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    chapter one 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was that time of the year and while most individuals were filled with joy during the magical Christmas season, there was one man who was not. Ron remembered that there was a time that he actually enjoyed the season itself well enough when he was a boy.  However, since he had moved and traveled away from his home he knew the year would come that his father would use his alpha male status in their family hierarchy to exert his control over him once again and command that he return home.  
 
     Most times, Ron would dismiss his family entirely until and that would have continued until the day they all died, but it was his family orientated wife, Izzy, that presented the problem.  Izzy, which was short for Isabel was raised by an Italian traditional family that valued family above all else.  Ron still attempted to explain how the circumstances were completely different in his family, but she could never willing to accept the distance  that Ron insisted on keeping between him and the rest of his family.  She was worried that once day when they would have a child that they would raise it without it knowing its roots. 
 
    Ron had taken a dive at the local bar where he would soak up his anxiety over his own life.  Like usually he came stumbling home like any other night after a long hard nights of work when all of a sudden he heard his phone ring.  For a moment he couldn’t find his own phone in his lack of sobriety.  Finally answering his phone without checking who was calling on the screen he was very surprised to hear the voice on the other line as he had expected it to be Izzy. 
 
     "Ronny?" he heard his the strong authoritative voice practically screaming at him. A familiar feeling of anxiety washed over him which was accompanied by a dry mouth, throat and racing heart accompanied the anxiety he felt whenever he heard his father's voice. He wanted to hang up, but something stopped him… he knew better.  The voice that consumed him was no other than his fathers. 
 
        Ron responded in his own weak strong voice which hinted towards his own vulnerability that was as shaky as he was being drunk and scared at the same time. His father was the opposite and was never vulnerable.  He conveyed himself as the invincible pillar of strength that rules over his kingdom with a tight fist with an iron clad will.  
 
     "Uhhh, Dad?" he asked, surprised not knowing what else to say to his own father.  There was an awkward moment for him that he was still almost going to hang up the phone.  However, he had already given himself up by responding. 
 
    "Little Ronny-Boy, I know things haven't always been good between us and especially recently, but your brother and I have been talking an in the spirit of the season, we decided together that we'd like to bury all of this bad blood and move on from anything that has been looming between us.  So long story short we’re telling that you that its time to come home.," 
 
     "Huh?", Ron knew what his father had just said, but he was hit with a ton of bricks looking for the words to say back.  He was too weak at the moment to flat out say “no”.  Especially to his own father.  
 
     "Don’t act surprised, boy.   We are still family afterall.  I said I’d like you here Christmas with us this year," his father eventually got to the point. "You and that little Italian wife of yours,"  
 
     "What brought this on?" he asked, suspiciously, the way he mentioned Isabel made him cringe, but even though his father was infamous for being a skirt-chaser, he brushed it off in the moment.   
 
     What was stranger was that his father was practically giving into him after all of this time.  While it was perfectly in character for his dad to refuse to admit to any wrong doing, it was so unlike him to try to make amends. 
 
     "As you know, boy, I'm starting to get on a bit in my years.  I’m still strong as an ox and there are college girls out there that still ache from last week… but I guess the point I want to make, is that none of us know how much time I have left.  I’ve been around the block and I don’t know how many rounds at it that I still have left,". 
 
       Ron honestly wanted to simply roll his eyes and see it as yet another manipulative attempt by his father to maintain some kind of control in his life. It would be just like his father to pretend to be dying, just so he'd have to come around and put up with his bullshit for a few hours. But something stopped him from slamming the phone down, he still couldn't deny the vulnerability in his father's voice that suggested that the older man had some genuine concern. His father might be a bit of a tyrant, but he was still a human being, who's to say that he hadn't had some kind of health scare and had some kind of wake up call? 
 
     "I'll talk to Isabel," he promised with a sigh. He still wasn't sure what to think, and it wouldn't hurt to see what his wife thought about the whole thing. 
 
     "Alright then, Ronny-boy," he heard his father's voice light up at the thought that hadn't exactly said no and he wanted to groan, imagining the guilt trip he was in store for if he ultimately refused to go. He hoped that he could just spare himself the whole agonizing process and just claim that Isabel wasn't keen to go, but he knew that Isabel would never let him get away with it. Knowing Isabel, she seemed so innocent and naive, he wouldn't put it past her to contact his father personally to apologize and keep the circle of bullshit going and thus ensuring his father stayed in the spotlight. He wondered if it would be better to simply go and just put up with his father for a few hours. 
 
    But then he remembered his wedding day, it was the last and only time that Isabel had ever really met the rest of his family. She hadn't made it easy for him to try to keep them apart, Isabel was always so family orientated, she just couldn't understand why he wasn't more close to his own family. It wasn't even one big thin that his father had done, but lots of little things over his whole life, after years of emotional abuse and manipulation he had decided that he had enough and cut off contact, it was just too hard to explain. At times Isabel reminded him too much of his own mother, far too naive and desperate to keep the family together no matter what, it was why he hadn't been able to bring himself to cut off contact all together until after his mother died. 
 
    When he gave himself time to think about it, it did piss him off a bit that Isabel was always asking about why he didn't get along with his father and his brother, it was annoying that she could never just take him word for it and accept it, always pressuring him for answers, like the answer was really that simple and something she was entitled to. 
 
    As the date of their wedding grew closer and closer, Isabel never stopped asking him about why he hadn't invited his family, at first she simply asked him if he was sure, but as the gate got closer she kept pushing and pushing for answers until it erupted into a full blown argument and she eventually resorted to emotional blackmail. 
 
    "I can't believe you don't want your own father there on the biggest day of your life!" she yelled at him. 
 
    "Just because your family..." he stopped when he realized that he had no idea how to finish the sentence. How could he explain that not everyone had the same big, happy family that she did? "It's just complicated, okay?" 
 
    "Whatever it is, it can't possibly be that bad," she put her hands on he hips and frowned at him, he hated the way she was looking at him, like he was a naughty little boy and she was a hundred percent right, no questions asked.   
 
    "Fine!" he threw his hands up in surrender. "I'll invite them, are you happy now?" 
 
      
 
    A plan formed in his mind, he would go ahead and invite both of them, maybe once she actually met them she would realize what he was talking about.  
 
    When their wedding eventually came, he spent most of the evening on edge, worried about what would happen, but thankfully he didn't actually see much of his father and brother until later in the evening. They both surprised him by coming up to him to congratulate them both, at first he wandered what their ulterior motive was, until they both looked over at Isabel and he saw the look in his father's eyes.   
 
      
 
    The moment his father looked her up and down, Ron saw his lips turn upwards in a smirk. He looked over at Isabel and saw nothing but a polite smile. No doubt to her it just looked like he was being friendly. disgusting look of lust in his eyes. That moment seemed to stretch on forever. As hard as he tried, it was an image he couldn't get out of his head. No, he didn't want Isabel anywhere near his family again. He hoped that Isabel would find his father as off putting as he did, but unfortunately she didn't seem to feel disgusted by his attention and actually tried to make conversation with his family. 
 
    While she didn't hate his family as much as he hoped she would, at least they didn't behave as badly as he had feared and he was able to enjoy the rest of the reception in peace. 
 
    "Who was that?" he heard Isabel ask and he found himself pulled out of his thoughts, groaning inwardly. He knew what she was going to say, he also knew what was going to happen, why act like she hadn't already made up both of their minds for them. 
 
    "Dad's invited us both to have Christmas with him," he was surprised by how defeated his voice sounded. 
 
    "Oh cheer up," Isabel told him, rolling her eyes. "it won't be that bad," 
 
    "No, I suppose not," he surrendered and tried to sound more cheerful.  
 
      
 
    It's just one day, he told himself over and over as they got out of his plain white, second hand station wagon. He slipped the keys into the pocket of his jeans as he looked over at his wife, Isabel was clutching a bottle of sparkling wine that she had insisted that they stop for at the first store they found that was open on Christmas day. 
 
    "Come on Isabel, why don't we just grab a bottle of white wine and hit the road?" he asked, his voice tense as she took her sweet time inspecting each and every bottle. 
 
    "No, there's a particular kind of sparkling white wine I want to get, he says it's his favorite because it reminds him of your mother," 
 
    "How do you know what my dad's favorite wine is, have you two been talking?" he asked, curious but not surprised. 
 
    "Yeah, why, is that a problem?" she asked, smiling at him. 
 
    "No," he knew exactly how he should respond. He supposed it was a good thing that they were getting along, even if it meant that he could never get out of future family functions ever again. 
 
    "Your dad really isn't that bad, you know," it was the same old statement she always made, but this time her voice was upbeat and soothing. Instead of even trying to correct her the way he usually did, he remembered his earlier conversation with his dad over the phone, and how vulnerable the older man had sounded. Was it possible that Isabel could be right? Maybe his father had changed, maybe this wouldn't be such a bad day after all. 
 
    "Ah, here we go!" He heard Isabel's tone of victory and turned to see her clutching a bottle of sparkling wine, the label read "Cock and Bull," in elegant cursive, the logo underneath was a picture of a rooster sitting on top of a bull. He found himself laughing in spite of his slight dread about the day ahead of them, recalling look of joy that spread across his father's face when he saw the label, quickly followed by his mother's desperate pleas not to embarrass her.  
 
    "Okay, I suppose it won't be that bad if it'll help smooth things over," 
 
    "There's the spirit," Isabel nudged him with a smile. "Your family really seems to be making an effort and it would be good if you could do the same," 
 
    "Alright," he smiled at his wife. "I guess it wouldn't hurt to try," 
 
    But that turned out to be easier said than done, as he felt his anxiety growing stronger and stronger with every mile that brought them closer, until there they were, standing outside of the house he had hoped to never see again.  
 
    While Isabel had reassured him that somehow it was going to be okay, it didn't change the fact that he was nervous as hell. His old childhood fears and insecurities rose up inside him and for a moment he was ten years old again, walking on egg shells around everyone, trying to avoid his father's constant criticisms and his brother's ever increasingly dangerous so called 'pranks.' 
 
    He jabbed at the doorbell with lightning speed, as if some anxious primitive part of his brain was convinced that the quicker he rang the doorbell, the more quickly he could get this over and done with, or maybe he hoped that he hadn't pressed the button hard enough and they somehow wouldn't hear the doorbell and he could go home.  
 
    "For God's sake, Ron," Isabel rolled her eyes and pressed down on the button hard, holding it down for a few seconds while he supposed she had tried to be comforting, it seemed like she was getting tired of it and thought that he was being a little dramatic. The message was clear, as comforting as she could be sometimes, her patience had its limits and she would never really understand why he felt the way he did about his family, and she would never really try to understand. 
 
    Ron tapped his left foot in anticipation, counting the seconds until the door creaked open to reveal his eighteen year old brother.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    chapter two 
 
      
 
    "Hey, Ron!" his grin was enormous an stretched from ear to ear. Isabel shot Ron a look that said, 'see, I told you that they'd be happy to see you!' 
 
    "Good to see you, Ben," Ron replied, trying to sound relaxed enough to make Isabel happy and to hide his anxiety, if Ben knew he was nervous, it would just encourage him. 
 
    "And it is always good to see you too, Isabel," he grinned at Ron's wife and stuck out his hand. Isabel grabbed a hold of it as if to shake it, but instead Ben pulled her forward into a tight hug. 
 
    "No need to be shy, we're family after all," 
 
    The sharp, stab of jealousy when his brother pulled his wife into his embrace melted away the moment Ben referred to her as part of the family. 
 
    He could smell the turkey in the oven the moment he stepped inside the door. He saw his father sitting in his favorite recliner near the TV. 
 
    "Hello Ron, Isabel," he stood up with a grin as wide as Ben's. "Good to see you," 
 
    "It's good to see you too," Isabel returned his greeting with a sunny smile while Ron simply mumbled a response. 
 
    Of course Isabel insisted on doing anything she could to help, which resulted in Isabel banishing the men from the kitchen so she could take over the cooking. 
 
    "It's nice to have a woman in the house again," his father commented cheerfully from his recliner. He remembered the way he looked Isabel up and down at the wedding and bristled a little, before calming down once he reminded himself that his family seemed to be trying to change, his father was probably just referring to the cooking. He tried to relax like Isabel said, he knew his family was making an effort, but old habits die hard. 
 
    Though when they sat down to eat, he made sure to sit right next to Isabel. Of course his father burst out laughing when he saw the wine. Ben made sure to sit down on Isabel's other side. He tried to keep his temper in check as he saw them laughing and talking. 
 
    Throughout the day he could see Ben and his father both grinning at him, like they could read his mind. A furious thought occurred to him, they wouldn't have to really do anything to him at all, just waiting in dread was enough. He saw Ben put his hand on Isabel's flirtatiously and Ron stood up, while he knew he was probably over reacting, he knew that if he didn't step out of the room. he's end up punching his brother into next week. 
 
    He stepped into the kitchen to take a few deep breathes, when he realized that Isabel hadn't come after him. He looked back into the dining room to see Ben putting his hand on his wife's leg. He had never felt like punching him more. He took a few deep breathes to steady himself, he knew what his brother was like, he was only doing this to mess with him, he was trying to get into his head. 
 
    He saw Ben's hand move and almost sagged with relief at the idea that he was finally going to stop, but he watched on with horror when he realized that rather than pulling his hand  away, it was going in the opposite direction and was starting to climb further up Isabel's leg. He was about to barge back in and tell Ben that the joke had gone far enough, but then a horrifying thought occurred to him, why wasn't Isabel trying to stop him? He watched her giggle and blush, if he didn't know better he'd think she was enjoying herself.  
 
    Maybe she had finally caught on to what a manipulative little bastard his brother was, yes, it would be just like Isabel to lead him on, let him get nice and horny and then shut him down to give him a case of blue balls, yes, that had to be her plan. 
 
    But then he saw Ben lean in and start kissing her, and not a quick peck either, but a lush, sensual kiss that seemed to go on and on with no sign of stopping. 
 
    "I've had enough," he snapped, storming into the room. "Get up Isabel, we're leaving," 
 
    Yes, things really had gone too far this time. He had take Isabel and leave, to get out of here and never come back again. He went to grab Isabel with hands that shook when his father strode over and grabbed him by the shoulders, forcing him down into an empty dining chair. 
 
    "No you don't boy," he didn't need to look up at his father's face to know it was red and twisted with hate, he could tell from the loud, overpowering force of his voice. His father could always make the windows rattle from sheer volume alone. It was a voice that struck him like a lightening bolt of sheer terror, anything old excuse would do when it came to his father, from bad grades to fights at school that he hadn't started, anything at all and sometimes just for the sheer joy of watching his oldest son freeze in terror and wait for the inevitable punishment, but he wouldn't punish him at first, he'd make him try to guess what it was that he had done, and he wasn't allowed to go anywhere until he got it right. 
 
    "So what is it this time?" he asked, tears rolling down his face. 
 
    "No, no, you remember the rules, don't you boy? You have to guess first," 
 
    He searched his scared, scattered mind for anything, anything he could have done, even if he could just make something up, anything to stop the scene playing out in front of him as Ben's hand crawled up the skirt of Isabel’s dress. 
 
    "No," he whispered, whether it was out of denial for what was unfurling right in front of him, an inability to think of what he'd done to invoke his father's wrath, or if he was trying to find a way out of taking part in his father’s sick mind games, it was hard to tell. 
 
    "No?!" his father roared his single word back at him, but instead of his own fear, misery and despair, his father’s voice was filled with nothing but outrage, indignation and sheer fury. "Think harder, my boy!" 
 
    Ben started kissing Isabel's neck, and not small pecks, either, but an almost vicious sucking that he knew was bound to leave hickeys. Ben squeezed Isabel's busty breasts through her blouse and he couldn't believe his eyes as Ben started unbuttoning her dress and letting the fabric fall onto the floor, exposing her lacy white bra and matching panties. With a kind of detached horror he recognized it as the same ones she wore on their wedding night, he remembered every stitch of what she wore, right down to the clasp that sat between the cups of her bra that allowed her to undo it from the front. His brother grabbed and squeezed her big breasts through the fabric of her bra before reaching for the clasps. He hoped and prayed that it would somehow fail, but he felt something tear in his chest as the lacy white fabric fell away, exposing the milky white curves of her large tits. 
 
    "No," he moaned and tried to look away, but his father grabbed his head between his hands and forced him to look back at the scene that was unfolding before him. 
 
    “No no, what are you doing, stop!” it was like he was five years old again watching brother rip apart one of his favorite comic books that he had spent all weekend mowing lawns to pay for, it was one of a kind and one of his prize possessions, which his father made him watch while Ben destroyed it. Every caress and kiss to his wife was another rip, but instead of ripping out the pages of a comic book one by one, this time it was his heart that was being ripped to little pieces. 
 
    He watched in horror with tears rolling down his face, waiting for his wife, at any moment, to sit up, cry out and demanding to know what the hell Ben thought he was doing, that the joke had gone too far, but she carried on locking lips with his brother. He fought through his own pain to really look at his wife, at first he was hurt and outraged that his wife was being treated like his comic book, a valuable object, but still an object that his brother was free to simply take from him, to rip apart and destroy.   
 
    But now he found himself watching Isabel feeling nothing but numb and empty inside, he felt so separate from his body, like he wasn’t really here. Or more like this wasn’t his real Isabel, like he had left his Isabel at home and brought some robot in her place by some kind of bizarre accident. No, he decided logically through the numb cloud, he was right, somehow it seemed so logical, he must be right, this couldn’t be his Isabel, this had to be some kind of mistake, it couldn’t be his Isabel moaning as his brother kissed her down her neck and pinched her nipples. 
 
      
 
    No no no, this isn't happening, he tried to tell himself. If he had to watch this whole nightmare, then he wanted to stay just like this, too numb to really feel the pain. The pain was eating away at the edges of his numb cloud like water dissolving cotton candy. He tried to pull his mind back into that space, anything to keep the pain at bay, but he was torn from that numb cloud entirely when he saw his brother’s fingers slips under the waistband of his wife’s panties and start to pull them down. 
 
    “Enough!” he stood up with enough force that his father’s hand slid off his shoulder, his brother paused when he saw the fire in his eyes but didn’t take his hands off Isabel. His broken heart asked the question again, but why would Isabel actually encourage his brother’s advances? He had two theories, at first he wondered if she was encouraging him with the intention of shutting him down, to give his brother a case of blue balls in revenge for making a move, to make him really suffer. He knew his wife could be a little sadistic to those she felt had wronged her, he couldn’t count the number of cashiers she had reduced to tears after being given the wrong change. But when Isabel went as far as to allow Ben to pull down her panties, exposing her pussy to the whole room he had developed a second theory, that she had arranged this all with his family as some kind of sick joke, maybe to teach him some kind of lesson, but what the lesson was he couldn’t say. 
 
    “Enough, this joke has gone far enough! I’m going,” he moved to walk away, but once again his father wrestled him back into his chair. 
 
    “Listen to me, my boy!” his father’s face was bright red from yelling, just like when he was a little boy. 
 
    “I’m not your boy anymore!” he yelled back, trying to wrestle from his father’s grip. But years of working heavy machinery in a factor had turned his father’s grip to iron, his own muscles had gone soft from his years at his desk job. Even in his old age, his father was still overpowering. He had wanted to keep going, to tell his father that he was a man now and didn’t have to do as he said, didn’t have to keep taking this kind of abuse from him, but his father just roared over the top of him while shoving him deeper into his seat, his fingers were like iron claws digging into his skin, like his father had just turned into a large, terrifying eagle and he was a tiny little rabbit and he was about to rip him apart limb from limb. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    chapter three 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You’ve never made that any more obvious than at that fucking wedding!” His father screamed at him, bits of spit flying in Ron’s face. He moved to stand behind Ron, pressing him into his chair so hard that it was painful. 
 
    “What did I do?” he knew his father was expecting him to beg, beg to know what it was that he had done, but the sound that came out of him mouth wasn’t just a whine, but also a demand for answers. “What was wrong with the wedding?” 
 
    He felt a sharp blow to the back of the head and he felt the familiar fear of his childhood come back. Part of him, the part of him that was still just a scared little boy rose up inside him, like it was another person grabbing onto him, insisting that if he just did as he was told then maybe daddy would stop yelling at him, stop hitting him, just make it stop!
“What about the wedding?” he asked again, but this time it came out as a terrified whisper. 
 
    “Oh like you don’t know!” his father roared. His father made eye contact with Ben and he resumed pulling Isabel’s panties down, exposing her pussy to room. It wasn’t quite hairless, there was a sparse amount of black hair covering her pubis, was it wasn’t much. It was why his wife never bothered shaving, she had so little hair there already that she never saw the point. “That whole display was disgusting!” 
 
    His father roared this last part just as Ben’s hand slid down his wife’s stomach not stopping as he reached her pussy. Ron was trembling from humiliation, pain and rage as Ben parted the folds of her labia and slipped a finger inside her with a wet sound. It was the most painful sound of all, it was proof that his wife was actually enjoying this and getting nice and wet for his own brother. It was further proof that his wife wasn’t just going along with this, but an active participant.  
 
      
 
    As he was forced to watch this whole disgusting scene that was playing out in front of him, his father’s words seemed so ironic, what about his wedding could have offended them so badly as to invoke this kind of response? What did he do that was this bad? 
 
    “What did I do?” he asked again, but this time it was in the small, submissive voice that he knew his father wanted to hear, a scared little boy he could put everything on, to abuse and convince him that he was guilty of whatever his father accused him off and deserving any abuse his father deemed was an appropriate. 
 
    “You just couldn’t wait to take off after your mother died,” his father began, somehow it hurt a little to hear him refer to her as “your mother,” instead of “my wife,” like she was nothing more to him than the woman who was the mother of his children. Was his father really hurt so bad when he left? He didn’t think that he wouldn’t honestly care. 
 
    “I didn’t think that you would care if I stayed or if I left,” he started trying to explain himself but of course, his father interrupted him once again. 
 
    “Of course I don’t give a fuck if your useless ass is here or not,” his father spat. “But you didn’t have to insult us by taking off so quickly, you make it clear that you couldn’t stand the sight of us, you didn’t think that I wouldn’t be insulted by that?” 
 
    “I had to make my own life,” he hoped that this explanation would satisfy his father and soothe his rage, but his hope was in vain, he felt like he should have known his father better than to think that anything he could say would change a thing. 
 
    “But it wasn’t good enough for you to just fuck off and pretend we didn’t exist,” his father continued. Was that why his father was so angry, because he didn’t call nearly often enough after he moved out? But those first few months of freedom were so sweet, living a life where he didn’t have to walk on egg shells and live in fear, could his father honestly blame him for wanting to keep some distance? 
 
    But obviously his father did blame him, because he kept talking. 
 
    “We could pretend that you didn’t exist either you useless prick, but then you had to go and invite us to that stupid fucking wedding,” 
 
    “What was wrong with the wedding?” he asked once again, he didn’t want to listen to a word that his father was saying, but any sound was better than his wife’s moans of passion. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what was wrong with it,” his father’s voice came out as a low, dangerous growl, which in its own way much even more terrifying than when he was yelling at full volume. “You couldn’t just fuck off and live your life, you had to show off, you had to really rub it in, how much better you were doing than us, you think you’re so much better than us and you couldn’t wait to rub it in our faces,” 
 
    “No,” he thought back on his wedding, all the fancy decorations, all the money that went into that day. “That was all Isabel, she’s the one who planned the wedding, I didn’t even want to invite you, she did…” 
 
    He had tried to explain, to clear up the misunderstanding his father didn’t want to hear it. 
 
    “Nice try my boy, but it’s a poor man who blames his wife for his own short comings, though it’s nice to hear that you weren’t going to invite your poor old father to his oldest son’s wedding,” his father growled again. He decided not to bring up the number of times that his father had done the same thing to his mother, blaming her for mistakes that were clearly his own fault. Ron hated himself for not sticking up for his mother’s memory, but he knew if he pointed this out than his father would just abuse him further, accusing him of being disrespectful. 
 
    “And speaking of the lovely Isabel,” he could heart the sick smile in his father’s voice as his father gripped his head in his hands like a vice and forced him to look over at Ben and Isabel. 
 
     He felt helpless as his brother squeezed and pulled on her breasts with one hand and kept fucking her soaking wet pussy with the other, yes by now Ben was fucking with three fingers at once. He thought that Ben was being a little rough with her, much rougher than he would have been, but his wife’s increasingly loud cries of passion proved that she appeared to be enjoying his brother’s rough treatment. Was this what she wanted? Was she doing this because she found him wanting as a lover, unable to fuck her as hard and rough as she wanted? So many times she had cried out that she wanted him to pull on her dark raven colored hair and call her named, but he just couldn’t. After growing up around so much violence, he just didn’t have it in him to be rough with anyone, much less his wife, even if she literally begging for it.  
 
    His father laughed and suddenly Ron had a very bad feeling. 
 
    “I knew your wife was a whore the moment I saw her, we both did,” he had never heard his father sound so overjoyed as he did at the moment when Ben lifted Isabel up onto the table and started unbuckling his belt. “We could tell that under that fancy dress was a cock hungry little slut. But can you blame her? She’s never really been fucked properly before, or at least as long as she’s been married to a loser like you, she’s obviously just dying for a good hard fuck from real man by now,” 
 
    “No, that’s not true,” it came out as a sob as Ben spread his wife’s legs. 
 
    “Ben,” his father barked. “Pass me her phone,” 
 
    Ben seemed a little put out, but like Ron he knew better than to disobey their father. He dug around in Isabel’s handbag and passed their father her phone.  
 
    His father watched with a grin as Ben walked back over to Isabel, an arrogant confidence in his stride, it was the look of a conquering Viking ready to claim his prize. 
 
    Isabel wrapped her legs around Ben’s hips, pulling him two her. They kissed passionately and as Ben started grinding against Isabel, Ron realized with horror that Ben wasn’t really just grinding against Isabel, he was now actually inside her, his brother’s cock was inside his wife’s pussy and he was never more disgusted in his life. 
 
    It was right then that it really hit home that this wasn’t some kind of joke.  When this whole horror show started, he hoped that his brother was just being an arsehole, deep down he hoped that his brother was just going to grope Isabel right in front of him to gross him out. It was like the world's most heart-breaking horror movie playing out right in front of him and as Isabel moaned under his brother’s thrusts he was forced to face the fact that he really was watching his brother and his wife fuck right in front of him. 
 
    “Why? Isabel, why?” Ron asked. “Ben, what are you doing? You’re my brother, why are you guys doing this?” 
 
    But they both simply ignored him and kept going on, it was like he wasn’t even there. Why were they doing this? It was the million-dollar question. It was a question that his father was all to happy to answer. He thought that his father would just taunt him, tease him with the answer and frustrating with the idea that he would never find out, but it seemed that his father would rather beat him over the head with cold, hard truth.  
 
    He saw the sadistic grin on his father’s face, he recognized it as the face his father made when he couldn’t wait to deliver some bad news. 
 
    “What?” Ron asked. “What do you know that I don’t?” 
 
    His father started laughing, he laughed on and on, the more his father laughed the more fear that built up inside Ron, he knew that his father wasn’t just laughing at this whole predicament, this was building up to something. 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    At last his father’s laughter died down and what he said next sent chills straight down into Ron’s soul. 
 
    “You seriously think that this is their first time, boy?” his father asked and Ron had never felt so afraid. His father punched in the code to unlock his wife’s phone, how would he know any of this? 
 
    His father opened his wife’s messages, reading them out loud in a voice of sickening glee, continuing to shove the phone in Ron’s face as proof that he wasn’t just making any of it up. 
 
    “It turns out when you showed more than a little reluctance to invite us to your wedding, dear sweet Isabel took it upon herself to reach out to her Ronny’s poor neglected misunderstood family, this is one she sent us after the wedding, I’m sorry about Ron,” his father started reading out loud. “I don’t know what his problem is, I’m sorry he didn’t talk to you more, I can’t believe that he didn’t take more time for his own family,” 
 
    He felt a dull ache inside him, it wasn’t just that she naively couldn’t understand that he wasn’t as close to his family as she was to his, she disagreed with him to the point where she actually started bad mouthing him behind his back to his abusive family. 
 
    “Fuck you Isabel!” the words burst out of him in a flood of emotions, he expected his father to hit him for swearing, but all the old man did was laugh. He continued yelling at Isabel as she writhed and moaned under his brother’s cock. “These people treat me like crap but I’m supposed to just bow down and still treat them like gold just because they’re my fucking family?” 
 
    “You don’t understand how valuable family is,” Isabel moaned, addressing him for the first time since this whole nightmare had started. “You just don’t get how important family is, OH GOD YES!” her speech ended as she started screaming through her orgasm, it was so humiliating, Isabel had never made this much noise for him, never. “OH GOD YES BENNY, FUCK ME! FUCK ME HARD!” she screamed. 
 
    “Benny?” he spat, “Since when has he been Benny?” 
 
    “Can’t wait to see you tonight, Benny,” his father read out another text message. “It’s from July twelfth, does that date ring any bells?” 
 
    “You said you were working that night!” Ron cried out. 
 
    “I lied,” Isabel moaned and grabbed his brother by the arse cheeks so she could drive him harder and deeper into her body, she threw her head back on the cheap table with a moan as she truly surrendered to the throes of passion. 
 
    “I don’t know what you see in that worthless loser,” his father read out cheerfully in a perfect imitation of his brother’s voice. “I can’t see how he could possibly do it for you,” his father laughed again before continuing on in a high imitation of Isabel’s voice. “He doesn’t, he’s so pathetic he can’t even get it up most nights,” 
 
    “You’re usually passed out drunk most nights!” Ron yelled. “I’m sorry if not wanting to rape my wife somehow makes me less of a man!” 
 
    “Well she’s getting a real man now!” His brother cried cheerfully, his arse was pumping in and out of his wife, getting faster and faster and Ron had the horrifying thought that his brother was actually about to cum inside his wife. 
 
    “I can’t wait to have you again!” His father continued in a high voice. “You fuck me so much better than my loser husband!” 
 
    Tears rolled down his cheeks as the truth was finally revealed. 
 
    “How many times?” he asked quietly, though he wasn’t sure who, if anyone, would respond to his question. 
 
    “Not quite sure there, my boy,” this time his father’s voice was devoid of all the anger and hate that it had been so heavy with earlier and he sat down next to Ron like they were now friends. “They text back and forth here for a while and it gets harder to tell when they’re hooking up and when they’re just talking dirty to each other…and here’s a pretty good shot of your brother’s pecker,” 
 
    His father leaned in towards him to show him a photo his brother had clearly taken with Isabel’s phone, it was a point of view shot from his brother’s perspective and it was a clear shot of his brother’s dick buried balls deep inside a pussy he recognized as Isabel’s. Ron leaned away with disgust and his father leaned back with a shrug. 
 
    “Ah, here’s the one I was looking for,” his father announced cheerfully, the table continued squeaking with Ben’s thrusts, getting faster and faster. Ron tried to focus on the squeak of the table to drown out Ben’s final groan of satisfaction as he came deep inside of Isabel’s pussy, not to no avail. 
 
     “He’s so pathetic, we should really stick it to him one of these days, just fuck right there in front of him,” his father continued reading in his brother’s voice before switching to Isabel’s. “Well we’re coming over for Christmas whether he likes it or not, though you should probably ask your dad to call so it doesn’t sound like it’s my idea, he never listens to me these days,” 
 
    A horrible sense of dread came over Ron and he had a feeling that the pieces of the puzzle were starting to come together. 
 
    “We’ll fuck right there on the table right in front of him, are you up for that?” His father read in Ben’s voice again before once more reading as Isabel, Isabel herself was panting and sweaty as Ben was pulling up his pants. 
 
    “Sure am, but are you sure your father won’t mind?”  
 
    His father laughed again, in a low chuckle.  
 
    “Mind? Don’t mind if I do, really,” 
 
    He had no idea what on earth his father was talking about, until he followed the line of his father’s sight and realized that he was staring between Isabel’s spread, sweaty thighs. His father stood up with a grunt and made his way over to Isabel.  
 
    “Wait, what are you doing?” Isabel asked, panicked as her father in law grabbed a hold of her by the ankles. “This wasn’t part of the plan,” 
 
    “I’m the one in charge here, Missy,” his father growled as he dragged Isabel towards him. His father’s slacks hit the floor and in a final move of domination, cruelty and victory, he mounted Isabel like a stallion mounting a young mare. 
 
    The sight of his father’s wrinkly arse moving up and down was enough to make him sick, as he was  forced to watch his father fuck a woman who wasn’t even half his age, a woman who was his own daughter in law and might as well have been family. 
 
      
 
    He felt his heart ripping apart, he would give anything not to look, anything not to be here watching this. Through all the pain and fear, a reality hit him like a lightning bolt and he realized one very important fact. His father had been the one holding forcing him to stay in his seat, twisting his head and roaring at him to make him watch. But now his father was standing over near the table, having the time of his life with a woman who had vowed to be true to her husband until the day they both died. 
 
    But the most important fact was that nobody was holding him down anymore. He knew his father wanted him to stay there and watch, but it was time to take back his rightful control over his own life. 
 
    He pulled himself to his feet and stumbled out the door and over to the car, barely even noticing the cold rain the pelted his body little sharp little bullets from above, like the whole world, even the fucking weather wanted to shit on him today. He threw himself behind the wheel and sped off down the road. It was after a moment that she realized that no one had called after him, it might have started off as a cold act of cruelty, but they were having the time of their life right now and didn’t give two and half shits if he was there or not. 
 
    He wasn’t sure which was worse, wanting him there so they could hurt him or not even caring if he was there at all. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    chapter four 
 
      
 
      
 
    He had never felt so terrified, horrified and so sick in all his life. He felt a pain in his chest that felt like someone had stabbed him right in the heart with a knife made out of pain and never bothered to pull the weapon back out. 
 
    He tied to banish the mental pictures in his head, he tried to tell himself that this was all just the worst nightmare in the fucking world and he was bound to wake up sooner or later, but it was no use. His face was cold and frozen in horror, he couldn’t banish the images flashing in his mind over and over, the moment when Ben started kissing Isabel’s neck and he realized that Ben wasn’t just kissing her as part of a cruel joke with the intention of making him angry for the sake of entertainment, that they had all arranged the whole thing ahead of time. 
 
    And worst of all, the sight of his father’s pale, wrinkled arse pumping up and down as he fucked his son’s wife, filling her full of his disgusting, creamy old man cum. 
 
      
 
    The pain hit him once again like a lightning bolt, like somebody kept stabbing him in the chest with a thousand daggers and twisted them. 
 
    Why? His car was turning into a pale blue blur as he started speeding dangerously down the rain-slicked road. Why did they have to do it? It wasn’t like they just joked about it, or even went as far as threatening to, no they went all the way and actually fucking his wife right there on the dinner table right in front of his eyes. 
 
    And how could Isabel respond? Why did she have to moan like that and dig her fingers into her father in law’s arse to drive him further into her body, making his groan in response. 
 
    Why did those bastards have to hurt him like this? 
 
    He felt so lost, what would he do now? What could he do? 
 
    Usually he would turn to his wife in times of crisis, but he couldn’t do that now, not anymore.  
 
    Why did it have to be her? Why did they both have to take everything? Of all the women in the world why did they have to take his wife? 
 
    If it had been any other girl he would still be disgusted at the idea of his father and his brother both fucking the same woman over Christmas dinner, not to mention a little bizarre, but that would have been livable, fucking a hooker right in front of him would have been a disgusting display aimed at getting a rise out of him, it would have been disgusting, but nowhere near this heartbreaking and soul destroying. 
 
      
 
    So many times he was there for her when she needed him, through every rough period, through every cold, flu and bad day at work. Of all the guys in the world why did she have to cheat on him with not just one but both sole surviving members of his family? 
 
    It also hurt the scared hurt child in him, the little boy that lived inside his heart who wanted to believe that one day, if he worked hard enough, he would earn his father and his brother’s love and respect. It felt like they had both ripped that part of him out of his chest and ripped it into little pieces out of spite. 
 
    Because deep down, as badly as his family had treated him, as much as he tried to limit his contact with them, a small, secret part of him had still loved them, despite everything. He could lose his family, or he could lose his wife. Losing one of them was heartbreaking enough, but not both, not like this, losing them both was a pain that he couldn’t bear. 
 
    Who do I have now? They were the three most important people to me in the world and now I don’t have anyone. 
 
      
 
    The road blurred through the rain and his own tears. The trees rushed past him at incredible speed, would it even matter if he crashed into one of them? 
 
    Suddenly a blast like a fog horn brought him back to his senses and a blinding light filled his vision. He swerved wildly to avoid the other car, his heart racing as he felt a jolt of ice cold fear. The angry honking sped past him, taking his side mirror with them. 
 
    “Sorry!” he called out though he knew they wouldn’t hear him, his hands were trembling as he swerved and came to a stop by the side of the road.  
 
    Wow I really am a screw up. I was so wrapped up in myself I didn’t even see the other car. 
 
    The tears continued to fall, the windshield wipers waving frantically like the arms of a panicked pedestrian until he turned them off. How could he be so selfish? What if there was a family in that car? How could he risk hurting an innocent child or risk making them an orphan because he was too stupid to watch the road? 
 
    That’s it, I’m not moving another inch until I know I’m good to go. He turned off the engine, his hands shaking like scared puppies, her heart racing. 
 
      
 
    In his mind he knew that he had to calm down, here he was on a dark road in the middle of the night and he had to keep it together until he could reach safety, or at least somewhere warm and dry where he could rest, somewhere no one could find him. Even driving felt like too hard of task right now, he needed to be somewhere where he didn’t have to focus on anything, certainly nothing as dangerous as driving. He could pull over into a motel, somewhere where he could watch TV, find something mindless to do that he wouldn’t have to work too hard to do, but at the same time something that would help him take him mind of everything. 
 
    But his heart had other ideas, his bruised and battered heart didn’t care about anything else. It was probably the same sick, sadistic part of his mind that wouldn’t stop replaying the events over and over, torturing him with suggestions about what he could have done differently. 
 
    If she was that unhappy why didn’t she just talk to him? Outright leaving him, even if it was for his disgusting pervert of a brother and his cruel sadistic father, still would have been better than the nightmare that he had just seen, he would still be broken hearted but he wouldn’t be hurting quite as badly, he wondered if the difference would have been laughably small, like wondering if it would hurt less if he were stabbed in the heart with a dull knife instead of a sharp one, the wound would still be there, he would still be in unbearable pain. 
 
    It was his father’s words most of all that came back to haunt him, like the world’s biggest mountain rising out of a fog of pain. It was the part of him that next forgot his father’s abuse, even after he escaped his father’s house the moment he turned eighteen, part of him never forgot and haunted him in the back of his mind, every time he messed up, every time he failed, every time he was anything less than perfect there was a part of him that repeated everything his father ever said to him. 
 
    You think you’re so much better than us! His father screamed the day he came home from school to proudly present his father with the test he got an A+ on, he stammered a shook, crying that he didn’t think that at all. He stopped trying and next time he got an F, and his father screamed at him once again, you think you’re better that me? You think you’re better than all the people in the world who have to work for a living? What the matter with you boy, you think you’re too good to work? 
 
    So he coasted along with a C, not high or low enough to invoke his father’s wrath, but then he had to dodge the lectures from his teachers about how he could do better if he applied himself, if he wasn’t so lazy, nothing he did was ever good enough for anyone, nothing he did was ever good enough. He hoped to get into medical school and become a doctor, he wanted to save lives more than anything, but he didn’t have the grades. He had sacrificed his future in the career of his dreams just so his father would stop screaming at him, all in the vain hope that if he did this one more thing, then his father might finally love him. 
 
    He was a pathetic loser no matter what and deserved everything bad that happened to him. 
 
    But what did I do? He wondered miserably, sobbing and crying to the point where his nose went red and started to run. What did I do this time? I didn’t do anything, the wedding wasn’t to show up, it was Isabel who planned everything. 
 
      
 
    Exactly! He felt an unexpected amount of anger burst through the surface like a volcano he had through went dormant long ago, if they’ve been talking to her as long as they say they have, they must have known the whole wedding was her idea, and who the fuck responds to a flashy wedding by fucking the bride over a year later in front of her husband? At Christmas! 
 
    And that was the cherry on top of the shit sundae that was now his life, he wasn’t sure that he would ever enjoy Christmas ever again. He had always sort liked the holiday, he enjoyed the community cheer and general good will, even if he had to ignore the nagging sense of guilt that it was somehow his fault that his own family wasn’t as close as the ones he saw around him. 
 
    But from now on the site of a roasted turkey would just remind him of the worst thing that ever happened to him, worse than all the slaps, kicks and put downs, all the abuse he had suffered through his life. While his inner child was still making excuses for his father, wanted to believe with all his heart that his dad couldn’t possibly be that bad, he even found himself crying the word “daddy” over and over through his tears, mourning for the father he always wanted and always hoped for, the kind of father he hopes that his could be, deep deep down. It felt like someone had died and he realized it was time to stop being the hurt little boy he had been, it was time to accept that his father never truly loved him, not even deep down and he was never going to spontaneously turn into a decent father. As much as it hurt to speak ill of his father, it was time to just accept that his father was a complete and utter bastard. 
 
    Isabel, Isabel was hardly innocent in this either. She always took his family's side whenever he tried to tell her about what he had been through in his youth, always insisting that it couldn’t possibly be true, that he must be exaggerating or just remembering it wrong. 
 
     She never respected his wishes to maintain distance from them and it wasn't just naiveite, she never really cared about how much they were hurting him. She was always so selfish, he was always there when he needed her, how often did she ever really care about him?  
 
     Because of her selfishness, what should have been the happiest day of his life, their wedding, was about her, what she wanted, about how she didn’t' care about how on edge he was as long as she got what she wanted and as long as he was doing what she thought he should be doing. 
 
    He felt so cold and empty inside and he felt like something inside him had died. It felt like part of his soul had died and it was only now that he realized that part of him had died alright, it was the part of him that had wanted to believe that he could be loved. All the people who he ever loved hurt him and betrayed him for the simple joy of it, the only person in his life who ever loved him was his mother and she had died long ago, for a brief moment he wondered if he would be better off dead too, just like the only person who ever loved him.  
 
    How did a sweet, loving person like his mother end up married to such a cruel bastard? They had married young, just out of high school really and his dad got a factory job at the same time instead of going to college. He wondered if she had gotten pregnant, but he stopped that thought in his tracks, he couldn’t face the idea that he was responsible in some way for her misery, and he knew that his mother would never want him to abuse himself to blame himself for anything. Thought it would explain why his father hated him so much, and hated him even more whenever he tried to achieve anything. 
 
    Yes, it was time to accept that his father was a complete bastard. 
 
    His father might not have enjoyed the wedding, but it was no excuse to hurt him, his father never had the right to abuse him. Everything from his grades to his wedding was just an excuse to hurt him, to lash out at the son he couldn’t control, the son who was going to do so much more with his life, his father had always hated him for wanting to do better with his life and had turned his other son into a cruel twisted bastard just like him. 
 
    He thought about how badly Isabel had hurt him and it was only now that he realized how trapped he had felt in his marriage. Maybe in a cruel twisted way, maybe losing her could be the best thing that could have happened to him. 
 
    He started the car back up and drove at snail’s pace with a plan in him, he would go home and arrange to have the locks changed as soon as possible. He might not ever truly love or trust again, but that didn’t mean that his life was over, he knew that his mother would want him to live. He saw a ray of sunshine beaming through the clouds just ahead of him, lighting his way like a guiding light, that was all he needed to keep going, just one ray of hope. 
 
    It seemed like the worst thing to ever happen to him could easily become the best thing to ever happen to him, it was possible that his pain would set him free, as she was shedding all the toxic people from his life like a snake shedding a skin he no longer needed. 
 
    He didn’t know what his future had in store for him, but it was already starting to look just a little bit brighter. 
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