sob broke through.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, eyes wide and wet. “Jim—I’m sorry—I—”

I just sat there, watching. Her tears came fast, mascara tracing down her cheekbones in black streaks. My mind conjuring a sick link to how these streaks looked so similar to when her mascara had run and smeared her slutty face the other night …

“It was a mistake,” she said, gasping for air. “It got out of hand; I didn’t mean for it—”

I cut her off. “You promised me you’d be smart, try your best, not let Irons trick and manipulate you …”

She shook her head, frantic. “It wasn’t like last time, I swear. I didn't—they started in with the drinks, and Roxy was so wasted, and Irons kept pushing and pushing, and I just—I lost control ...

“But even after all the drinks, I did try my best, told them ‘no’ and that I didn’t want to, that I couldn’t … if you saw it all, you must have seen that … you must know I’m telling the truth …”

“What about when you told the camera you didn’t want to go home, stick to our deal … that you preferred to be gang-fucked? That being fucked by all the bikers was more important to you than me and us?”

My voice was steel. “Was that part of trying your best? Part of resisting?”

She covered her mouth with both hands, all color now totally drained from her face. “I didn’t mean it, Jim. I didn’t. Please, you have to believe me. It was the worst night of my life—I was so stupid. I’ve been sick ever since. I thought you’d leave me if you found out. I thought—that’s why I didn’t call; I was so damned scared…”

I waited. Let her sob for a minute, the sound muffled by her palms, gasping down huge gulps of air, her whole body shaking with the utter despair and hopelessness of her situation. Not just a first time, a second time—faced with the icy, terrifying anger of a husband who’d bided his time rather than explode in anger. An exploding husband being less terrifying than a plotting, thinking one who’d already given you one warning and who was at the end of his tether. 

“You know what I think?” I said, my voice a dead monotone. “I think Irons and KK were right. You’re hooked. Addicted. It doesn’t matter what you promise me. You’ll let them do whatever they want to you, and you’ll keep coming back for more. How long before you don’t even bother to come home at the end of the night? Live at the clubhouse like all those sweetbutts who love being used …”

Her sobs stopped like a switch flipped. My words had flipped a switch. She stared at me, mouth open, horror on her face.

“That’s not true,” she whispered. “That’ll never happen. I love you. I need you. I can stop. I can, Jim, I swear.”

I stared at her, feeling only anger, fear, and pain. Too lost and traumatized to empathize with her pain. “You said that last time … that you’d try and fight this thing … until I see real evidence, I’m done believing Lizzy … I’d be a fool to believe…

“And I won’t be a fool, and I won’t be a ‘sad sack husband’ waiting for you at home while you and they fuck each other to a standstill …

“So until you work out what and who it is you really want, Lizzy, maybe we need a little space, a little thinking time, for you to work out what’s really important to you ….”

“No, Jim … No!!!” she shrieked at the top of her voice. “I love you, I love us and our family … I don’t want us to split … I know I screwed up again, but I swear, this is it. I swear to God. I’ll block Irons, I’ll stay away from the club, I’ll do anything. Just—don’t leave me. Please.”

I let the silence sit, watching her squirm. Not me playing a game, me trying to keep my own sanity and force Lizzy to work out for herself what was truly important for her. Because after watching Tuesday night, I knew damned well she couldn’t have both. It was me or Irons. Me or Irons and the club and the life it offered.

Lizzy tried to control her breathing, dabbing at her cheeks with a hastily grabbed napkin, her hands shaking so hard the tissue tore.

“Please, Jim, just one more chance … I love you. You, Caitlin, and Rachel are everything to me … you’re my life, I can’t live without you … you know what you and the girls mean to me,” she sobbed, an allusion to her own childhood insecurities from her broken home.

She’d not taken me there as part of a game; she was too frantic for such cleverness. What was spilling out was the core of who she was. Her words, her panicked look, finally breaking through and shifting something in my heart. I was still pissed, full of hurt, and afraid. But the tiniest flame of hope was flickering back into life.

Finally, I said, “You want another chance?”

She nodded, eyes huge and wet. “Yes. Yes, please. I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll make it right.”

I felt my mouth twist into something that might have been a smile, or more likely, a pained grimace. “Then you tell me everything. No more secrets. No more club, no more Irons, nothing. You fuck up once, Lizzy, that’s it.”

“I won’t,” she said, the words tumbling out over each other. “I swear. Please, Jim, I’m so sorry.”

I nodded. “Okay. One last chance.”

She let out a choking little gasp of relief, covering her face again. “Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you. I love you, Jim. I love you so much.”

I didn’t say it back. I just watched her, neither of us speaking, both of our eyes filled with emotion. After a minute, she wiped her face, forced a smile, and tried to look me in the eye.

“I’ll call you every night,” she said. “And I promise you, no more Irons, no more club … not just ‘I’ll try my best,’ but a total promise, on Caitlin and Rachel’s lives, I swear …”

I nodded again. The fear in her face told me what she’d thought impossible before might just about be possible.

And if it wasn't... well, then truly there was nothing left to salvage.

“Good night, Lizzy,” I offered, my jaw tight, my tone stern, totally wasted and good for nothing but sleep.

I was giving her one last chance, but that was it. I did love her—of course I did, that doesn’t just stop however much I was hurting—I just wasn’t ready to give or show her that love right now.

She’d have to earn that by slowly rebuilding trust. I was too hurt, too fearful. Never mind my own role in creating this monster … this wasn’t a time for logic or objectivity … it was a time to be honest about the choice Lizzy faced. It was me or the club.

To be continued …

(Book 5. the final , concluding part of Three Times A Lady is already completed and will be published on Friday 12th of June)
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