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Synopsis




It had seemed such a great idea at the time. Things had been going so well in the hotwife lifestyle Emily and I were enjoying with her regular new partner Ralph.



Ralph was a handsome, well-hung guy a few years younger than my beautiful early forties wife Emily – a guy who happily lived a safe two hours away from our Chicago home.



With everything going so well, I’d decided to indulge my love of danger and excitement by upping the ante. Away for eight weeks in Asia, I’d given Emily and Ralph carte blanche to spend time together and enjoy themselves. The ace up my sleeve being the small cameras I’d installed in his apartment when I’d invented a pretext to stay with him for a night.



That bit of the plan had worked like clockwork. It was just everything else that had slowly gone to shit!



Luisa, the most junior member of our work team had stumbled upon our secret and had made it clear the best way of ensuring her silence was to allow her to watch more of Ralph and Emily’s special shows.



Then one of the cameras had short-circuited and started burning – leading to discovery of my bugging of Ralph’s apartment. My incensed and enraged wife punishing me by casting me out into the cold and heading off to Vegas for a week with Ralph. A humiliation that ended up with Emily flat-out rejecting my use of our safety word. Going full-on in the other direction, engaging in a drunken three-hole gangbang with Ralph and two of his friends.



So here I am – waiting for my emergency flight home. One half of me angrily thinking through all the things I’m going to shout at Emily, the other half fearful and quaking at the thought of how much of our marriage will survive the wreckage.






















Chapter 1




Friday 25
 th
 May, UA862 Hong Kong to San Francisco



35,000 ft above the Pacific Ocean, the pampered luxury of Business Class was little protection against the emotional turbulence consuming me.



I was consumed by anger at what I’d seen and heard. At how Emily had behaved - both sexually with Ralph and his two friends, and emotionally. Her outright anger towards me, her rejection of our safety word COBRA and some of the vile words that had spewed forth from her mouth made me physically sick with anger.



Who was this woman? How had she transformed so quickly from the woman I loved and worshiped into this foul-mouthed, loose-limbed slut?



There had been such hatred, such anger – it spoke to something deep that had been festering for several months.



Not just anger at me for the way I’d spied. I understood her sense of betrayal and violation.



Her actions – tearing off her rings, taunting me for not being a real man, giving herself to a gangbanger and two other men – these spoke volumes about deeper, unresolved issues. Issues about how I’d pushed her, but also truly deep issues about her own self-image. About her own internal conflicts about the life we were now living.



I felt overwhelming anger.



Anger at her. Anger at Ralph. I wondered what things he’d said to her, whispered into her ear. Not things that would fundamentally change her outlook - she was too strong-willed for that – but certainly things that would influence and amplify her anger towards me and herself.



Part of my anger was trying to mask and compensate for my fear.



How could any rational man go through what I’d gone through and not fear for his marriage? Fear for what he’d find remaining of the original love and commitment we’d built over more than two decades.



The picture in my mind was a war-ravaged city. Parades of once fine, once proud buildings reduced to piles of rubble by bombs and shells and missiles. Life just about able to scrape by. Not really ‘life’ – just the most pitiable and abject of existences. Squalor and scraping by replacing what had once been joyful and splendid. A life of rats, fighting over husks of bread. A life of grays, soot-stained cheeks and bundles of rags replacing what had been filled with color, laughter and the full riches of life.



That was the terrifying picture in my mind when I thought about what I’d find when I landed and confronted Emily.



I’d seen such terrible things. Heard such terrible words.



‘Violation.’ ‘Betrayal.’ ‘Not a real man, a man who preferred watching, not doing, watching his wife with another rather than wanting to be with her.’



And the way she’d given herself to not just Ralph – but even to his friends. Acting like a total wanton slut, for the first time ever willing them on as she allowed Ralph to sink his huge cock all the way into her ass. Taking all three cocks in a parody of the sickest of pornos. Only Emily wasn’t some half-doped actress, tracked arms and a life of depression and abuse. She was my loving wife, scion of suburban happiness. Mother to my children, my life partner and best friend.



Her actions designed to send me the biggest of signals. A signal accompanied amplified by her non-stop commentary.
 ‘If the whole campus was soon to know our business, then she may as well get the fun that would go hand-in-hand with the destruction of her reputation?’



I was truly at a loss.



Thirteen hours I’d be locked in that little aluminum cylinder with only my anger and fears for company.



Airline movies weren’t going to cut it – only the flowing alcohol of a business class drinks trolley was going to cut it.



I think it was about the eighth gin and tonic that finally allowed me to get some peace. Finally allowed me to close my eyes and succumb to the warm, fuzzy blanket of alcohol-induced numbness.



~~~~~



It was only when the alcohol wore off and I slowly came round – two hours out from San Francisco – that my anger had dulled sufficiently to let me take a more balanced view.



My anger and fear at Emily and Ralph were both still there – but it was only now I was able to reflect on my own culpability in the sorry situation where we’d ended up. It was only now my anger at myself kicked in.



I didn’t like thinking about it, but Emily’s accusation that each time she’d wanted to stop or slow down, I’d pushed her was painfully true.



Just as I knew my own desires had gotten well and truly out of control – making me break numerous moral and legal codes.



‘For fucks sake, Tom? You bugged another guys home? That wasn’t just minor, you could go to jail for that! Barred from working with kids ever again. Losing everything. What possessed you? You out and out fool.’



All of this was bad enough, but the thing that hurt the most was that all my instincts told me I’d pushed Emily into a place that made her deeply unhappy. That’s why she’d lashed out. Getting drunk and behaving like that on camera.



‘Look, Tom. Get real. The way she’d ended up behaving hadn’t magicked up from nowhere, had it? She’d climaxed plenty during the gangbang. That wasn’t forced or imagined was it, Tom?’



‘Look man, you know it in your bones. Her anger, that drunkenness … all those things she said to you … they’re coming out of unresolved conflicts. Conflicts between her enjoyment of our games and her own self-image. Games you wouldn’t let her stop!’



These rhetorical, internal conversations tortured me. Now I’d vented at Emily and Ralph, now I was rested and less boiling over, I couldn’t stop these voices in my head. Voices telling me painful home truths.



These voices made me sick to the very bottom of my stomach.



Like any couple, Emily and I had our ups and downs.



But I loved Emily with all my heart. Always had done, always would. The idea that I’d been the one to drive her into such a painful place where she was so conflicted and internally tortured made me physically wince with shame and self-loathing.



Had I really become so selfish and short-sighted in the pursuit of my own addictive needs?



‘Fuck man … you’re a fricking disgrace! Don’t lie to yourself … you even enjoyed it when she was fucking three other guys … shouting her anger at you! You were fucking hard, man! If that’s not the pits, not out of control, then what is?’



However much I cringed and hated it, this was probably for the best.



Things were going to be difficult enough between me and Emily without the added weight of each of us trying to put all of the blame on the other. That direction was a road paved to hell.



~~~~~



Thirty minutes before we touched down, my brain was sufficiently awake to start thinking forward. Aside from the routine call I’d placed to William Kent to tell of my emergency leave, I’d placed two additional calls. One to get my ex-FBI banking buddy to start hunting out Emily’s room number, the other to Kim to come clean about our crisis and ask for her help.



Turning on my phone, I mentally pumped my fist in victory. Good on you, Dave! Dave my buddy had come through on the hotel room question. Room 548 at the Mirage. The only thing that slightly edged my victory down was the confirmation that the room was booked under Bates. Mr. R. Bates. Even after everything, a tiny part of me had held out the hope she’d been staying separately from Ralph in the hotel.



Never mind, it was a small thing.



The message from Kim was even shorter.



‘Call me, Kim x’



A quick time check – seven thirty for me, nine thirty for Kim – and with bated breath I dialed, not caring which of my neighbors would hear what.



~~~~~



“Hi Tom, how are you doing?”



Her voice was full of tenderness, full of concern.



Was that a good sign? A bad sign? Was it all over? Was that why she sounded like that?



“Hi Kim, not too bad, thanks … considering … how are you?”



“I’m fine, but that’s not really the question, is it Tom?” Her tone seamlessly switching gear, still an element of softness, but now mixed with heavy undertones of criticism and judgment.



“Boy, you really screwed up, didn’t you Tom?”



I don’t think she expected an answer, and I was certainly struck dumb and unable to give her one.



“I mean, Tom … breaking into someone’s apartment … planting listening devices … cameras … have you any idea how serious that is?”



“Hey, I didn’t break in … I was his guest!”



“Right … so that makes it all okay then?” the exasperation in her voice making me shrink to a quarter my normal size. “Is that really the way you want to go, Tom?”



Before I could answer, she continued. “Anyway, Tom, what’s done is done … it’s the future that matters more … putting right what the two of you so royally managed to screw up …”



“Talking of which, you’ll be glad to know Emily’s safe and well … away from Ralph and his friends … she’s absolutely exhausted, sleeping next door?”



“Next door?”



“Yes, she’s resting in our guest room. Lance is away on business again, so there were no awkward questions to answer … as to why Emily looked so different to normal … absolutely wrecked, barely able to string two sentences together … only just about able to drag herself into bed …”



The picture she painted wasn’t a good one, the image she described stopping me, making me silent for several long moments.



I was overjoyed that she was away from Ralph, no longer in Vegas and I said a silent prayer that I’d had the foresight to contact Kim and that my wife’s best friend had been able to get through to her.



I had a thousand and one questions – how long had she been there, what had she said to Ralph, how had Ralph taken it, what had Kim said to change her mind – but I sensed now really wasn’t the time.



“Okay, thanks, Kim … I really owe you one,” I finally said, parking all my questions.



“Hey, dipshit, I’m not doing this for you … I’m sure Emily’s not blameless, but I think you’ve got some explaining to do … I’m doing this for my friend …”



I guessed I deserved that, however small it made me feel.



“Okay … fair point … anyway … can you drop her home? She doesn’t sound like she’s in any fit state to drive or get a taxi.”



A long, pregnant silence followed.



A silence that seemed to go on forever.



“Not yet, Tom … not yet … Emily said she needs to do some thinking … get her head straight … and for what it’s worth … I think she’s right … she wants to stay here … at least for now …”










Chapter 2




Friday 25
 th
 May, Evening time Chicago



That had been the bombshell I couldn’t stop thinking about as I hurriedly changed my flight and hightailed it back to Chicago.



It was early evening by the time I arrived back and, although it was deeply frustrating, after a further conversation with Kim I reluctantly agreed to give Emily a few more hours to rest and decompress before we’d finally meet up and start putting things right.



At least that was my hope.



From my own thoughts and from what Kim had said, I was under no illusions as to how Emily was feeling and as to how serious things were.



All of which backed up Kim’s firm view that neither of us should head into this thing unless we were fully rested and ‘at our best’ – as far as either of us could be, after the last few days!



~~~~~



“Hi, honey?”



Emily looked dreadful. Now Saturday morning, she looked like she had the weight of the world on her shoulders.



I couldn’t help myself. Years and years of this simple, light and airy, heartfelt greeting. However bad the situation, the lines were too well trammeled, too deeply grooved.



Even if my greeting didn’t convey seriousness, I hoped my furrowed brow and worried expression got the message across.



Had I really reduced the woman I loved to this state?



Her eyes looked hollowed, her face was exhausted and lacking in life and energy. Her make-up - even many, many hours after the events of the gangbang - was smudged and blackening her face. She was a mere shadow of the happy, vibrant woman who I loved and who normally shared my life.



There was plenty enough blame to go around, but seeing Emily looking like this, my need to throw around blame was instantly disarmed. The only blame I was throwing around right now was horse dung aimed squarely in the direction of my own head.



“Oh, honey … sweetheart … I’m so, so sorry.” Stretching out my arms as I walked towards her, not caring about Kim’s quiet, chaperoning presence behind me, positioned there like she expected me to throw a slap or a punch.



Emily instantly pushed herself into my arms, accepting my wrapping, giant sobs, great globs of tears coming less than moments later.



For the next five, ten, fifteen minutes – we totally lost track – we were subsumed into a pit of self-pity, a pit of waterborne self-recrimination, each of us sobbing like babies that we’d been so stupid. So foolish, so self-destructive. We’d had our fun – that bit had been good – but we’d let things spin totally and utterly out of control. Driving each other and those in our orbit to the point of destruction, the point from which many couples never come back.



Like a summer storm, our howls of pain and tears bit by bit slowed, slowing and reducing until finally there were just drips and drops. The tiny droplets that hit you from branches and gutters and corners of buildings.



Slowly, slowly we were able to pull back – to look into each other’s wrecked faces, to look and see how nervous each of us was, to slowly start talking. To slowly start talking again after the last few days of nothing but angry silences and shouted words designed more to hurt and vent rage rather than to communicate.



“Sweetheart … I’m so, so sorry.” My voice crackled with emotion.



“You said that already,” she sniffed, the tiniest of smiles on her tear-stained face. Her gentle put down the most wonderful of signs that we’d get through this.



The next thing I felt was the feel of Kim’s arms wrapped around me, wrapped around us, her own tears briefly setting off all three of us again before we managed to catch ourselves.



“You two are idiots … utter idiots … but you’re my idiots, and I love you … so, kiss and make up, and don’t do it again … okay?”



“Okay!” we chimed, looking across at our dear friend.



Feeling like a chastised child, I felt like saying
 ‘yes, mommy’
 – but that was just a bit too much humor for a moment like this.



~~~~~



Emily and I did kiss and make up.



Kim had the good sense and discretion to withdraw from her own guest room and leave us to it.



Talking would come later, right now both of us wanted something more basic, more carnal as a way of reconnecting.



As my shaking fingers urgently pulled at her clothing, I was face-to-face with the evidence of what had happened just over two days ago in Vegas.



When I looked at the marks on her boobs, neck and ass, the adage ‘what happens in Vegas …’ seemed entirely inappropriate. The markings the men had given her – presumably with her full consent and agreement – had very much not stayed in Vegas. They’d traveled seventeen-hundred miles cross country to give me a painful reminder of just what had gone down. Of just what Emily had been only too happy to let them do to her sexy forty-four-year-old body.



But even as I looked at the hickeys, bite marks and love bites, I felt that shameful tingling in my groin. I was already aroused at the thought of making love to Emily, but seeing these marks on the soft flesh of her boobs and assorted her places sent a wave of adrenaline surging through my shoulders and tummy. What was wrong with me? Would I ever rid myself of this sickness?



The touch of Emily’s warm, squeezing fingers insistently pulling at my cock pushed the demons into the background.



‘Oh baby, those sharp nails of yours feel so damned good. How did you get so good? How do you know just how good to make it feel?’



Falling backwards, she wanted me on top of her, wanted me inside her, husband and wife reconnecting just as nature intended.



I wanted that too. Wanted it so badly. But something in my head – some slithering, hissing serpent told me different. Told me to lap and lick at her cheating, slutty cunt. To nibble and suck, blow and tease, to make her realize that despite everything that had gone before, I didn’t reject her. I owned it, owned her. That this was something we were in together – had made together – would correct together.



The moment she felt my body not moving as she expected, I felt her pulling at my shoulders, trying to pull me higher, trying to pull me so my cock would go into the slot where she wanted it.



But then as she realized my new target, as she felt my warm breath on her most secret of places, a switch clicked in her brain. It was like she was on the same wavelength, instantly wanting what I wanted. She wanted to be the recipient, as much as I wanted to be the giver. Her hands no longer pulling at my shoulders, now pushing insistently on the back of my head, pushing me closer, pushing me tighter.



Hearing her moans as I nibbled and lapped, feeling her fingers tangling and pulling at my hair, feeling the pressure of her hands needing me was utterly wonderful. Reminding me of all the wonderful times we’d shared, giving me deep reassurance that despite the stormy last few days, Emily and I were still sound. Our foundations undiminished, still firm and strong.



Shit, her pussy was battered. Even more than two days on, her pussy lips still gaped partway open. I guess a cock as fat as Jorge’s will do that to a pussy. Make a permanent or near-permanent impression on its shape – inside and out. A thought that made me shiver.



‘What would I find when I fucked Emily? When I entered her, would she still feel me? Would I still feel her?’
  A second shiver running through my shoulders, down my spine as the voices asked the question. The shiver going hand-in-hand with the hardening of my cock. A cock that spent much of the last few hours fearful and shrunken. A cock that now felt far more confident about the future and was so once again able to start enjoying the kinky side of things.



Waiting to answer this question only added to my anticipation and excitement, forcing me to push the thoughts away so I could concentrate on Emily’s pussy.



“Oh fuck … oh fuck … yes, yes, baby … mmm … yeah … so good … love it, love it …”



Her voice was breathy and low, each word sounding like part of a chant, her emotions so deep and happy she sounded quasi-religious in her commitment to what we were doing. In the reconnection we were making, in the pleasure my mouth on her pussy was giving, giving to her tender cheating pussy. A pussy she’d so recently given to three other men, given to them in an orgy of anger directed fully and squarely at me.



As I continued to use every trick I knew to make her moan and writhe even more, my fingers were next to her little rose bud and I was suddenly helpless against the desire to explore. To see and feel and understand what lasting impact Emily’s anal deflowering had left.



Pushing her legs a little higher did the trick, pulling her ass of the bed and exposing her back passage to my wide-eyed exploration.



It wasn’t a mess, wasn’t wildly different to how it had been before. But it was definitely different. There was a stretching and reddening that was new, that showed that something had happened here. That I was definitely looking at the scene of the crime. The crime of when my furious wife had given her anal virginity to a man other than me to punish me.



Emily knew what I was doing – I could feel it in the tensing of her body – but she didn’t know what my heart was telling me to do next. As my slithering, flicking tongue left the wholesomeness of her love bud and instead licked it’s way down her love lips to the site just a few inches lower. Now flicking and playing with her dirty little hole. Playing around the edges of the crater before nudging into the middle. My hands urgently pulling at her ass left and right, wanting to push the tip of my tongue in further, wanting to get more of a reaction, wanting to win more noise and more squirming.



“Fuck, Tom … no, no … that’s dirty …”



“It wasn’t dirty when Ralph put his huge cock up there … fucked you in the ass … shot his spunk deep into your ass … so why’s it dirty now?” I managed to blurt out between burrowing explorations.



“No … no, Tom … you’re my husband,” she protested, trying to pull me away but not strong enough. Her body sending mixed messages – hand pulling me away, her shaking thighs and tummy telling me how much she loved it.



Hearing her protests, knowing her conflicted emotions, I knew there was only one thing to do. One thing to do to quash my carnal desires, one thing to do to make it right, make it right in her mind and in my own.



“No, Tom … no.” I knew she’d say this. Even before I started turning her over onto her tummy, I knew she’d say this and the truth is it excited me. There was something deep within my caveman DNA that needed this. That needed not just to reclaim her pussy, but to reclaim the one part of her Ralph had and which I’d never known.



She was now in position. Lying in the middle of the bed, flat – pulled to the end so that I could stand and had maximum flexibility, her own toes barely touching the ground either side of my legs.



Standing between her legs, feeling the softness of her flesh, having the woman who’d so recently tormented me vulnerable and at my mercy felt wonderful. I shouldn’t admit that, even saying it makes me feel guilty and terrible. But it did feel good – amazingly good.



“No, Tom … please …”



“Em, ssshhh … you know it’s right … I’m your husband … think how good it will feel to have me in there … to have me in your forbidden chamber … baby, I’ll always love you … we’ll always have that pure, wholesome part to our love … why not add a little devil to the angels?”



I was rubbing my cockhead up and down against her love lips, against her love bud as I spoke. Wetting the head of my cock, getting her more excited and compliant. Win-win, making us both ready for what I was determined to take back from Ralph.



~~~~~



It was a bittersweet thought. A bittersweet thought as I pushed upwards, knowing that I was nowhere near as big as him. That the resistance, the sheer unnaturalness of it would be far less pronounced than when Ralph had done this just two days ago.



He’d stretched her open. Open wide, gone deep – nine inches deep into her guts, making her writhe and moan, giving her a first taste of a new and exciting sexual experience. Not only taking two men – double-penetrated, one huge cock in her ass, another stretching her pussy wider than ever before – but also triple-penetrated.



‘Airtight’ as the purveyors of porn sell it, the most vulgar and fulfilling of experiences available to a woman. Simultaneously the most worshiped and most submissive of acts.



The woman attractive enough, desirable enough to be the center of attention for not just for one or two males, but for three. Leaving two other, less desirable, less attractive women mate less, without a man to love and protect and breed. Downright greedy when thought of in this way.



What woman wouldn’t be excited and aroused to be worshiped in this way? Answer, the kind of woman who was focusing on the flip side of the coin.



The kind of woman who was focusing on the utter, utter submissiveness of the act. An act that normally combined both love and physical purpose turned into nothing more than a display of male desire and need and the ability of a single female to satisfy not just one, or two but three men at once.



The ability not up for debate in a physical sense – that was self-evident – the question at hand was whether the woman was willing to prostrate herself in this way. To put aside virtually everything she’d been taught by society and family and just act as nothing more than a writhing, squealing, sobbing hole for three male members. For three male members and their love juices which would inevitably be pumped into each of her three orifices.



Lots of words, but justified. What Emily had done was the most carnal and venal thing she’d ever allowed herself to do in her forty-four years of life – and she’d chosen to do it not with me, but with another man.



As I felt my groin nestle up against her love lips – a strange and not unpleasant sensation compared to where I normally bumped against – this wrongness was the thing I was righting. Was the thing I was putting right.



“I love you baby … and now I’m going to fuck you … fuck your ass … fuck you IN the ass …”



The words sounded good as I heard them through my own ears, noticing that Emily had unscrewed her eyes and was staring up at me. A vacant look, a look of acceptance and acquiescence in her eyes. So different to the fiery, rabid look of revenge and anger I’d seen in her face when she’d given herself to Ralph, Jorge and Vince.



“Okay …” The word was nervous and whispered.



“I love you, baby.” I kissed her, wanted to reassure her. “I won’t think any the less of you … I promise … I just need to do this … to take you back … to fully take you back …”



She flung her arms around me, crushing my mouth with her own. A kiss that knocked the breath out of me and that went on and on.



“Fuck me, honey … fuck your naughty, slutty wife … take back what I gave away … fuck me hard, baby … fuck me really hard …”



Her voice getting louder and harder the more she spoke, the more she worked herself up.



“Come on, baby … fuck me harder than they did … make up for it, honey … make up for it … do me harder.”



She had the naughtiest, most wicked of smiles curling on her lips as she said this. Deliberately not spelling it out. Her taunted encouragement more effective for the fact that her oblique use of the word ‘it’ forced me to be the one to fill in the blanks.



‘Size.’ ‘Cock size.’ ‘Bigger, better, longer, thicker, younger, more potent.’



Why didn’t she just come out and say it?



Because as any psychologist or trainer will tell you, get someone to say it themselves rather than just be told it is ninety percent of the battle. The most surefire way of ensuring buy-in and really embedding a thought.



Emily’s mind games did their work as I intertwined my fingers with hers and pushed her arms all the way back, flat and as far as they would go either side of her head.



My stomach punctured by a rapier-like realization that the fingers I was cradling with my own were still ringless. Still naked, shorn of the little symbols of love and ownership I’d placed there to ward away other men. For some reason the pain in my gut balanced by a ripple of excitement in my head. Excitement at the thought my wife was still naughty – open for business, available to other men and advertising the fact. This wicked thought just making me want her even more, making me think back to how hungry I’d been for her all those years ago when she was still a Miss and I was desperate to have her.



~~~~~



My head no longer intent on loving and worshiping her pussy and her ass, it was intent on adding further marks on her boobs. Sucking at her swollen nipples, nibbling until temporarily her sounds told me to back off, biting three-four-five times. Each time leaving a mark, each time drawing a little blood – the look that passed between us telling me despite the pain she wanted it. That she knew my need for balance and reciprocity and that her own heart wouldn’t rest easy until the scales were even.



If my hands and my head were busy, my hips and cock weren’t slacking. Being deep in Emily’s ass for the first ever time felt sublime and wonderful. Despite the size of what Ralph had pushed in there, she still felt tight, the tightness of her grip making me have to concentrate hard so as I didn’t blow to early.



I knew that I’d never have the same physical effect as a Ralph or as a Jorge – life never gives you everything – but as I slammed away this feeling of partial inadequacy just spurred me on. Just raised the fires of anger and need to hotter and hotter levels, making me work all parts of Emily’s body harder. My right hand now adding to the orchestra as it rubbed and played with her clit.



“Cum for me, cum for me, baby …” I desperately called out, my eyes locked on her own … my own cock and need was getting close and I could tell from her faraway look she too was getting close.



“Come on baby … give it up … cum for me … cum for daddy …”



‘Daddy’?



How fucking stupid, where had that come from?



Never mind, I really didn’t care. My cock was burning a hole in her ass and I knew I was moments away from blowing my load. From unloading my load deep into her guts.



“Fuck, baby … fuck … I love you … need you … yeah, baby … yeah … here it comes …”



Her body starting to spasm, her hips bucking up and down, bucking up and down as jolt upon jolt of electricity discharged through her brain. Her body squeezing me, squeezing me as my cock leapt upwards and pumped everything I had deep into her ass. A new and warm home that I fully intended to enjoy after today’s maiden voyage. Although there was nothing ‘maiden’ about what Emily and I had just done, had just added to our sexual repertoire.










Chapter 3




Saturday 26
 th
 May, Chicago



Lying there, listening to my heart slowly recovering, feeling the softness of Emily’s splayed hair on my chest, I marveled at just how well things had turned out.



Sitting mid-air yesterday at 35,000 feet never in my wildest dreams did I imagine that Emily and I would so quickly and so deeply have reunited and reconnected. Listening to the lovely sound of her restful breathing, I knew it bore testament to the depth of our love.



We’d screwed up, screwed up big time – but we both knew this and however angry and frightened we’d each been feeling, each one of us loved the other in such a selfless way that we were prepared to put our own pain and anger on the back-burner. Putting the other first, responding to the pain and hurt we saw and giving in to the overwhelming desire to comfort and reconnect.



Emily was in a light sleep – at least that’s what the rhythmic, shallow sound of her sleeping told me – and I couldn’t resist playing with her soft, long hair.



The bible calls it a woman’s ‘crowning glory’ (1 Cor 11:15), and my fingers ran through it like a child running through a sunlit, summer field I thought that was spot on. Emily’s ‘crowning glory’ – I’d always loved playing with her hair. It reminded me of all the things she had that I didn’t – reminded me of how I’d always loved touching and playing with her body. How she’d loved it just as much as I did, the magic of coupledom, the magic of sex as God’s gift to strengthen love. Like so many people, I’d been brought up religious but somehow the passing years had dulled that enthusiasm.



“Whad ya thinkin’?”



She was awake. The sleep had either been a sham – designed to lull me into false security or because she’d wanted to enjoy my hair play a little longer – or she’d just woken up. The playful voice – borrowed from some long-forgotten comedy scene – made me smile, as she knew it always did.



“What am I thinking?” My own voice the opposite, delivered with perfect academic clarity and forceful tone.



“What I am thinking, dear wife, is which do I enjoy more … playing with my wife’s lovely, feminine, glorious hair … or fucking her in the ass …”



A slap and a giggle was my reward.



“You so bad … so bad,” her squeaky little comedic voice informed me, still not bothering to lift or even move her head from where it was comfortably resting.



~~~~~



Even though I’d already cum once, Emily’s playful teasing, my long separation and the pit of anxiety I’d just escaped all had my desire for her swelling again. A desire that my free hand rubbing at her nipple, making her moan appreciatively, started acting on. The rubbing finally leading to Emily re-arranging her body, lifting her head so that her lips came within my kissing range. The two of us soon engaged with a much slower and more tender love-out than the torrid reclaiming that had come first.



When we’d satisfied ourselves again, this time emotionally and physically, my instincts told me the inevitable downpour of talking and thinking would soon follow. We both knew there was much to be discussed, many grievances to be aired and answered.



I won’t list them all out.



There was nothing new, nothing really surprising. It was the acts of listening respectfully, of being genuinely sorry that were most important. That and understanding the true depth of each other’s pain, upset and fear.



When it was all over – the last cloud had burst and floated away, just the odd residual drip left – we looked at each other.



“Never again.”



We actually said it at exactly the same moment, which of course made us laugh and smile, a soft and loving kiss following just behind. The next hour spent just holding each other.



~~~~~



Over the next few days, we both made a conscious effort to look forward, not back. The weekend was spent going out to the movies and theater, eating at restaurants we’d not tried since our return from New York and generally just spending as much time together as a couple as we could.



The trip I’d been leading in Asia still had three weeks left to run and I decided to postpone any decisions for at least three or four days. My position was funded by the bank and I had enough connections with wealthy donors not to worry about any decision I might take, so I wasn’t afraid to do the right thing. To make my marriage and family the priority for the next few days.



It was actually during a lovely, romantic Tuesday morning stroll that the full picture of what happened when I was airborne emerged – all sparked by the type of silly comment I’d always been wont to make.



Hand-in-hand walking in Garfield Park, my belly was full and satisfied after brunch and I idly commented, “Wonder if I can get a refund on my SF to Vegas ticket?”



The comment was meant more to myself than Emily, but she picked up anyway.



“Is that all you’re worried about?”



She didn’t mean it in a nasty way, and in the context of how close to the edge we’d got in our games, I saw her point.



“The next thing you’ll be telling me is that you want to expense out those nasty little bugging devices you put all over poor Ralph’s apartment …”



“Poor old Ralph! Poor old Ralph! I don’t think there’s anything poor or old about that bag of shite … the man who got himself and his buddies to pull a train on my wife … I give him the keys to the house, and that’s how he repays my hospitality …”



The whole conversation, the whole tone of it surprised me.



Coming back from Asia, I’d been convinced Emily and I were headed for a major blow-out and a long and rocky road to recovery. The things she’d said, the things she’d done, the way I’d been feeling and hurting – all of that pointed at troubled waters and suddenly I felt the need to say something.



“Emily, honey … all that stuff that happened those last few days … is it just me? I thought it was going to be more difficult than this. I still can’t believe we’re here like this … walking in the park, holding hands … all feeling good with the world … not skulking in the corner of the house … avoiding each other, all grouchy … each step rebuilding feeling like a thousand steps … lead weights around our ankles for each …”



“So you want grouchy?” her teasing voice asked, before she corrected herself, realizing I wanted and needed a serious conversation.



“Look, Tom, honey … we did talk about all this, Saturday … we got it out of our system, well, as much as we can do for now … we both screwed up … you in all your pushing, in all that spying and lying … me in what I did that last week, how I vented my anger … how I didn’t stick to our agreement about our safety word …”



“But, sweetheart,” she continued. “The way I look at it is that we know all that … we had a few crazy, stupid, weeks … but that doesn’t negate twenty plus years of love … we’re just human, we screwed up … screwed up big time … we’re just lucky that, unlike some other couples, we love each other enough and are smart enough to right the cart and get the wheels back on track …”



‘Right the cart, get the wheels back on the track.’
  That sounded like something I’d say. Made our love and marriage sound like a rickety old shopping trolley!



Despite her poor choice of words, I knew Emily was right. Although one thing Emily said stuck in my mind like an annoying piece of meat stuck in your teeth.



For the next few minutes I tried to ignore it, but it was just too annoying, its significance scratching and itching against the flesh of my mind too much. Maybe I was over analyzing, but even if I was, I just had to know.



“Emily, when you were talking about how we screwed up … you only ever mentioned how you screwed up
 ‘in that last week’
 … does that mean you’re okay with everything aside from what happened that week?”



“You mean aside from all your lying and cheating and spying on me and Ralph?” I don’t know how she did it – but she managed to make even these words sound light-hearted and humorous. Her question forcing an embarrassed nod of the bed from yours truly.



“Well, Tom, honey … I guess that’s a good question … I’ll not deny that I enjoyed everything that led up to that crazy week in Vegas … I think we both did … but then again, I can’t help but wonder if we’re always going to get problems like that if we play these kind of games … live this kind of life … I think that’s what the last couple of weeks have taught us …”



Emily’s answer gave me pause for thought. It seemed a little more open-ended than maybe things were in my own mind.



After we’d made love and reconnected, we’d both said ‘never again’ – but the slightly open-ended nature of Emily’s answer left me pondering what she’d meant by that. ‘Never again’ to this whole lifestyle, or just ‘never again’ to a week like the one in Vegas, when we’d fought and gotten things so horribly wrong.



“So, what does that mean, exactly?” I’ve always hated uncertainty and not knowing, and right now I felt like I was right in the middle of such a tunnel, things nowhere near as clear as I’d have liked.



“I think it means we need to at least take a pause … take stock, work out if there’s anyway to get the good bits which we liked, but without all the shit that came along right at the end …”



“And Ralph?”



“Well, it’s not exactly fair to him … after all, most of this was on us, not him … but for now, and as long as you’re pissed at him … I think Ralph’s in the rear view mirror … don’t you?”



I was reassured at Emily’s calm detachment.



In fact, I was so reassured I couldn’t help picking at one particularly dangerous and painful scab.



“And what about your feelings for him?”



“My feelings for him? Don’t be so dramatic, Tom … you make me sound like he’s the love of my life.” She was looking at me in a way that told me she was a little irked by my question, but which also conveyed exactly which man was the love of her life – however much he might be annoying her right now.



“My feelings for him aren’t a problem … that is, not unless my dumbass, low EQ husband chooses to make them a problem,” kissing me on the cheek and touching the tip of my nose as she playfully told me off.



“Honey, I get why you’re feeling a little insecure right now … a little raw, rough around the edges … but you’re the only man for me … and you always will be.”



~~~~~



Hearing these words was wonderful – it did wonders for my ego and levels of fear. But in some ways I wish Emily had given me less reassurance, had maybe been less composed and more in my column in terms of fearfulness.



The trouble was that by making me feel so good, in giving me such reassurance she gave the first fluid ounce of oxygen to desires I believed I’d snuffed out. Not just snuffed out, but fully stomped all over and eradicated.



Although I can’t deny that parts of me had enjoyed watching Emily’s slutty performance with Ralph, Jorge and Vince – since things had gone south, I hadn’t spent a single moment hankering for a return to the hotwife lifestyle for Emily.



It was like the near death-experience had inoculated me against wanting it. Yes, I’d enjoy it. And yes, if we started it up, I’d enjoy parts of it again. But I’d experienced such pain, such fear – it was like being face-to-face with the devil and looking into his diabolical eyes – that I had no desire to go back there.



But now that Emily had reassured me in such a natural and fulsome way – even on the fault line topic of her feelings for Ralph – it was like I could hear the first murmurings of those little demons at the back of my brain.



~~~~~



Over the coming days we (or should that be I) came to a number of decisions.



Decision one was that, however much I wanted to, I wasn’t going to press Emily to clarify some of the things she’d said while we’d been walking in the park.



Ralph was the big question swirling around my head.



‘He’s in the rear view mirror … for now … as long as you’re pissed at him …’



That’s what she’d said, and it begged all kinds of questions. Questions that the hammering sledgehammer in my head was gagging to ask. But my instincts told me to leave it, that this was one of those things where you just had to be patient, see how things developed and then act from there.



From what Emily had said, and how she’d said it, I was confident nothing would happen in the near term – which right now was the only thing that mattered. It was the medium and far term that Emily’s words had left opaque, with swirling mists of fear. Swirling mists of fear that gave cover to those little demons who I thought I’d banished forever.



There was no way I wanted any of that back, I’d received such a fright the demons were weak and powerless, but the mere fact they were alive and breathing and Emily had been so unclear about anything but now gave them air.



Even from what she’d said, I was sure she’d want nothing more to do with Ralph unless much time had passed and I told her I was a hundred percent okay with it. Reassuring to my rational brain, but meat and drink to the demons, holding out hope and telling them that if they worked on me, they might have their day. All of which made me afraid at where things might one day end up.



Decision two related to my Asia trip. The trip still had three weeks to run when I picked up my bat and ran all the way back home. One week in Singapore for Southeast Asia, followed by two weeks in India.



As things settled down between Emily and I, my mind turned to whether I should return and whether I should be alone or ask Emily to come with me.



The Singapore leg of the trip was well and truly blown – too late for that. The only questions were what to do with the two weeks in India.



The moment I started thinking about it properly, I knew I needed to go. To date I’d been nowhere near as productive as I needed to be, either physically or mentally AWOL for much of the trip. I’d been the one who’d fought so hard for the trip, and I also owed it to the other three to put in an appearance and try to make-up for my earlier half-assed efforts.



Then the only question became ‘what to do about Emily.’



I seriously thought about asking her to come with me. Not because I was worried about leaving her alone with Ralph, but because India’s got some amazing places to visit. On the one weekend we had between the south and our New Delhi / Mumbai commitments, we could go and see the Taj Mahal and the Red Fort of Agra.



But the more I thought about it, it was a hell of a lot of effort and trouble to go to when I knew I’d be hyper busy for most of the time and so any time Emily and I would get together would be fag ends of time rather than a proper break.



We talked it through, but in the end we both agreed it was impractical. We’d rather do it properly – promising ourselves we’d do it properly in the next couple of years.



Nothing much of note (aside from the tedious work stuff) happened in the two weeks of India – aside from me answering some awkward and probing questions from Luisa with half-honest answers. By mid-June I was safely back in Chicago, having worked my butt off to try and make up for lost time.



Nothing had happened with Ralph while I was away. At least, as far as I was aware it hadn’t. I’d not looked at Emily’s phone tracker or our home CCTV feeds even once. I’d been sorely tempted, but fear of how Emily might react if she ever found out acted as a wonderful deterrent to keep me strong.



So, in a sense I had to rely on Emily’s honesty that nothing had happened. Whatever extreme things had happened, she’d never lied so I was as certainty as I could be that nothing had changed for her while I was away – Ralph wasn’t part of her current plans.



I wondered at whether he’d contacted her. After all, it would be kind of weird if he hadn’t – given how close they’d been before and how much time they’d just spent together.



I thought about asking Emily if he had contacted her, but for a mix of different reasons, I decided against. Partly because I thought it would make me look weak and paranoid. Partly because I thought it might make Emily think I didn’t trust her – which I did, the issue had never been one of trust. But also, partly because that tiny little flame of doubt, of not knowing (even if it was just hypothetical rather than real) felt like a familiar old friend.



After all, although it now seemed like a lifetime ago, it was like I was getting a tiny portion of the ‘knowing, not knowing’ game we’d both enjoyed playing before my Asia trip. When Emily would go off to meet ‘friends’, keeping me in the dark as to whether or not it was Ralph she was meeting, or it was someone else. A game that each and every time we’d played it had kept me fully buzzed and on the edge of my seat until Emily either revealed her hand or came back home to me.



So, although in my heart I knew I was perfectly safe leaving Emily in Chicago, that tiny, tiny flicker of not being totally certain of what was going on provided me with my own personal version of methadone. Just enough of a hit to keep me happy, but all the while knowing in my heart having the rock-solid reassurance that nothing was really going on.



Flying back home, with so much time on my hands on the long intercontinental flight, I couldn’t help but reflect again on just how well things had turned out compared to what I’d expected when I’d last made this long flight back to the US. I was happy about this but I was enough of a realist to know that just because things had gone so well for three weeks didn’t mean they’d stay that way indefinitely. I wondered how things would develop going forward.










Chapter 4




Sunday 17
 th
 June, Chicago O’Hare



“Mrs. Davies, lovely to see you again.”



Emily and I had just kissed and hugged in the busy arrivals hall, and now it was time for everyone else to say their hellos. Laura and William had been greeted by her sister who was here to drive them home, and Luisa’s aunt was here to perform the same favor for her weary niece.



“Please, call me Emily.” My wife’s smile to the younger woman one part genuine for each one-part raw embarrassment.



I don’t think she meant anything by it, but there was definitely the beginnings of a suppressed smirk on Luisa’s face. She was trying her best, but maybe she was attempting the impossible.



“How was the flight, Luisa?”



Fair play to Emily, despite her evident discomfort at the things the young assistant knew about her, she was trying her best to build bridges.



“Fine thanks,” and then like some latter-day miracle I watched as the awkwardness seemed to melt away. Instinctively each of them knew that the other was making a huge effort and they seemed to warm to each other as they started chatting about all kinds of things. What was your favorite place? How was it having Tom away for so long? What were the practical results like? The questions, the chat went on and on.



The only two questions which didn’t get asked being the pair of questions that were burning away between them. ‘You’re not going to tell anyone, are you?’ and ‘Tell me what it was like, I want to know all the gory details.’



By the time they’d finished and we were heading to our respective parking lots Emily had really taken me by surprise – issuing a ‘you must come to dinner invite to Luisa.’



“Think of it this way, Tom … the more she thinks of me as a person, as another woman, a mom with kids … the less likely she is to gossip and destroy our reputation.



Good call, Mrs. Davies! Smart and sexy, I’d definitely married up all those years ago.



The rest of the car journey also contained interesting conversation.



“In case you’ve been wondering Tom,” she looked across from her driver’s seat to leave me in no doubt she knew damned well I’d thought of it the odd hundred or so times, “Ralph did ring while you were away … it wasn’t a long conversation … I thanked him for a lovely time in Vegas and for an exciting and memorable fling, but told him that for now it was no dice … that given everything that had happened, it was best if we said our goodbyes and just kept the good memories … that you and I didn’t want to play anymore.”



Aside from the initial glance across at me, Emily had told me all of this with eyes on the road, looking straight ahead. I could hardly complain, but it was deeply frustrating and maybe that had been her intention, so I couldn’t read her so easily.



As her words seeped into my mind, I found myself wondering when he’d called. It was three weeks since Emily had left him cock in hand in Vegas and two weeks since I’d left her by herself in Chicago. Common sense said he might have tried her while I was still back in the States, but that she’d ignored him. But that she’d spoken to him pretty much as soon as I was gone – to get it over and done with.



“Honey … I trust you.” It was important she really knew this. “So, despite my understandable anxiety, I’m not going to ask you anything else. If there’s anything else of relevance, I know you’ll tell me.”



Ker-ching! Jackpot … her luminous smile, no longer looking at the road, told me I’d said just the right thing. I was still as inquisitive as hell, but it was a price worth paying for that smile and all it signified.



~~~~~



Getting back home, relaxing after an urgent but tender bout of love making, I adopted a similarly gentle and diplomatic approach.



“Em, honey … I hope you don’t think I’m prying.” (
 ‘I’m your husband, I’ve got every damned right to pry if I like,’
 is really what I meant.) “So please only tell me what you’re comfortable with … but what was it Kim said to you that got you to come home?”



If I’d asked this earlier – three weeks had now passed – I don’t think I’d have gotten an answer. And even three weeks on I could tell from her cheeks and her voice this was a touchy subject for Emily. We’d talked about how I’d hurt her and how she’d hurt me, but my instincts had told me to stay away from the behavior of that final gangbang evening.



Sure, in the heat of passion I’d alluded to it – when I’d demanded that Emily take my much smaller cock up her ass. But that was different. That was in the heat of passion and it was a million miles away from the kind of serious conversation I was inviting now.



With burning cheeks and a taut, anxiety-riddled voice box, Emily hesitantly started with a sigh. “Hhh … oh, Tom … why did you have to ask me that? You know it’s hugely embarrassing for me, right?”



Stroking her hair, I surprised myself with my intervention. “Honey, I get that you may feel embarrassed … there’s probably not much I can do about that … but I want to remind you that I played a big part in making you so mad you did things which were new and maybe out of character … and I also want to remind you that we’re two consenting adults … until we screwed it all up, we were both enjoying doing all kinds of things we never thought we’d do in a million years …”



She looked at me with loving, emotional eyes. “I love you Tom … I’m so glad I chose wisely … when I decided which man to give my heart to …”



I felt tears in my own eyes as I kissed her softly.



“I understand what you’re saying Tom, and you’re right … and part of me loved every moment of what happened that night.” It sounded like she’d been about to count out their names from that night, but her embarrassment caused a change of heart. “But when I spoke to Kim, when she told me a few home truths, about how we were risking what she knew we cared about most, it was like the light suddenly came crashing in. Like opening the drapes into a dusty, cobwebbed room that’s not seen light in forever … I suddenly realized she was right and that I needed to get away from there … stop acting in anger … start doing the things I wanted to do, not what other people might be cajoling and manipulating me to do …”



Emily’s stream of consciousness had run its course. We just looked into each other’s eyes, two people each of whom would always put the other first, each of whom knew the true definition and depth of love. Each of us craning our necks forward at the same instant so we could feel the soft caress of lips on lips, sucking in the breath from each other’s mouths.



“Thank you, honey … thank you for sharing, I know that wasn’t easy … and sorry that I played such a big part in putting you in that position.”



Her soft, almost shy smile melted my heart. How, even after all these years together, could she still melt my heart with such simple actions.



“And like I said earlier,” I added, “please don’t think you were on your own in this thing … we’ve both learned to like new things these last few months … honey, if you’re embarrassed to admit you enjoyed a lot of what happened … I’m just as embarrassed and ashamed to admit I enjoyed watching …”



There was just the slightest of twinkles in Emily’s eyes. Even in moments like this, she could always see the funny side of things. It was one of the things I loved about her.



“Ashamed to admit you enjoyed watching, or ashamed to admit you enjoyed watching and wa ….”



“I don’t think there’s a need to clarify that, thank you very much,” I harrummed over the top of her.



“Poor baby,” she teased as she snuggled into me. “He wants his wifey to spill her guts, to confess to all kinds of nastiness … but for some reason, he’s all coy and shy about talking about playing with his little winkie.” The word ‘little’ delivered with an exaggerated volume and length, albeit spoken with the most innocent of smiles.



This woman would be the death of me – but at least I’d die with a smile on my face.



~~~~~



Now that I was back and Emily had made it clear to Ralph that she wasn’t interested in continuing their affair any time soon, it was remarkable how quickly things got back to normal.



Apart from all the routine events of academic and family life, pretty much the only thing of note which happened in the month after I came back was when Emily made good on her offer to invite Luisa around for dinner.



It was a Friday night and the booze was flowing freely – but even without this, I think the two of them would have gotten along like a house on fire.



I recall their first meeting when we’d been flying out – when Emily seemed non-plussed about the idea of this very attractive young lady being in close proximity with her husband for eight whole weeks, the other two in the party already a couple.



But now the vibe was totally different.



Emily’s original intention might have been to influence Luisa so that there was less chance of her spilling the beans on the slutty antics of the professor’s wife – but before the first hour and first bottle of wine was finished, the dynamic had totally changed.



The fact that Luisa was similar in age to our own daughter surely helped. But after the meal, when I left the room to use the bathroom, I came back to find the two of them discussing the kinds of things that even a mother and daughter as close as Emily and Alice wouldn’t feel comfortable discussing.



I knew something was up when I came back through the door to be greeted by two heads instantly turning in my direction, turning towards each other for a moment of silence before the pair of them turned back and burst out in howls of laughter.



My face instantly turned crimson red and I had zero doubts as to what they were discussing. When I’d finally recovered enough to squeeze sound out, I squawked, “and what exactly would the two of you be talking about, as if I couldn’t guess?”



A flicked look to Emily, a flick back and a smirk at her boss’s boss. “Oh, nothing really, your wife was just explaining how this all started … how big things can grow from the smallest of acorns.” The two of them instantly bursting out in further laughter at my expense.



Seeing my discomfort, my half-drunk wife flounced across, ruffled my hair and gave me a big hug, kissing me and leaving the largest of lipstick rings on my cheek.



“It all in good fun, honey. You know what us girls are like when we get a few drinks inside us and get talking about the seedy side of life.” She kissed me again, still hugging me tight as she turned back to the younger woman. “It’s just Luisa was asking me how it all got started … and what’s in it for you … so I was just explaining how, like for so many men, it’s all about a little penis envy … a little penile insecurity.”



“Am I forgiven?” She looked at me with hugely exaggerated, big doe-like eyes that I was incapable of resisting. When I’d given her the requested forgiveness, I tried to slip off to my den to avoid further embarrassment, but Emily was having none of it. Pulling me down to sit next to her on the sofa while Luisa sat on the other side of her and the two of them continued their bawdy conversation.



Like with all forms of pain, you slowly become inured to the sensation and so as I sat there listening to Emily telling Luisa every sordid little detail I slowly stopped squirming and blushing.



If she’d have asked me, I’d have totally denied it, but by the end I was actually getting some weird type of masochistic thrill from sitting there listening to my wife telling another woman all about my secret fantasy and how it had led my wife into the arms and bed of a younger, better endowed and extremely handsome man.



“Oh, Emily,” Luisa drunkenly cackled. “I’ve had such fun tonight … tell me, how do I get myself a man like Tom? A loving, dependable, family type … but one who’s prepared to let me ride a sports car at the weekend.”



When their laughter had finally died down, my drink-soaked wife tried her best to be serious for a moment.



“Dunno … is there anyone at the university you got your eye on? Want me to run the rule over him to see if my finely-tuned antennae tell me he’s made of the right stuff?”



More laughter, but also something else. Some small hint, some small blush from Luisa that registered with my wife’s feminine intuition.



“Luisa … we’re all friends here … I couldn’t have been more open and honest with you this evening … is there something you’re not telling me? Have you got a bit of a crush on my Tom? Have you got yourself a bit of a papa complex?”



Suddenly sobering up at eight hundred miles an hour, the bright red shade of her cheeks gave it away.



“Luisa … you little minx!”



“I’m so sorry, Emily … are you mad at me?” she nervously asked, even though Emily was smiling, finding the whole thing hilarious.



The big hug she gave Luisa was the best way of giving her an answer.



“Of course I’m not angry … maybe if I didn’t know you … like that first time at the airport … then I’d wanted to scratch your eyes out … but now that we’re girlfriends, of course I don’t mind … it’s kind of sweet … kind of a backhanded compliment, that my man can still attract a beautiful young woman like you … actually makes me feel better about myself …”



Luisa looked mighty relieved, laughing as Emily delivered her last words on the topic. “But even so … hands off … he’s my cuckold … if you want that lifestyle, you find your own loving cuck.”



Even as they laughed, I cringed. I knew it was factually correct, but I’d never get used to that word. Never get comfortable with wearing the ‘C’ label.



Luisa ended up staying the night – like Emily, not really in any fit state to go anywhere – and their lewd discussions continued well into the early hours. Having administered a pinky swear, Emily even told Luisa all about her final night in Vegas – telling Luisa about the three men and that she’d experienced a lifetime first, but not quite drunk enough to spell out the full details of what she was hinting at.



Never mind that she didn’t say the actual words – when Luisa made an educated guess, Emily’s embarrassed reaction told the younger woman she’d guessed right.



That was definitely my cue to leave, my next interaction being to administer the paracetamol, strong black coffee and lashings of ‘tut-tuting’ the next morning.










Chapter 5




The next month didn’t include anything as memorable as Luisa’s drunken visit.



Aside from a little initial awkwardness between Luisa and I (now that I knew about her crush, and she knew I knew), everything at work was normal and straightforward. Luisa had kept our secret to herself and although Ralph and his buddies arguably had reason to spread the dirt, no rumors seemed to have percolated up from Indianapolis to Chicago.



At home, things between Emily and myself were equally good. Our marriage was as sound as ever – arguably even stronger than before. Both of us seemed to value each other and what we had more because of the realization of just how easily things could have spiraled out of control and ended up in a very bad place indeed.



I developed the habit of going in to work extra early and being really strict with anyone who requested my time after four P.M. As a result, I was normally home earlier than at nearly any other time in our marriage and Emily loved the extra time and attention. Whether it was home-cooked meals and snuggled-up movies on the couch (thank you Mister Netflix, Mister Amazon) or meals out followed by the movies, whatever we chose seemed to work perfectly.



By the middle of middle of July if you’d asked about Ralph, I’d almost have asked ‘Ralph who?’



It had been Emily who, when I’d made my emergency flight back to rescue our marriage, had told me that ‘Ralph’s in the rear-view mirror.’



But our experience with him had been so intense – mainly at my doing – that it was only now – two months after my return and his expulsion from our lives - that I finally began to feel what Emily was saying was really true.



I guess that even until now, I’d expected him to reach out again – to make another grab for Emily.



He’d called while I was back out in Asia, and even though Emily had told him she wasn’t interested, I reckoned a guy like Ralph wouldn’t give up that easily.



So, it was almost like every day when I got home, I expected that Emily would come to me with a flushed face and tell me that she was really, really sorry, but that it was out of her control and that Ralph had been back in touch.



But, despite my fears – because I was afraid, truly afraid, for fuck-sake, she’d had feelings for this guy – it never came, it never happened. He never called.



By mid-August – eight weeks after our Asia trip finished – I was finally feeling in tune with Emily, that her statement that Ralph was well and truly ‘in the rear-view mirror’ was true.



We’d had all of this wonderful time together and the demons that had originally been there seemed to have disappeared. Emily and I seemed so in love and focused on each other that I felt I had little or no interest in the types of games we’d played with Ralph.



But sometimes when you feel like that, life has a habit of sneaking up on you and biting you in the ass.



~~~~~



It was a Saturday the middle of August and Emily and I were out in the local mall. We’d had a great lunch, seen a movie and were now just idling about the place.



And then we saw him. He was maybe ten yards away, but from the back I was convinced. Fuck, it’s Ralph! He’s stalking us! He’s fucking stalking us!



It was only as we slowly caught up with him and when he happened to turn around that we both realized it wasn’t him.



I felt deflated, totally deflated – but in a good way. When I’d thought it was Ralph, I’d been like one of those ships sounding klaxons as I went to action stations. Now I knew it wasn’t him, I felt like a man in the sea who realized the fins belonged to dolphins, not sharks.



“Happy, or disappointed?” I couldn’t resist asking Emily.



After the tiniest of hesitations, she smiled and answered. “A little bit of both, if I’m honest,” she blushed. Her answer and sense of excitement setting my own pulse racing, taking me all the way back to those very first meetings when the chemistry between the two had been so obvious.



Pulling her close, arm-in-arm I walked us away from the scene of the crime. “Come on, you naughty woman … I better get you away from here just in case he magically transforms into the real Ralph Bates.”



About a week later, we were pottering around at home when I went into the kitchen to make myself a sandwich and within a minute I could sense something was off with Emily. She was too quiet, her stance too straight and full of tension.



“Everything ok, honey?”



Even then she carried on looking down at her chopping board, several seconds of silence passing before she finally looked up.



“Ralph texted me.”



‘Ralph texted me.’
  Was that it? Was that all she was going to feed me? Leaving me hanging there with my feet dangling over the edge.



“And?”



Now she was really blushing, tension written all over her face.



“He was texting on behalf of Jorge … you know the young …”



“Yes, I remember who Jorge is,” I snapped, trying to sound like I wasn’t snapping. “What does Jorge want?”



“He wants my number, Ralph was texting to ask if it was okay to give it to him.”



Fuck! Just when I thought we had feet back on solid ground, that we were both happy with our return to the status quo … then this!



Looking across at Emily’s flushed face, I was powerless to dig deeper.



“When did he text?”



“About an hour ago.”



“So you’ve had plenty of time to think about it …”



“Yes.”



“And?”



“And what?”



“And, Em, honey, what do you think … what was your reaction … what do you think now?”



Sensing her nerves, not wanting this to descend into an argument, I stepped closer and hugged her, held her close, leaving it fully ten seconds before I pulled back and smiled into her loving face.



“Sorry if I came across a little ‘third degree’ … let’s start again … as you’ve had a little longer than me to think about it, what do you think? Then we can discuss it together …”



She didn’t speak, but her face said ‘that’s better.’ Then she spoke.



“I’m a little embarrassed to admit it, but I kinda got excited … getting the text from Ralph … thinking about him a little … and then I felt the same naughty buzz when I remembered about Jorge … when I thought about him …”



She’d been speaking kinda fast, her eyes a little faraway as she spoke, but I sensed she wasn’t done yet.



“But, despite all of that … I want to say no,” she added, pulling herself into my arms. “I love what we have, stuff with Ralph or Jorge might be exciting, but I don’t want to do anything that might put what we have at risk … I think we both learned our lesson about that …”



She looked into my eyes – her own eyes searching me, searching for my thoughts, my answer. I agreed with her, sounding sure and certain. But somewhere deep within my gut I felt feelings and emotions which weren’t anywhere near as sure.



~~~~~



It started small. The odd thought about the young Hispanic gangbanger when my brain was in neutral driving to and from the university. A hazy picture in my mind of those ugly, scarring, intimidating facial tattoos. The wide swathes of ink over the rest of his body. His squat, muscular build. All slightly blurry and vague as I’d only seen him once and that was now several months ago.



Even these harmless thoughts I tried my best to suppress.



But like anything of this nature, the more I tried to suppress them, the more alluring the thoughts became – the allure of forbidden fruit always twice as sweet as something simply purchased.



Then one night, maybe a month after Ralph’s text, as we made love, as I was getting close and my thrusting was increasing I carelessly let my subconscious run away with me. Gently nibbling at Emily’s neck, whispering in her ear. “Take it … take it, baby … imagine it’s Jorge’s massive cock … all thick … stretching you out … pulling you wide … making your poor pussy feel things it’s not meant to feel … only you love it, you fucking love it … he’s making you scream … he’s making you cream … oh, baby, you love it … you fucking love it … you want it so bad … want him so bad …”



My own breathing was getting short and ragged, my words driving Emily in the same direction.



“Yeah … oh yeah … do me, Jorge … fuck me, Jorge … you feel so good, feel so big … amazing … fucking amazing,” she managed to pant between deep and needy breaths as we worked each other into a frenzy.



“You slut … you little slut … give yourself to him … cum for him … you’ve been a good girl too long … give it up for him … show him the real you … give it up … you know you want to …”



“Ahhh ... ahhh,” she squealed. “Ahhh … ahhh.” I loved the sound of her cum, best sound in the world, my own cock exploding inside her, fireworks going off in my head as everything came together.



My cock felt amazing, my magic stick sending wave after wave of pleasure into my brain. Looking down at my woman, feeling her softness, hearing and seeing her sharing our moment was amazing.



It was all just fucking brilliant! Juvenile and simple, pure and innocent – a million miles away from our complicated lives as parents and adults, it was like we were transported all the way back to our carefree first days together.



~~~~~



But as we floated back down from our high, we both knew what I’d done. I’d given us a wonderful moment of enhanced, uplifted ecstasy – but I’d bought it at a heavy price. I’d unshackled the beast. The beast of fantasy that had come so close to destroying us.



In a moment of careless need, I’d shown weakness. I’d given in to those little demons that had never really left the rear areas of my brain.



I’d tried to tell myself they were dead. But deep down I’d always known they were just sleeping. Hibernating and waiting for their perfect moment to strike.



I don’t know which was more scary – the realization they’d awoken in me, or the realization that Emily’s reaction told me she was in a place not a million miles from my own.



As we lay recovering, as normal, it was Emily who broached a difficult topic.



“Well, where did that come from, honey? I’m not complaining, that was wonderful, but you sure took me by surprise there …”



“You didn’t do so bad yourself … seems I struck a bit of a chord in you as well?” My hand slowly stroking her hair as I spoke, making it clear I wasn’t accusing, we were in this together.



~~~~~



Nothing spectacular happened after that night when Jorge’s imagined presence made it into our bedroom. But driving to and from work, in other quiet moments my thoughts went to Jorge a little more often. And I started to fight back less, to suppress the thoughts less, allowing myself to enjoy the thoughts.



A couple of weeks after I’d mentioned Jorge during our love making, we were in bed and as we made love I just couldn’t control myself. The idea came and although I tried, I just didn’t have the willpower or strength to resist – bringing similar short-term benefits for Emily and myself.



Three days later the same thing happened again and as we lay in bed afterwards, alone with our own thoughts, I felt an unstoppable force building in my head.



I just about managed to stop myself saying anything to Emily, but for the rest of the next week and a half I could think of nothing else.



I managed to stop myself saying anything to Emily when we made love, but at other times the idea of Jorge and Jorge and Emily seemed to swallow me whole. Consuming my whole mind, blocking out other thoughts and stopping me concentrating on other things I really needed to get done.



I honestly felt like a man driving full pelt towards a brick wall – pressing the brake pedal but getting nothing back, if anything the car just accelerating the harder I pressed.



I knew the end point of this train of thought was danger – real vivid, alarm-shrieking, siren loud danger. Ralph had been handsome and well-endowed, in his own words ‘seeking an Emily of his own’. But at the end of the day he was a middle class, professional guy. A software salesman who had a boss and a company he answered to – a man who had to follow certain rules, who had a reputation he needed to maintain.



What had happened with Ralph had been dangerous enough and had scared me witless in the end.



But the idea my brain was now pushing at me was in a whole different league. I knew precious little about Jorge with any certainty. Everything I thought I knew about him was hearsay or circumstantial.



But everything I did know gave me the cold sweats and left me with a hollow feeling in the pit of my stomach. Those large, gang-related facial tattoos – not to mention the rest of the swathes of ink. Ralph’s throwaway comments hinting at his history in prison and calling him a gangbanger.



The thought of Emily being with a guy like that, of having a guy like that involved in our lives scared me silly. Which was exactly why it held such a beguiling hold over me – seemingly pulling me closer and deeper each and every time I allowed myself to think about it.



The only way to half-control it was to slam the door shut on the idea the first instant it came into my mind. But with each passing day I found it harder and harder to do this. The siren call of the sick, illicit pleasure I got even thinking about it getting stronger and stronger each time I dipped my finger and allowed myself a little taste. Like a true addict, each time telling myself this would be the last time. That tomorrow I’d man-up and start out on my recovery program.










Chapter 6




Saturday 20
 th
 October, 2018, Davies Residence, Evanston, Chicago



I was shaking with nerves even as I just thought about it.



We’d made love, we were enjoying that wonderful closeness and oneness that comes afterwards, partly what we’d just done, partly the timeless pleasure of naked flesh on naked flesh.



But even as we made love, I sensed Emily knew something was off. That I was preoccupied, my wife loving and sensitive enough to give me my space and time to come to it when I was ready.



Closing my eyes and the deepest of breaths, I jumped right in.



“I think we should do it again.”



I held my breath, waiting for the explosion. Waiting for the reaction.



When it came, it was a lot more gentle, a lot more anti-climactic than I expected.



“So, that’s what’s been on your mind all night … the last few days.”



If I’d gamed it out, I should have known this is how it would finish. Emily was far too smart, far too observant and knew me far too well for any other kind of outcome.



My eyes now opened, my face flushed with a cocktail of emotions (fear, embarrassment, excitement, anticipation … I could go on) I looked guiltily into the face of the woman I loved. Too ashamed to speak, I just nodded.



“Just out of interest … Ralph or Jorge?”



Oh, shit! What a question! Not because I didn’t know the answer, but because it forced my embarrassment to a whole new level of shame.



“Jorge … I’m really not sure I trust Ralph … too much history, I think deep-down he wants something much more than sex.”



“So, it’s the gangbanger then? Tat-man over suit-man,” she smiled, enjoying my discomfort as she added an afterthought. “Do you think we can trust him?”



She’d posed a question I’d not even thought about, causing me an embarrassed pause as I realized how much my weakness was driving us into dangerous waters, but too deep in to let it hold me back.



“I guess so … I mean, he is a friend of Ralph’s, I guess that counts for something … and you’ve been with him once already … and anyway, we can always control things … you know, the time, the place we meet …”



Emily’s face showed she didn’t totally buy into my answer, but her mind went somewhere else.



“You seem to have given this a lot of thought, honey?” Her voice wasn’t accusative or harsh, it wasn’t even having fun at my expense. It was a genuine tone of care and love, one partner to another, causing my own head to bow in shame.



“I wish I could tell you ‘no’ … but I’m afraid that would be lie … these last few days and weeks, I’ve hardly been able to get it out of my head,” I answered, finally raising my head to look at Emily. Just about able to give her a very sheepish look in the eye.



“Thanks for that, sweetheart … I know that wasn’t easy … I had been going to say ‘no’ … but bearing in mind how honest you’ve just been with me … and bearing in mind just how badly you seem to want this … I’ll think about it … no promises, but I’ll think about it.”



Part of me was happy at Emily’s reply – I felt less embarrassed, and it kept the adrenaline express rolling – but part of me would have found it easier if she’d just have shot me down. If she’d stuck to her original plan to say ‘no’.



Something in her response was nibbling away at me, some little signal I couldn’t quite put my finger on.



“Thanks, honey … I couldn’t ask any more … and you’re right, it wasn’t easy for me to say it … not after everything with Ralph and Vegas … but like I said, it’s been eating me up … I had to say something.” But then I got to what I really wanted to say. “But, enough about me … I was so nervous I forgot to ask the other important thing … what do YOU want?”



It was Emily’s turn to blush, the tables totally turned from when I’d mumbled my desire to ‘do it again’ and I’d been the one to blush.



“Honey, it’s okay … it’s me, Tom … you’ll never shock me or make me love you any less than I love you right now,” my words rewarded by a grateful look and a small, weak smile.



“Sorry, honey, it’s just it is hard,” she said in the quietest of voices.



“What do I want? What do I want?” she asked rhetorically, playing for time, looking past me until she was ready to meet my gaze. “I am interested … interested and excited, but also … I remember how it was last time … and I can’t be dealing with that again … I couldn’t cope with that again …”



“There wouldn’t be those problems … there really wouldn’t be.” I was fully aware my voice sounded far too eager, I was like a young boy telling Santa I’d be better next year, desperately begging for the bike to replace the one I’d crashed.



“We’re better now … smarter … this time we’re more experienced, we can avoid any pitfalls …”



The look on her face wasn’t angry or aggressive, but nor was it one of total agreement. It was more healthy skepticism, more ‘maybe, maybe not … maybe I believe you, maybe I don’t.’



“Like I said, honey … let me think about it … it’s a lot to take in, and it’s a big decision … a really big decision …”



~~~~~



It was a week later that Emily sat me down and gave me my answer.



This time it was her that had a face that gave the advanced warning – warning me she needed to talk to get something off her chest.



When Emily told me she had an answer for me, I’d thought it might be a short discussion – a ‘yes, no, maybe’ kind of thing. I couldn’t have been more wrong, Emily had been doing lots of thinking the last few days and she was determined to share this and also how she thought things needed to be different.



“The way I see it, Tom, honey … we got a couple of things badly wrong last time.”



Sitting upright, I put on my best ‘I’m all ears’ face.



“Firstly, you went behind my back, did something that you knew I’d hate and kept it a secret from me … so this time, if we do this thing … it’s got to be different.”



‘If we do this thing’
 – my heart was already racing, I knew she was about to say yes, the only question was what rules and conditions she was about to lay down.



“Different how?” I asked.



“Different in the sense that I’m telling you now, there may be times I turn off my phone tracker … or tell you point blank I don’t want you watching … and in both these situations, you have to promise to respect my decisions … and not find some underhand or sneaky way to watch … that’s my first condition … is that agreed?”



I must have paused too long, because I got a sharp, “this isn’t all about you” as a follow-up from Emily which had me promptly nodding in agreement – lest she block the whole thing, which she’d already told me had been her original intention before she took pity on me.



Then she moved on to condition number two.



“Tom, last time, it seemed you ended up thinking this was all about your pleasure … your fantasies and needs … well, this time it has to be different … I have no idea how things are going to develop with Jorge … what he might want … what I might want …”



“I’ve given this a lot of thought, and this is how it needs to be … from our first date, they’ll be a three-month period when if I’m happy with something and Jorge’s happy with it … then you’ll go along with it … even if it’s not to your liking … then, at three months, if you’re not happy, I promise you faithfully we will end the whole thing.”



I must have looked like a man with eyes locked on a ticking bomb.



I understood why Emily was demanding what she was demanding. She was right, last time round I’d become sucked into an inward-looking vortex, all self-absorbed, manipulating and maneuvering things only with thoughts for what I wanted. Normally so considerate for what Emily wanted, what would make her happy – with Ralph I was so self-obsessed that what she did and didn’t want had gone right out of the window.



But her fix for the problem seemed totally over the top. Yes, I had a three-month safety valve – a chance to close things down then if I didn’t like how things were going. But short of this point, if Jorge (a guy we barely knew) and Emily agreed on something, there was nothing I could do about it. Not until we reached the three month mark when I could pull the plug.



The more I thought about it, the more I felt the color blanche from my face.



Was this some sly, cunning revenge on Emily’s part? The two months I’d been prepared to cajole and manipulate through my Asia trip, plus one month for good measure, one month to impose a smiling type of revenge, to teach me a lesson?



But even while my gut churned in protest, I was aware of a shameful and growing sense of excitement. Giving Emily control like this, Emily and her likely new lover Jorge control sent the most delicious thrill of excitement rippling through my veins.



If I’d loved the danger of Emily and Ralph – handsome, big-cocked Ralph, how much more exciting was the prospect of Emily and Jorge. Jorge the young gang-linked, intimidating ex prison inmate.



Everything in my rationale brain screamed ‘no’, screamed ‘you’ve got to be crazy’. Screamed ‘run like crazy’.



But the more my rational brain shouted about the dangers, the more the other side of personality told me to run towards the light.



Aware that Emily was still staring into my ashen, colorless face, I felt that same irresistible force pull me towards giving her what she wanted.



Last time I’d been the one in control, the one calling the shots and arranging everything for my own pleasure – however much Emily kept pushing back before she finally went along with my plans.



This time round I’d be giving her the key to the safe on day one. Giving her the key and surrendering myself to her choices and judgments for the next three months.



That in itself was scary and thrilling enough by any sane measure. But that was without factoring in who Jorge was and what he wanted. A totally unknown X-factor that thrilled and terrified me in equal measure.



“If I agree to these rules you want, you promise me you’ll give me all the details, honey? Sometimes let me watch …” Emily and I both realizing I was playing for pride, she already knew she had me.



“Okay, that sounds reasonable.” That smile, that tone – she may as well as patted me on the head and given me a choc-drop.



“I’ll give you all the details, let you watch ... some of the time,” she added with a wicked but loving smile.










Chapter 7




Sunday 28
 th
 October, Davies Residence, Evanston, Chicago







“Hello, this is Emily, who’s this?”



“Jorge, how nice to hear from you!”



Fuck. Was this how the next half hour was going to be? Listening to half a conversation, knowing half the story, keeping half my mind.



We were in the domestic sanctuary of our family kitchen, just tidying up after Sunday lunch.



“Well, I’m glad Ralph gave you my number … I know … I half expected him to keep it to himself … no, don’t … he’s not that bad … you’ll embarrass me …”



Fuck, fuck, fuck … what were the unheard parts of the conversation that I couldn’t hear? This was going to drive me absolutely batshit crazy.



A few moments of chuckling laughter, a few moments of ‘a-ha, a-ha’, then finally something more tangible.



“So why exactly did you want to contact me? You must have plenty of girls half my age falling over themselves to want to spend time with you …”



A short pause while she listened to his answer, followed by a burst of laughter. Only then words which allowed me the smallest window.



“Well … that’s refreshingly honest … very naughty … but refreshingly honest.”



Only then did Emily cast a look in my direction, until now her entire focus had been on entirely been on the aggressive young bull on the other end of the phone.



“Do you want me to put you on speaker phone?”



I never heard an answer, instead I heard Jorge’s voice – a deep and accented voice I’d only heard once before, way back five months ago.



“Hey, Tom … Ralph’s told me all about you … how you love to watch Emily get it on with other guys … something about a book … a fantasy … no matter … just wanted to say hello, let you know I’ll be taking Emily out tomorrow … picking up where we left off in Vegas … my big cock making her squeal and shout … only this time I’ll have her all to myself …”



Hearing his words, I was momentarily rocked back on my heels – unable to speak.



But then my instincts, my years of experience kicked in. I’d never lived in Jorge’s world, never dealt with someone exactly like him – but I’d dealt with plenty of aggressive, acquisitive types before



“Hey, Jorge … nice talking to you … finally, man-to-man … where you at? Ralph said you’re close by to us … where exactly are you?”



“Just a few clicks South of you … Humboldt Park … less fancy than your place up in Evanston … but does just fine for me and my bros … plenty of trade, plenty of customers …”



“Ok, so pretty close then … I was thinking you and me might meet up … you said you wanted to meet up with Emily tomorrow … how’s about we meet up later today?”



A loud snort of derision gave way to something more reasonable.



“Sure, man … I get it … you want to check out the competition, check I’m not some axe-wielding maniac … only as you ain’t got no pussy, yo better bring your cards … if I can’t fuck you, you better buy me some first-rate booze and Michelin …”



~~~~~



Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised at his choice of location – a Mexican restaurant just off West North Avenue that had excellent Tacos.



“Hey, Tommy … so you came to check me out, before I get with your chica? Cool, man .., no shame, no face … fully get it … I’d do the same in your place.”



“So, Tommy, what is it you want to know?”



I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised he was calling me ‘Tommy’ – sending me a message and yanking my chain, it irked me a bit but it the grand scheme, it was just a minor annoyance.



“What’s in it for you? That’s my number one question … like Emily said, you no doubt have armies of younger women dying to spend time with you … so what’s so special about Emily … how come you’re so keen, even five months on?”



He just grinned. A wicked, evil grin that raised the hairs on the back of my neck.



“Like I said on the phone to Em, I get off on making a good girl bad … on taking a nice, wholesome, middle-class wife and dragging her down into my life … getting her down and dirty … showing her the side of herself she never even knew was there,” his eyes following mine with every word he said, studying me for fear, for reaction.



“And how far does this journey go? This journey into the underside of life,” I asked, trying to sound matter of fact but not even half succeeding.



“As far as the chica will let me … I’ll push her until she finally says no … then I’ll drop her … move on, game over …”



“So, why you being so upfront about this … isn’t that wrong … telling your ‘enemy’ what your planning to do …”



He grinned again. His mouth grinning, for the first time his dead eyes twinkling with amusement.



“You’re not my enemy … if you were, you wouldn’t be standing here, letting all this go down … you want this as much as I do … maybe even more … and secondly, it’s more fun this way … knowing you’re always gonna be shaking with fear … wondering what terrible thing’s coming next … what I’ll be doing to your chica … when she’ll be coming home … if she’ll be coming home … and if she does, what new and nasty thing she’ll be telling you about, or you’ll be seeing for yourself.”



He'd not stopped staring at me, intimidating me, even for a single moment. He was being straight up and clear with me – even the part about me knowing increasing his own fun from the game.



“So, how about it, Tommy? Em tells me you love a risk, love a dangerous game or two … you up for this one? Or are your cojones, your balls not quite as big as you think they are?”



~~~~~



He’d asked me a fucking good question.



Was I really man enough for this game?



Or was the real question was I stupid enough for this game?



It was one thing playing with Ralph – a man who, despite his self-admitted flaws – generally lived his life according to the same kind of rules that we did, lived in the same world.



But Jorge was a whole different ball game, and my conversation with him had made this even starker and more obvious. It was the opposite of hiding it – he’d shouted it from the roof tops, bragged about it and left me in no doubts this was the world he wanted to drag Emily into. Perceptive enough to know the more he emphasized it, emphasized just how far he might go, the more I’d be that moth helplessly pulled towards the lamp.



Part of me felt like that terrible night when Emily had rung me from Vegas to taunt me, telling me she wasn’t going to follow our safety word, that instead she was going to double down and give herself not just to Ralph, but to two other men as well.



That part of me wanted to go home and call the whole thing off.



But the other part of me was playing back every word Jorge had said, seeing in my minds eye every evil leer and smile he’d cast in my direction.



I knew damned well he was using my love of risk and danger against me, knowing the more outrageous he sounded, the more outlandish the things he said – the more I’d be drawn to it, powerless to resist.



~~~~~



“Well?”



My mind had been so preoccupied I’d reached home before I almost realized I’d set off.



The look of expectant excitement on Emily’s face just made everything worse. Made the appeal ten times stronger, but also amped up my fears – if she looked this excited now, before we’d even started, what was the chance she’d have even the slightest shred of self-control once we got started.



In the space of my two-hour absence she’d gone from calm, controlled Emily – setting out the rules, telling me how it was going to be – to a nerve-edged fellow junkie, waiting on my word to know that after a five-month hiatus it was game on again. That just like me, she’d soon be getting her addictive fix of exciting extra-marital sex.



Acting on a hunch – the change seemed so sudden, so pronounced – I asked her a question.



“Did Jorge ring you? After I left, while I was driving home.”



She blushed. “Yes.”



“What did he say?”



“Pretty much what he said to you, I think … how he’s going to take me from my safe, country club, church on Sunday kind of life and show me a whole different world … a dirty, debauched world … the world he lives in … that he’s gonna fuck me nine ways to Sunday … gonna fuck me so good that I love and embrace the world he lives in …”



Shit! Hearing it from Jorge had been bad enough, but hearing the same words, the same promise coming from Emily’s mouth was ten times worse. Ten times more enticing and enthralling. I felt any resistance I did have rapidly evaporating in a mist of uncontrollable sexual and emotional desire.



“Em … we’re going to do this thing, aren’t we.”



I’d not planned to say it, it had just sort of blurted out of my mouth. But it seemed the most honest, unadorned thing to say. A basic and simple truth – the heart of the matter.



She looked at me, my simple statement seemed to have knocked a little of the excitement out of her.



Maybe it was my words, maybe it was the look on my face – but her look of excitement had now turned into a look of anxiety.



“Probably … that is, unless we both stay ‘stop’ … stay strong, help each other.”



She held out an attractive prospect, but even as I thought of all the positives, all the reasons to do just as she said, I knew I didn’t have the strength. That if I didn’t cave today, I’d cave tomorrow, or the day after that.



There was a lot to be said for just letting the ball start rolling, rather than just putting off what felt like an inevitable outcome anyway. Less self-imposed torture, when the outcome wasn’t going to change anyway.



Kissing her softly, feeling an uncontrollable urge to cup her boobs, I said my piece.



“Honey, do you even believe that?”










Chapter 8




Monday 29
 th
 October, Davies Residence, Evanston, Chicago



Thank goodness I’d had work to take my mind off things.



But now that I was back and now that Emily was standing there putting the finish touches to her outfit, I was fresh out of distractions. Fresh out of things to stop my mind panicking and asking myself the sixty-four-million-dollar question – ‘tell me again, just why exactly am I doing this thing?’



Emily looked absolutely stunning.



She’d only found out yesterday about her date with Jorge, yet she’d not hesitated to go out and acquire a brand-new dress for the occasion.



And what a dress it was – a mini dress that left little to the imagination. A bright red backless dress to draw plenty of attention, body-hugging tightness to show off Emily’s curves and a low-cut V-shaped front held in place by the thinnest of spaghetti straps. The low-cut V-shape and the lack of side material because of the backless design meant Emily’s boobs were virtually falling out.



A mid-thigh, high skirt hemline completed the effect, making sure there was maximum flesh on display. The whole ‘sex siren’, ‘sex on legs’ effect finished off by matching five-inch bright red platform heels. ‘Hooker heels’ or ‘Prosty platforms’ was what they were often called on the club circuit – because that’s exactly the impression they created.



Looking at my sexy, beautiful, smart wife in such an ‘on display’ dress, I wanted nothing more than to throw her down on the bed and fuck her to within an inch of her life.



Seeing the look on my face, she giggled.



“Down boy, this dress isn’t for you … it’s a younger look … for my young boyfriend.”



I’d never really thought about the age difference before that moment. With Emily just turned forty-four and Jorge-the-gangbanger mid-twenties, the age difference was much larger than the four years that had separated Emily from Ralph.



Hearing Emily call Jorge her ‘boyfriend’ when they hadn’t even been out on their first date sent my heart into paroxysms of excited panic. It had been fully four months until Emily had been brave and honest enough to use that word for Ralph.



And here she was now using before her very first date with Jorge. A thought that made me shiver with anxiety at what this meant in terms of how things were accelerating and developing in Emily’s mind.



When I tried to grope and kiss her, she playfully pushed me away with another burst of giggles. “Don’t Tom, you’ll ruin my make-up … I want to look my best for Jorge.”



‘He’s a fucking gangbanger, an ex-con with more ink than the New York Times printing press … I don’t think a little smudging is going to bother him,’
 I thought to myself, smart enough not to say it out loud.



“Well, at least can I watch then?” Emily’s smile and her soft touch to my cheek telling me at least I’d be getting some kind of goodies later tonight.



Despite the danger of inviting a man like Jorge into our lives, and despite the suddenness of such large moves forward that had all happened in the last forty-eight hours, it all felt good.



Certainly, there was a huge wave of fear - that nauseous, hollow feeling in the pit of my stomach, but it all felt good.



There was more of a raw honesty about Jorge and what he’d first told Emily and then me. To him this was just about sex. About sex and the excitement and fun he could have corrupting a good girl from the other side of the tracks.



There was nothing new about this idea – it was a trope, an idea as old as the mountains and sky. I understood the appeal for him, and even as I thought back to what he’d said, I found myself quivering at the thought of the kinds of things he might have in store for Emily.



Seeing Emily stood in front of the mirror, making the last pulls and pushes to her bright red frontage to get her boobs looking just as she wanted them, I couldn't help but chuckle at the irony.



“What happened to the woman who was afraid about her reputation?” I smirked at my sexy wife as she re-arranged how she sat in the cups to expose an extra half-inch or so of tit flesh.



She smiled back. “We’re not going anywhere we’ll meet anyone we know, Mister Smarty-Pants Professor,” she gently mocked, enjoying the back and forth. Enjoying the look of lust and desire on my face.



I thought of asking her where she was going, but canceled that idea – the place name would likely mean nothing to me. So I switched tack.



“Any idea what time you’ll be back?”



“No idea,” she purred, enjoying my mild discomfort. “Late, probably … I’m sure Jorge’s got plenty of nasty things he wants to do to me … after all, he’s got to make a start on corrupting me soon as there’s so far to go …”



“You’re enjoying all of this, aren’t you?”



She just smiled and blew me a kiss, leaving me hanging there waiting for an answer as she heard the beep from her Uber and headed down the stairs.



~~~~~



Emily stuck to her word, meeting my request for update and photos which dripped in during the evening.



20:42



Two shots showing Emily and Jorge sat in a large horse-shoe booth, in the middle of a larger group. Aside from Emily and Jorge, the shots showed four Hispanic men and three women, mostly around the same age as Jorge, although one of the women looked to be a little older, maybe mid to late thirties.



One shot with Jorge’s tongue virtually halfway down Emily’s throat while his right hand groped her left boob through her dress material.



The other shot with Jorge sat directly behind my wife, both of them smiling happily at the camera, with Jorge’s hands having pulled her dress front down so both her boobs were exposed for the camera. The edge of his hands was forcing the fabric underneath her tit flesh, leaving his index fingers and thumbs free to pull her erect nipples even further out than their state would have otherwise done. His two buddies either side of them also beaming for the camera, each of them pointing at Emily’s boobs as if it was the most natural thing in the world.



I stared at these images for a good ten or twenty minutes. There was something jarring about them.



At first, I couldn’t put my finger on it, but then it came to me. It was the happy, relaxed look on everyone’s faces. For the guys, this didn’t surprise me – to them this was probably normal, the kind of thing that happened every night.



But for Emily, this was the thing that jarred with me. To see her so relaxed at such a public display of lewd and sexual behavior really took me by surprise.



But then as I thought about it, it made more sense. In Vegas she’d gone topless and I’d seen her happily topless, chatting away, displaying herself for the male guests. And then she’d gotten her own back on me by having a three-hole gangbang with Ralph and his two buddies.



So maybe her relaxed state shouldn’t have come as such a big surprise – shouldn’t have jarred with me. Even if the events in Vegas were now five months ago, from the way she was looking in those photos, Vegas had marked a permanent change in Emily’s attitudes to sex and public displays. It had re-calibrated what she found acceptable, what she found enjoyable.



That’s why Jorge’s whispered plans to corrupt her hadn’t worried or shocked her – they’d had the opposite effect. They’d excited her – promising her the next steps along the path she’d started on that fateful trip to Vegas.



This moment of realization hit me like a bombshell.



I actually felt a bit dumb for not getting there sooner, for not realizing earlier.



But now that I had realized, I felt a truly overwhelming sense of angst swirling round with a whole vat of excitement. I knew that Vegas had only been the merest of tastings of the kind of things I might see with Emily under Jorge’s rule-less tutelage. The thought of this making me tingle with excitement, even as it made me feel sick with worry.



Only my total and utter trust in Emily’s love for me gave me the strength to think we’d be okay when we came out of the other side.



21:25



Again, two images. Emily now dressless in both, only matching red thong panties and her red heels to hide her modesty as she now sat side saddle on Jorge’s lap.



The first image showed her arms around his neck, his arms around her waist, their two mouths once again locked together in what looked like a duel to the death to see who could push whose tongue into tomorrow.



The second image showed what looked like a full mojito glass in front of Emily while Jorge’s mouth was now latched on and sucking her left boob with all the ferocity of a hungry new born. The fact I could clearly see a half empty glass, white granules on one nipple and that her other nipple was wet making me come to one inevitable conclusion. Jorge had found another way to make a good Mojito even more enjoyable. The way Emily’s eyes were screwed shut, her lips slightly open and her hands pushing her lover’s mouth even tighter telling me she was maybe enjoying it even more than he was.



The photos now started coming in thick and fast.



21:30



The same as the Mojito picture, only this time it wasn’t Jorge’s mouth on Emily’s re-purposed boob. It was another, unnamed young man doing the honors. And it wasn’t just one man, it was two – one needily sucking at each of my wife’s boobs, like she’d suddenly just had grown up twins. The same look, the same closed eyes and parted lips telling me that even if this was no longer Jorge playing with her, she was more than happy with the change.



21:37



The glasses had been cleared away from the table, now replaced by my wife. Her head and upper body was still leaning back on Jorge’s body – their mouths still sucking away on each other, but her legs were now on the table and thrust in the direction of the lens of Emily’s phone, the vehicle they were using to capture all of this and send it winging towards her hapless husband.



The legs weren’t just carelessly thrown on the table, they’d been pulled wide apart by two new men who were now sitting either side of Jorge. Both of them had one hand stroking the soft skin at the top of her thighs, but one of them must have been the victor in some kind of rock-paper-scissors as his other hand had pulled the red gusset material to one side. Had pulled it to one side and was pulling Emily’s love lips as wide apart as was possible.



This was the first image that actually had any text.



‘She’ll need to be pulled that wide to take what Jorge’s going to give her later. A horse has nothing on what Jorge’s going to give your slut wife later.’



No signature, no name. But then it wasn’t exactly Hemingway or Steinbeck.



21:44



The image was nearly identical to the one before, but the male hands had been replaced by the blonde-highlighted head of one of the group’s woman - a Hispanic woman who looked a little shorter and a little younger than Emily.



The camera angle meant I couldn’t see the anatomical detail, but from the way Emily’s hands were wrapped in her hair and pushing her closer, it’s a fair guess she was lapping away at my wife’s pussy.



“Come on Sarah, make her squirm … make her squirt … give it to her good, girl,” the loudest voice was hollering, the rest of them shouting similar encouragement.



I’ve always been one of those guys who doesn’t hanker after girl-on-girl action but finds it mildly stimulating. But now that one of the girls was my wife the scene sent a wild pulse of electricity coursing through my body.



Fuck it was hot! Insanely hot, watching an assault on my wife’s sexuality and faithfulness from an entirely unexpected angle.



I felt like a man who’d be jumped from behind – taken totally by surprise while all my attention was focused on the six-foot bruiser out front while his girl pal slipped round the back and stuck it to me with a stiletto between the shoulder blades.



Even as I shivered in shock and lust as I studied every detail, I knew in my gut this wouldn’t be the last time I’d see something like this.



21:52



A change in the camera position. No longer held by an unseen hand high up and a little ways back – taunting me with the whole sordid tableau. Now in close and intimate. A necessary change because otherwise I might not be able to properly see Emily as she was now down on her knees in the gap between the edge of the table and the front of the padded leather booth chair.



Down on her knees and giving her attention to three happy males.



Her mouth was perched on the top of Jorge’s coke-can cock. The ridiculous girth of his meat meaning however widely she stretched her lips, she could only get the first one or two inches into her warm, wet mouth.



That would have been enough for most women, but not for my newly liberated wife. One cock in the mouth – even one as obscenely large as Jorge’s – happily left two hands free to give manual pleasure to two more members of the crew.



I had no idea as to their names – despite now being on such intimate terms with them, Emily had only met them tonight, so she may not even have known their names – but what I did know was that both of them were packing. Not packing as much as Jorge or Ralph, but certainly more than Emily was used to getting at home.



22:02



This time no picture, just a message, a message that sent me screaming out of the house and driving across town at breakneck speed.



‘Hey Tommy, enough of the starter … poor little wifey only had your tiny little hubby cock the last five months … imagine how hungry she is for some real cock after so long with nothing … five months, five bros … gonna have a busy night, your little chica … 1100 N Avers Ave … but don’t let her see you … more fun if she can really let go … anyway, Tommy boy, know that’s your thing anyway !!’



Fuck! Even though he’d said right from the get-go he planned on corrupting my Emily, I was still knocked back on my heels. I’d not expected something so fast, so extreme.



But I guess he wanted to strike while the iron was hot. He was smart enough to know that whatever rules Emily and I had set up, there was a fair chance he’d not get his full three months to use Emily as his human sex toy. Either she or I might pull the plug at any moment. So better to get your fun while you could – to test Emily’s boundaries, test my boundaries.










Chapter 9




Monday 29
 th
 October, 1110 N Avers Ave, Chicago



Somehow, I managed to cover the seventeen miles between our swanky home in Evanston and the run-down one story home in West Humboldt Park in record time, screeching to a halt just a couple of minutes after ten-thirty.



Conscious of Jorge’s instruction to stay in the shadows so they could have their fun with Emily without my presence cramping anyone’s style, I parked a good hundred yards away on an adjacent street, making sure to park away from the street lamps.



Not an area I felt comfortable in – I hoped and prayed that if I struck trouble, using Jorge’s name would keep me safe.



Moving as fast and quietly as I could, I crept around the edge of the house, being careful not to step on any of the various pieces of junk that littered the overgrown yard. The last thing I needed was tetanus or a deep cut from some long-discarded auto part.



But having circled the full perimeter of the little house, I’d seen zero signs of life and I was just beginning to suspect some evil trick when thankfully I heard cars pulling up outside.



Ducking down behind an abandoned barbecue set, I saw something that made my blood run cold.



Before I saw anything, I heard it. The sounds of male wolf-whistles and the sound of two loud, laughing female voices. The sound of two laughing women running towards the house. Emily and Sarah, the woman who’d been lapping at her pussy running as fast as their heels and their legs would carry them – their need for speed driven by the fact that both of them were nearly naked. The five guys who were watching and whistling having only allowed them their panties and shoes as protection against the cold night air.



Their boobs bouncing majestically as they ran, they were both hooping and hollering. Emily was maybe five or six inches taller than the other woman, my wife’s boobs being marginally bigger and her body lacking the slight look of puppy fat that gave the other woman’s body a slightly curvier, slightly more ‘mommy' vibe.



She certainly wasn’t fat – she’d certainly attract plenty of admiring male glances in any gym or beach situation – but her body didn’t quite have the gym-toned tautness and almost negligible body fat that Emily’s gym routine had delivered.



But it wasn’t her slightly curvier figure that caught my attention, it was her right nipple and the way it winked at me. The way the single silver-colored bar running right through the nipple caught the light.



Of course, I’d seen such things in porn and knew that such body decoration was becoming increasingly popular. But it was the first time I’d seen anything like this in the flesh.



Emily’s boobs might have been slightly larger, with a better shape – but I had to admit that little stick of silver gave Sarah’s boobs the edge.



Sexy, dangerous, slutty – just some of the thoughts rushing to my mind, thoughts created by that little cylindrical bar of metal less than an inch long.



~~~~~



“Come on, Em,” Sarah squealed, their hands flying as they ran, their shoulders bumping as they laughed and showed their excitement.



Despite their near nakedness, I was relieved there were no signs that Emily or the other girl had been coerced or weren’t fully onboard with what was going down.



They ran straight through the front door – I guess Jorge’s connections guaranteed no locked door was needed for security – with the five guys following close behind, Jorge being in the lead as the other four trailed behind.



The lights came on and getting as close to the ground as I could I located the room where the party was continuing – the main room on the ground level, located at the back and thankfully not protected by anything more than some very old and only half-closed curtains.



It looked to me that despite the ramshackle appearance of the house, what was happening now had been planned in advance. All the chairs had been pushed back to the wall and three large mattresses had been positioned in the middle of the room.



“This is party home central,” Jorge chuckled as he pulled Emily to him, pulling her so she was sat on his lap as he took pride of place in the only proper chair, a ratty old armchair that had seen better days. “And tonight, you and Sarah are going to provide the entertainment for the rest of us.”



With a single finger, he turned Emily’s face towards his own – staring into her beautiful brown eyes with deep intent. “Understand? You, okay with that? The next part of Tito Jorge educating you … picking up where we left off in Vegas … continuing to corrupt and bend you to my evil will …”



Although he said it with a hint of humor, there was a lupine, feral look to his face as he smiled at her and made his plans crystal clear, one hand cupping a boob and rolling a nipple as he said it. His other hand busy rubbing at her tummy before descending lower and drawing a moan of approval.



“You okay with that, E-m-i-l-y?” drawing out each sound in her name for effect. “You okay with me and my hombres plans to make you as much of a slut as Sarah here?”



~~~~~



Only minutes earlier the air had been filled with laughter. With the sounds of my wife and her new girlfriend frolicking and giggling. But now the air was full of something much thicker, much more serious.



You could have cut the mood with a knife, it was deadly serious. Despite their actual content, the pictures from the club had seemed light-hearted. Lewd and provocative certainly – but everyone had been laughing and smiling in each picture.



Now Jorge had fixed Emily with a steely, serious stare as he made sure she was crystal-clear on his plans for her.



“Emily? Tell me this is what you want …”



It was the third time he’d asked – still without an answer - and this time he was going further.



“Yes, this is what I want …”



The words hit my soul like hammer blows.



The sound of each word, the seriousness on her voice, the way she was looking into his dead, angry eyes with such serious intent – it all combined to make me realize we were at another of those tipping points in the freeing up of our sex life.



First had come that dam-breaking original night with Ralph; then their second time when I’d been the one to push her against her will; then the acceleration as further meetings and real game playing developed.



And now finally, after the crescendo and crises of the Asia trip we’d finally reached ground zero.



Emily had no idea I was stood outside watching and she had just answered her young gangbanger lover in the affirmative. That she was fully onboard with his plans to corrupt and sexually mold her.



“Good girl … I promise you’ll have fun tonight … and that tonight’s just the beginning … we know how to show a girl a good time … if you don’t believe me, just ask your new BFF Sarah over there …”



Emily looked across at her new friend.



Sarah was the only other one who’d partnered up, sat on the lap of another one of the guys who I think I’d heard someone refer to as Hector. Obviously senior enough in the pecking order to get a woman, but not so senior as to warrant a chair – he was sat on one of the dirty mattresses, his back resting on the cold, hard plaster of the wall.



There was nothing particularly memorable about Hector – similar tats to Jorge, similar skin tone, maybe a little thinner and with less of an aura of confidence.



No, my attention was more on the woman perched on his lap.



At the club, aside from Emily there had been three other women, and I couldn’t help but notice that the two that had been dismissed were younger and the one they’d chosen to remain and keep Emily company was of a similar age to her.



Sarah’s skin was somewhere between light tan and olive. I took her as Mexican like the rest of the group, but later Emily told me she was actually of Native American, Navajo extraction.



But if I was wrong on that assumption, one assumption I was right about was that until recently she’d been married.



Before, my mind had focused on her pierced nipple, but with her arms possessively thrown around Hector’s neck, in the bright light my mind focused on something else. Something even more noticeable and scary. 



Her index finger on her left hand - where I could clearly see the pale circle of skin where rings had sat.



Rings which were self-evidently no longer there, making my blood run cold at what facts and life story we’d learn if Emily got to know her better, and what parallels and streams of fear this might unleash in my own heart and mind.



“Sarah, you know how it goes …”



I’m ashamed to admit it, but hearing Jorge’s tone, seeing how quickly Sarah jumped and set about opening a box and fiddling about reminded me of the way a dog or a bitch slavishly obeys their master.



At first, I couldn’t see what she was doing – her back was in the way – but as she stepped to one side, I saw what she’d done. She’d plugged in and laid out a black saddle-lookalike device, a device that had a small black penis-shaped protrusion and a small two by three-inch pad of thirty to forty small nubs that looked like something you might use to brush dandruff off your shoulder.



Had this been its true purpose, my heart wouldn’t have been hammering in my chest the way it was.



Sarah – seemingly chosen as my wife’s new guide and friend – wasn’t about to brush away dandruff. Having meekly handed Jorge the little control device, she was about to mount and ride the remote-controlled sex machine that they’d made her prepare for herself.



Like most red-blooded males, I’d seen machines like this during my intermittent forays into the shader parts of the internet … Symbian .. Sybian I think it was called … the girl’s best friend, for the girl for whom the vibrator no longer cut it.



“Look at your new friend … there’s a good girl,” Jorge’s assertive, dominant voice told the woman who was at least ten to fifteen years his senior. “There’s a good girl, look at Emily, let her see how much you love your new life.”



Sarah did exactly as she was told, looking over at my wife as she lowered herself down onto the small fake penis, a look of anticipation and need on her face.



Without saying another word, Jorge grinned the way I imagine a wolf grins just before he bites into the first leg of lamb, holding the control box up in a very public way, his finger and thumb turning the first dial just to a first setting.



Still looking at Emily, Sarah remained silent as all of us saw the base of the small fake penis start to slowly rotate – the harsh black of the latex contrasting sharply with the tan-meets-pink of her love lips, parted just enough to let the small object inside her.



Although she remained silent, you could see her body tense as the slow latex rotation started stimulating her pussy. The tautness in her shoulders, the slight biting of her lip the most obvious outward signs of what the little device was doing to her innards.



Blowing her a kiss, Jorge’s hand moved across to the right-hand nob, the solid click sound arriving a snap second before the buzzing of the vibration motor reached our ears.



We only heard the low-pitched buzz for a second or two because after that it was drowned out as Sarah slowly started losing control.



“Mmmm … mmmm … mmmmm, yessss … yess,” she moaned and sobbed, alternating this with an almost constant humming that was louder than the motor.



Jorge just grinned like the devil himself, taking this as a personal challenge, two hands on the device as he turned the rotator and the vibrating pad to the lower-middle setting. Allowing us to again hear the little buzzing motor for a fleeting moment before Sarah’s louder, more desperate voice again drowned it out.



Emily was still sitting on Jorge’s lap, her eyes glued to the sex demonstrator they’d seemingly laid on for the express purpose of giving her a window into where things were headed – now that she’d traded in life with Ralph for life with Jorge.



“See, Em … see what fun the girls in our crew have when they give themselves wholeheartedly into the lifestyle … some people think the gang’s all bigoted and sexist … total crap … look how we give our bitches the best time …”



“Sarah was just like you a few months ago, Em … kids, a home, a husband … she was dying of boredom … look at her now … happy, sexy and fulfilled … now she’s Hector’s girl.”



The phrase
 ‘Hector’s girl’
 and the tan lines on her finger from where her rings used to be sending an immediate slicing, stabbing pain through my gut.



Having delivered his message to Emily, he turned his attention back to Sarah.



“Okay boys, let’s really get this party started.” He nodded at two of the unnamed guys and in a well-rehearsed move they went each side of Sarah and grabbed her arms as Jorge turned both dial through medium-high and then to high-high.



“Fuck … fuck … fuck … nooo … noooo.” The reaction from Sarah was instant as the little rotating shaft swiveled at full speed teasing her innards as the vibrating pad did its worst on her clit.



Sarah’s eyes had instantly jumped open … not just ordinary open, but full-on, substance abuse open, staring maniacally into the middle distance as she moaned, sobbed and squealed. Her mouth trying to give expression to the pleasure overload Jorge was forcing on her body while her mouth was also trying to suck in air at a rapid rate.



“Please … please … no more,” she’d beg for several seconds before the device did too much and she lost the ability to speak … giving in to the moment, cumming wildly as the front of her tummy moved up and down, in and out … like she had a snake in there desperately seeking a way out … until she’d finally collapse, only held in place by Jorge’s crew.



When she finally started coming round, Jorge would start the whole process all again … sometimes slowly going through the speeds … sometimes going straight from zero to high-high if he was feeling particularly vindictive.



Sometimes the guys would just hold her there, other times Jorge would nod at them and as well as the full speed treatment, the guys would push down hard on her shoulders, making the contacts between the little vibrating nubs and her clit even more intense, even more overpowering. Somehow finding a way to increase even further the unnatural levels of sexual ecstasy they were inflicting on her pleasure-wracked body.



Four or five times he took poor Sarah from zero to a hundred in this crude and vulgar way … treating her body as nothing more than a toy for the amusement of him and his pals.



Each time her sexy boobs vibrating up and down in sympathy with the motion of the little device as she sobbed and squealed her way through another set of climaxes.



Only when he could see she was totally and utterly spent did he instruct his crew to lift her up and off the device.



She was hardly able to walk and the two guys who’d been holding her now led her by the arms out of the living room, closing the door behind them as they entered a bedroom, all four of Jorge’s friends staying with her behind the closed door.



Now it was just Emily and Jorge alone in the dank stillness. Bare raw concrete walls framing them, three large mattresses, and the cum-slicked saddle machine that had finally stopped buzzing.



“So, what did you think of my little show?” Jorge asked. “
 
Sarah comes and plays most weekends … even weekdays when she can sort out her litter… she loves her new life … being part of our little family …”




As if to prove the point, the post-show stillness that had enveloped them was shattered by the loud, wailing sound of female penetration followed by the slap-slap of flesh-on-flesh drifted in from the room where the four men had taken Sarah.



Emily stayed silent in response to Jorge’s question, wrapped trance-like in awe and shock at what she’d just witnessed. A perverse, sexual version of Dicken’s vision of Christmas Future.



Or maybe his actions had been more like forcing a half-crazed, lust-fueled ‘Alice in Wonderland’ to look into the dark, depraved version of her own personal rabbit hole – a rabbit hole that even now Jorge was busy planning for her.



Emily wasn’t exactly the same shy, inexperienced young girl as Alice had been – she was a mother of two in her mid-forties who’d lived a full and rounded life - but she was most certainly inexperienced with the kinds of things Jorge had in mind.



“Okay, Emily,” he snorted, fully aware how Sarah’s show had shocked and excited her. “That’s enough for tonight … I want you to run along home now.” Nearly twenty years her junior, he was addressing her like an inexperienced young girl – which I guess she was in some ways, in the ways of the world where he dwelt.



“I want you to run along home and think about what you’ve seen … think about whether this is the life you want with me and my crew … but I don’t want you discussing this with your husband … from what you told me, he’s given you and me the keys for the next few months … so you have a think … if you want it, I want you back at the club next Friday night … back ready to spend time with me, Sarah and the boys … to paint the town red…”



“Ready to play the real game,” Jorge taunted. “Ralph was just a warm-up … you loved that … but this…this is the major leagues …”








Chapter 10




Emily was back from Jorge’s place remarkably early. Not only back early, but also in need of sexual fulfillment.



I wasn’t sure if this was an intentional part of his plan, but as well as sending her home psychologically ravenous, he’d also sent her home eager for gratification of a more physical and immediate kind.



Coming from the same location, I just about managed to beat Emily home by about five minutes, once back there and looking around, I pulled on those old familiar tricks to make it look like I’d been there all evening. TV on, tuned in to a background repeat of some long-forgotten football game. Hot drink steaming on my chair side coffee table. My attention supposedly focused on flicking through various online news pages.



Skipping through the door with a high-energy, almost girlish enthusiasm, Emily saw right through my mask. Or at least she thought she did.



“You don’t fool me, Mr. Davies,” she smiled, physically taking my tablet from my hands and casually throwing it over onto the sofa, replacing it in the realms of my attention by parking her warm butt right on top of my groin.



Wrapping her arms tight around my neck, wriggling around on my swelling cock and looking seriously and deep into my eyes until she was guaranteed a hundred percent of my attention.



“I can see straight through you, Tom,” an involuntary gulp and bob of my Adam’s apple giving me away.



“You’ve not been reading or watching TV … you’ve been thinking and imagining what your naughty wife’s been up to all night,” she beamed.



“Guilty as charged,” I replied, giving my best weak smile, smiling inwardly that I’d gotten away with it again, spying on her – this time undiscovered. If watching TV and reading was the worst she thought of me, the young gangbanger had kept to his word and not told Emily of my presence – I guess it gave him a bigger kick that way.



“Well, you don’t have to make do with your imagination now,” she smirked in the most self-satisfied way, tightening her arms around my neck, looking down from her lap-perch into my eyes, happy that she had a husband who couldn’t stop thinking about her – even if the context was a little unconventional for most.



Pressing her lips to mine, she continued. “Well, you can stop imagining … you’ve got the real thing now … why don’t you take this sexy wife of yours to bed and give her the good seeing to that she so desperately needs …”



Another day, another time she’d have expected me to follow the bread crumb she’d so carefully lain –
 ‘why, honey, what could you mean, ‘so desperately needs’
 .



But today she didn’t want mind games. Jorge’s perfectly calibrated attentions had left her crying out for something more physical, more carnal – and I was more than happy to oblige. Picking her up and carrying her to the bedroom. Fucking her here in the living room had it’s appeal, but I planned something far longer and fulfilling. I planned on something that would keep her busy for a couple of hours, that would have her crying out my name. Something, in short, that required the space and softness of our king-sized marital bed.



~~~~~



That Monday night session did indeed last into the early hours of Tuesday.



Heavenly bliss, the kind of thing couples married as long as us remember for a very long time as sadly it happens all too infrequently.



The only downside being it crowded out the time for further conversation. Conversation about what had happened between her and Jorge. And Tuesday morning was way too rushed, way too time pressured as I rushed for my nine A.M. lecture.



Tuesday evening was no better, as when I arrived home, I saw Kim’s car parked in our drive.



I was a good couple of hours earlier than expected – a prospective donor had canceled dinner on me - and as soon as I entered and heard the topic of their conversation, I knew I’d be powerless to resist lurking in the shadows and listening.



In my defense, the volume of their laughter and of Kim’s raised voice made it difficult to ignore them – leaving me like a sweet-toothed chocaholic looking in the window of a cake shop as the smell of fresh baking drew me in.



“What? You really did that … you really did those things in the club? With all those young guys? Right there out in public? With the whole world there to see it?”



It was Kim’s exasperated, disbelieving voice I was listening to. Her animated tone making clear she could hardly believe what she was hearing about the antics of her oldest and dearest friend.



I could only hear, I couldn’t see – so I could only imagine the flushed look on Emily’s face as she sat their silently – her blushing silence confirming she had indeed done everything that Kim was hardly able to believe.



“You’re crazy … fricking crazy, but I love you,” Kim chuckled, her tone slightly softer as shock morphed into acceptance and amusement. “You give all us staid old married women hope … I think I’m going to call you YOLO Davies from now on … YOLO Davies … You Only Live Once … this girl certainly brings that adage to life … and then some!”



The two off them collapsed in a fit of giggles, the author and the recipient of the new nickname enjoying Emily’s new branding with equal merriment.



“YOLO Davies … mmm … yes, I like that … maybe I should copyright it, lock down the web domain,“ my wife chuckled.



“I hope you don’t mean what I think you mean,” Kim shot right back, her tone elevated and suddenly serious.



“Relax, Kim … I’d never do anything like that … I’m a good girl … or at least I was until Tom told me about that kinky fantasy of his … and then pushed me together with Ralph … and then got all needy again, told me he wanted to pick up where we left off before Vegas … only this time with Jorge …”



“And then YOLO Davies was born … enter stage right … back to the naughty girl who sometimes came out to play on campus … always enjoying it when we were out and had all the hottest boys on campus lapping at us …”



“That’s not true,” she sounded a little offended. “I was a good girl at college … you know Tom’s only number four for me.”



“Doesn’t mean you didn’t enjoy all the attention … if you’d wanted … if your mom and dad hadn’t brought you up so strict, you could have had forty rather than four … who knows, maybe that’s why YOLO Davies has finally come out to play.”



After the obligatory round of best friend laughter, it was Emily’s voice I heard next – a serious, almost wistful voice.



“Maybe you’re right … maybe if I’d been more wild at college, this whole thing with Ralph and now with Jorge wouldn’t feel so deliciously naughty … so deliciously wicked …”



“Yeah, maybe … but let’s be honest … from the picture you paint of Jorge … there were never any boys that bad on campus … and, as we all know, us girls do love us a bad boy.”



Emily’s fit of giggles indicating she was in full agreement with her friend who took this as encouragement to continue.



“And now he’s got all these really, really naughty things planned for you … as he sucks you into his web … corrupts you like you can’t even imagine … making you a bad, bad girl to his bad, bad boy …”



The two of them collapsing in uncontrollable laughter.



“Hell, what a salesman … he even brought out the demonstrator … what was her name, Sarah? Give you the real hard sell … in case you had any doubts …”



They were now laughing fit to burst before finally a short silence set in.



“My only question, Em, is … when the three months is up ... if Tom decides it’s been too much and wants to call time … will you be able to stop? And even if you can, if he does ask you to stop, what kind of place will Tom be in emotionally by then?”



“Don’t be such a buzz kill, Kim,” the sound of a bottle being poured backing up Emily’s assertion that she didn’t want things getting too serious.



“Come on YOLO, answer my questions?” Kim pushed back, half serious, half playful.



“Okay … okay … if it will shut you up, stop you worrying … but honestly, I think you’re making too much of it … Tom’s the easy part … he loves all of this … for him, the rawer, the naughtier the better … I know he got all angry about Vegas … but that was because we’d stopped talking … we’re not going to make that mistake again … and because he was worried about the emotional connection between me and Ralph … and believe me, the connection with Jorge’s a hundred percent physical,” she laughed. “That guy wouldn’t recognize an emotion if it jumped up and bit him on the face.”



There was a silence before Emily continued, sounding more thoughtful as she answered the question about her own feelings if I brought things to a halt. “But on the other thing, maybe you have a point … it was hard enough to stop when Tom and I agreed we needed things to stop with Ralph … if I have three whole months with Jorge and his gang, then yes … maybe it will be tough to go all cold turkey … but I honestly don’t think it will come to that … Tom loves all of this … remember, he’s the one who couldn’t stop thinking of me and Jorge … who wouldn’t let it rest … who got me to start it all up again …”



“I just hope you’re right … for your own sake,” a quiet and unconvinced Kim replied.



“Kim, trust me … it won’t come to that … Tom loves it too much … but if it does, I’ll be fine … it might be hard at first … but I’ll have had my fling … sown my wild oats … I’ll be able to gracefully enter my mid-life, go back to being a doting mom and wife with my happy memories to keep me company …”



~~~~~



Before I overheard Emily’s conversation with Kim, I’d been planning to have a heart-to-heart with my wife. After all, it was already Tuesday and she was sailing headlong towards Friday and everything Jorge had planned and we’d not discussed anything.



In fact, as far as Emily was concerned, I didn’t even know anything that had happened on Monday night after they left the club and stopped sending photos.



So that I wouldn’t spy, part of our deal was that she’d agreed to tell me every detail of what happened. Which so far she’d most definitely not done as she was way too tired on Monday night. Meaning me not asking and pressing for details would appear downright suspicious.



I spent much of Wednesday with the serious, responsible part of me fighting back – pondering on Kim’s question of how the man who’d gotten upset at Vegas would feel at the end of three months.



But going home on Wednesday night, events again intervened. Stopping me and empowering the other side of my personality. This time an entirely unfamiliar car was pulled up on the drive.



Rather than skulking in the shadows, I strode purposefully into our home, like a woken sleeper, not quite sure what type of intruders I’d find inside my house.



The noises were mainly coming from the kitchen.



“Hi honey?” Emily smiled, sounding genuinely pleased to see me as she broke off from talking to a woman who was facing away from me, the two of them huddled conspiratorially over the island in the kitchen.



“This is Sarah … Tom, Sarah … Sarah, Tom … she was there on Monday at the club, she was in the photos, along with her boyfriend, Hector,” Emily reminded me, gesturing through to the living room which was evidently where Hector had parked himself down while the two women talked.



I so wanted to know they’d been discussing before I walked in. I should have hung back like I’d done with Kim, but that boat had sailed.



“Great to see you, Sarah,” I said, genuinely meaning it. With my mind on other things on Monday, I'd not appreciated just how cute and pretty a woman she was, her smile managing playful, innocent and wicked all at once. The blonde highlights to her dark hair worked well and now I was seeing her up close for the first time, her even under her clothes her boobs looked bigger than I recalled. Their shape and size suggesting they’d maybe had a little help from the surgeon’s knife.



“What brings you and Hector to our part of town?” I asked.



Quickly adding, “I do hope Emily’s making you feel fully at home” to soften my question.



“Jorge asked us to pop in … he’s good like that … he likes his crew to all be one big, happy family … he just asked me to check in, check Emily was okay about what happened on Monday … see if she has any questions about Friday.”



“Friday?”



“Didn’t Em tell you about Friday?”



Emily and I looked at each other, her looking genuinely surprised and embarrassed, me feigning one and genuine in the other.



“Oh dear, I seem to have put my foot in it? I’m so sorry …”



Listening to Sarah, I was suddenly struck by the strangeness of hearing a woman who seemed so normal, so suburban soccer mom hinting so gently at such sexual depravities as Jorge had planned for Emily. It was like the equivalent of pre-conviction Martha Stewart talking about mass-murder.



The last time I’d seen Sarah, Jorge and his buddies had been trying to induce death by a thousand orgasms, using the multiple talents of the Sybian to stimulate one long, virtually non-stop orgasm.



Before Sarah was allowed the briefest of respites, Jorge’s buddies lifting her off the pleasure-pain device and carrying her off behind closed doors to have use her body as they saw fit.



Serving both as a warning and an advert for Emily from Jorge as to what he had planned for Emily – so she could be under no illusions as to what would happen to her if she elected to accept his invite to meet them again in what was now only two days’ time.



And now this same woman was sat nicey-nicey in my kitchen, clutching a mug of coffee and pretending like Jorge and his crew were some kind of family-minded social outreach program.



“It’s okay, Sarah … no harm no foul … Tom knows all about my little adventures … he was the one who pushed me to get back in touch with Jorge … who do you think we were sending photos to on Monday night?”



I don’t think my face had blushed so red since that terrible night Luisa had caught me stroking myself as I watched Emily and Ralph having sex. Would I ever get comfortable with admitting to other women what it was that now floated my boat sexually?



I was temporarily speechless, trying to speak but lost for words, leaving my surprisingly relaxed wife to guide the conversation.



“When I agreed to go back into the lifestyle, part of the deal was that I’d tell Tom some of the details, but that I didn’t need to ask any permissions for the first three months …”



A broadly accurate summary of our agreement, the fact Emily said
 ‘the first’
 three months didn’t escape my attention.



The color of my face slowly returning to a shade that looked a little less like the bright pink of a baboon’s ass, although I had a million and one questions for Sarah about life in Jorge’s crew and about what might be planned for Friday, I decided to bow out gracefully. Instinct telling me I might illicit more information from Hector.



~~~~~



“Hey Hector, Tom … how ya doing?”



The girls seemed happy to be left alone to pick up on their earlier conversation, although knowing I was around, their voices were decidedly more quiet as I shut the door and headed into the living room.



My polite hello only won me the merest of grunts from our guest, sat in my favorite armchair playing a violent combat game on the family X-box. A game I’d only ever seen our son Peter playing before, a thought that brought a painful cramp to my stomach as it reminded me just how large an age difference there was between Emily and the gang she was now running with. That I’d virtually insisted she run with.



Deploying the tactics I’d learned years before as father to two teenagers, I waited patiently for the game to finish and was then rewarded with something more than a grunt.



Hector’s Bulls vest and cap gave me a lead in and once I’d gotten him talking, I broached more interesting topics.



“So, you and Sarah … you’re together? An item? You lucky dog, she’s sexy as hell …”



Not so bright and with an ego just waiting to be stroked, he grinned back at me like I’d just told him he had a ten foot dick.



“Yeah, thanks man … she’s quite a fox … and hot as hell … loves being shared with the other guys, and that’s cool with me … not sure I could keep up otherwise …”



We shared a loud laugh as I slapped him on the shoulder.



“She must really like you … I noticed she’s not wearing her rings any more … show how much she must like you, get her to take them off like that …”



“Yeah, man … her hubby wasn’t too happy at first … but he settled down in the end … he’s one of those guys like you … loves to know his little woman’s out there being wicked … getting herself some Latino cock … loves to watch, that’s the price he has to pay …”



“Fair’s fair … everyone’s happy … the little lady … Jorge, you and the crew … and hubby gets to beat his meat …”



Another back slap and I probed deeper.



“Rings off … playing most weekends, weekdays when she can manage … she must really like the lifestyle … does she really run with you guys that often? Seems kinda extreme …”



“You better believe it, bro …” Now he was full on bragging mode, proud of how he and Jorge had changed her life. “She’s fricking hooked … can’t live without it …”



I gulped, trying to hide my discomfort. “Every weekend … every week …”



“Yup,” he grinned, rubbing the front of his jeans.



“Fuck man, you must have had her in the gang for ages and ages, twelve months plus, at least …”



“Nah, not even close, me and Jorge, we don’t need that long … just a few months tops, that’s enough … that’s enough …”



I was just getting ready to probe for more when I heard the front door open.



“Hello, anyone at home?”



It was our daughter Alice. Forcing my mind to rapidly pirouette in another direction, working out the most bland but effective way of explaining away the presence of our guests.



Sarah wasn’t a problem. She was dressed a little slutty and her plastic boobs certainly attracted attention, but neither of these were totally off the spectrum compared to some of my wife’s more outlandish friends.



But Hector was a different matter? Not many mid-twenties Latino gangbangers with a one-five-five facial tattoo in our social circle.



Thankfully Alice headed to the kitchen first, giving me a little time to prepare myself.



“Hi dad,” the hug already in process as she spotted Hector and I sensed the tension in her body.



“Sweetheart, great to see you,” wrapping her tight in my fatherly arms. “This is Hector, he’s with mom’s friend Sarah … just killing time while the two women talk … girl talk, not the favorite for him and me …”



To her credit, Alice has never had a prejudiced bone in her body and she’s always been able to find common ground, the two of them soon chatting away, Alice seeming to be genuinely sad when Sarah and her mom appeared prior to their departure.



Once they were gone, any fuller explanation thankfully fell on Emily’s shoulders. That was definitely mother-daughter territory, my only responsibility being to check our explanations jived.



When Alice finally left, one comforting, home-cooked dinner and two hours later, I could relax a bit.



It was Wednesday night and I told myself I still had all of Thursday to think about things and talk things through with Emily.










Chapter 11




Sometimes I hate my job.



Like really, really hate it.



Thursday, I had nothing mega urgent and so I had plenty of time to contemplate what was planned to happen the next day.



‘Plenty of time to contemplate’
 - code for it was driving me fucking crazy. Fear and excitement tearing at me like crazy, foaming at the mouth horses, tearing me limb from limb as they violently dragged me in totally opposite directions.



Should I try and influence her? Tell her I’d changed my mind, that a guy like Jorge, the kind of life that Sarah had was way too dangerous and extreme, even for a danger junkie like me?



Would she even listen? Or would she shout at me, reminding me this had all been my idea, that I’d been the one who wanted her to go with Jorge, that I’d been the one who’d agree to our three-month deal? Telling me to man up … to suck it up.



I closed my eyes, feeling again the searing pain and panic from that day she’d ignored our safety word. The pain felt fresh. If I spoke and she rejected it, the pain would be back just like it was now coursing through my chest, tugging at my heart.



But sometimes it was totally the opposite. My body shaking and humming with excitement. My eyes closed not in pain, but so that I could better recall the picture Jorge had laid out for me when he’d used Sarah as his muse to show me what he had in mind for Emily.



Schooled in the Bible by my parents, even many years on it reminded me of the story where the Devil tempts Jesus by taking him to a high place and showing him all the kingdoms he can have.



That bastard Jorge had pulled the self-same trick with me and I hated him for it. Because I was angry with myself, angry with my own craven weakness and inability to resist the temptation.



~~~~~



Towards the end of the day, somehow I’d summoned the resolve to go home and discuss it all with Emily, and then the university president rang. The donor who’d canceled on me earlier in the week was in town tonight and I needed to be at his home at seven to discuss his funding for a new building and a new academic chair. It wasn’t asked as a question, it was a politely worded but clearly conveyed instruction. The academic, presidential equivalent of a steel fist in a velvet glove.



By the time I got home, Emily was asleep. I could have woken her, but what kind of a conversation would that have been? The late hour and low probability of a high-quality conversation gave the reptilian part of my brain enough cover to take the coward’s way out – yet again. The moral, sensible part of me cowering in the corner while the lust drunk part danced a happy jig of anticipated victory.



~~~~~



By Friday I’d given in, I knew I’d run out of both time and the willpower to resist. I just simply gave in to the voices telling me to go with the flow and deal with the consequences afterwards.



Knowing I’d certainly enjoy much of what was likely to happen, this ‘kick the can down the road’ mentality had a simple and seductive appeal.



Which is how I found myself driving home early Friday evening having finally achieved some sense of peace. My doubts and fears were safely parked and shuttered at the back of my mind, allowing me to savor that slowly increasing tingle of anticipation.



Opening the front door, there was no welcoming aroma of home-cooked dinner. There wasn’t even the comforting familiarity of the babble of early evening TV, with its customary exaggerations necessary to keep eyeballs watching and slow the internet-driven decline in ad revenues.



Emily’s always hated silence, so when I heard the subdued sound of music coming from our bedroom, I took a deep breath before I headed upstairs, pretty much knowing for sure what I’d find.



The man who’d bowed his head to accept and enjoy the evening’s events opened the door as quietly as he could – wanting to appreciate the sight he knew would greet him.



There she was – sat at her dressing table, four days after Jorge had shown her what was on offer, her mind now made up and excitedly preparing herself for the next part of our journey down the rabbit hole.



‘Our journey’ – this would mostly be ‘her journey’. I wasn’t even sure if Jorge would involve me in the smallest way possible in tonight’s ‘welcome to the family’ party.



From how he’d behaved already, I knew he had a game player’s sense of how to tease and torment. He’d done it to Emily, why shouldn’t he repeat the trick with me? Showing me, involving me last Monday – only now to hold back what he knew I craved, making me more malleable and submissive? Wouldn’t I do precisely the same thing if I was in his shoes?



~~~~~



“You seem happy ... excited, almost.”



“Tom, I didn’t hear you come in.”



I’d made her jump. Luckily, she’d got past the point where she was applying make-up, she was easing her boobs into a new, sexy quarter cup bra, the full flesh of her tits nearly spilling out, the size of the cups nearly overwhelmed by the job they were being asked to do.



We smiled at each other. Despite everything – even if her excitement was for another man – we were more in love than ever we’d been.



The whole problem, the whole crisis with Ralph and the excitement of the games we were playing had drawn us closer together than ever before.



The games had swept away with tsunami like force any complacency and over-familiarity that our years together might have caused.



No long-married couple is perfect, our Vegas crisis had been like a spring clean to our hearts, leaving us appreciating each other more than ever before.



“Happy? Excited?” she played back my questions.



“Yes, I guess I am …” The way she said it making it sound so mild and understated, like it was fifty-fifty.



But the excited flush to her cheeks, her animated movements and the happy way she’d been humming along with the music wasn’t fifty-fifty. It was ninety-ten, or ninety-nine plays one.



“And to think I had to persuade you about Jorge … that you had to take a week to think about it,” I teased her.



“Well, that just goes to show how lucky a girl I am … to have such a smart, intelligent, wise husband,” she smiled and teased right back.



“Not to mention a horny, kinky, perverted one …” She never could resist a follow-up, always having the last word.



As she went back to finishing up – slipping on a semi-transparent white blouse and a black mini-skirt, new like the lingerie – she went back into her little world of anticipation.



As I felt her emotionally slipping away, into her own little world, suddenly I was experiencing mixed feelings. A huge contrast to her unalloyed excitement and to the calm peaceful sense of resignation I’d reached earlier.



But even as I my doubts grew - as she strapped on eight-inch black stripper platform heels - I felt the slow creep of a growing masochistic pleasure. Deciding not to talk to her for a while. It was like I was enjoying the gut-wrenching excitement and agony of imposing ‘self-exclusion’ by choosing not to talk to her, even though she was sat there right in front of me.



Even as I enjoyed this simmering bittersweet pain for a few minutes, I started feeling something else growing inside me. And before long it had grown to an overwhelming strength as I felt the unstoppable sucking pull of wanting to understand Emily’s feelings.



By understanding them, by talking to her about them, I was adding to my earlier masochistic pleasure. I was putting myself right in the middle of the picture – right at the heart, able to taste and truly savor what it must be like to be in Emily’s shoes tonight.



As the moments ticked by, it gathered pace, strengthening from want into a fully formed need, a need to hear it from her.



“Em, honey … do you know what’s going to happen tonight? What they’ve got planned?”



She blushed. A guilty look appeared on her face.



“Did Jorge or Sarah tell you?” I asked.



She didn’t answer, just looked more awkward, more guilty.



I so nearly told her I’d seen everything, I was teetering right on the brink. Knowing that telling her would be like lighting the blue touch paper, a prospect that was damn tempting to the pyromaniac that’s never too far from the surface for a danger junkie like me.



But the tingling pleasure of not telling her, of retaining a little more power as my only antidote to the huge power I’d given her and Jorge was too strong – so I just stayed silent. Stayed silent and put up with Emily’s evasive answer.



“Not really … no specifics.”



Yeah, right! You keep telling yourself that. You keep your poor husband in the dark, he already knows damned well the kind of sick, kinky shit Jorge’s got planned for his latest MILF project girl!



~~~~~



Emily’s Uber arrived not much later and the whole house now seemed deathly quiet – Emily’s last act after kissing me on the cheek being to turn off the music she’d been humming along to.



Her Uber was hardly out of the drive than the waves of self-recrimination and doubts set in just as they’d done earlier in the week.



Only now I was so keyed up and on edge – so gagging and desperate for a fix, that all of my doubts weren’t about the possible stupidity of what we were doing, they were about how the rest of the evening would play out.



Will Jorge contact me? Or instead, will he leave me hanging? Leave me hanging on tenterhooks, enjoying adding a new level of psychology and suffering to the one’s he’d already inflicted.



Thinking it through, I realized how he’d played me. Kicking myself that it had taken me until now to realize this. Wasn’t I meant to be one of the smart guys?



After all, every day of the week he was probably on street corners giving a free first tastes to prospective new customers. How was I, how was Emily any different?



That’s exactly what he’d done to play me, to play her. Overcoming any residual doubts or resistance until he had both of us exactly where he wanted us – shaking with anticipation, unable to resist or say no.



~~~~~



Emily had left around seven P.M. and for the next three hours I heard nothing. Absolutely nothing. It was the slowest, more excruciating form of torture.



Not knowing what was happening. Not knowing if Jorge was going to share anything of tonight with me. My chest feeling like any second now it would explode, other times feeling so tight and constricted I could hardly breathe. I could almost picture his smug, smiling face. Kissing Emily, making out with her, maybe already fucking her. Their bodies locked in sexual heaven. Their minds laughing at me, joking about how they knew I'd be suffering.



I had no idea if any of this was true – in reality, they were probably too preoccupied with each other to give me much thought – but this was the tortured picture my mind created in full, glorious technicolor.



As those painful, tortuous one-hundred and eighty minutes of dripping, acidic agony passed at a true snail’s pace, I must have thought dozens and dozens of times of putting my pride to one side and calling him or her.



But somehow, I resisted the temptation. If I’m honest, only partly because of how humiliating it would have been. The other reason was that, although I hated to admit it, it was all part of the masochistic thrill that I’d come to love. Provided it wasn’t inflicted too often or cut too deep – that I could always see light at the end of the tunnel.



~~~~~



Finally, after three hours of this Chinese water torture, I was beginning to give up hope.



Then before I realized what was happening, I heard the screech of tires on our driveway. Someone coming to a stop in a way that no one we knew did.



Loud voices and door slamming followed. A key was being pushed into the lock and I found myself panicking, wondering if I could get to our gun safe before the intruders got to me. Convinced that the whole thing with Jorge had been a giant con to get Emily’s keys so they could rob us.



“We’re home!” It was Emily’s high pitched and very loud and happy voice, turning my panic into confusion.



“Yes, we’re home,” another, giggling female voice echoed, just about recognizable as Sarah’s.



The two voices overtaken by the fast-paced clip-clop of what sounded like heels running across our wooden floors towards me.



Fuck!



Fuck! They were both bare-assed naked. Well, nearly naked – they’d both retained panties, their miniskirts which barely covered their stocking tops and heels, but absolutely nothing else! Their outfits nearly identical – heels, stockings and skirts exactly the same; the already discarded blouses and bras no doubt followed the same pattern.



Now standing and looking through the window, I could see just how far from the house the two cars were parked. Emily and Sarah had run fifteen or twenty yards like that, giving the neighbors a show they’d never forget as their tits bounced and flopped, their heels ringing out like horses hooves on the paved brick of our driveway. We’d be the talk of the town at the country club and church fundraiser.



“We’re home, honey.” This time Emily didn’t need to shout as she was stood right next to me, her arms wrapped around me as for the second time tonight I felt the fullness of her sticky lips on my cheek.



What did a guy have to do to get a proper kiss around here? Not that I should have been complaining. As Emily hugged me from the left, Sarah hugged me from the right, her lips making a near identical imprint on my other cheek. Her boobs pressing into my right arm and chest in the same way Emily’s were doing from the other side.



“Surprised to see us?” she teased, her hand already stroking at the front of my pants. My shocked and silent condition answering the question for her.



Moments later my little piece of heaven was shattered as six young Hispanic guys sauntered into the room, talking loudly among themselves, hardly noticing and certainly not acknowledging my presence.



They were all decked out in the same casual street attire, all of them sporting plenty of tattoos and some form of ‘151’ ink, but it was only Jorge and Hector I recognized.



“Hey bro,” Jorge greeted me, only half looking at me as he continued to walk and talk to Hector until he was stood right next to me. Raising his fist in the air, inviting me – twice his age and cut from a very different cloth – to fist bump him in a way that felt both ridiculous and slightly submissive.



Maybe I was being paranoid, maybe he meant it as a genuine gesture of friendship, but with him invading my home with zero notice and zero permission, with him at the center of his little posse, it felt rather like me giving approval and domain all rolled into one. Like kissing the king’s ring.



Whatever his intention, as I hesitated and pondered, he continued to hold it up, looking me in the eye and looking a little more pissed each moment until finally I submitted and bumped.



Now smiling, he slumped down into the armchair where I’d been sitting.



“Hope you don’t mind … but thought we’d bring the party here … after all, thought that’s the best way for you to gets your rocks off as well … not fair that only Emily gets her goodies … hubby’s got have them some fun too, right?” he chuckled, my own cheeks burning.



“Got any beers, Tom?”



I should have kicked him out, his smile doing nothing to hide the power games he was playing. The sweet, fake innocence of his smile just making things worse. But that would have been physically dangerous, ruinous for our reputations and – I’m ashamed to say – would have denied me the fix that I needed maybe even more than Emily needed cock.



Fixing him to show my displeasure – I was needy and boxed in – we talked beers and moments later I was half emptying my beer shelf as I gave him and the other five what they wanted.



By the time I'd finished my second trip they’d already found the controls and turned the music on, with the four guys whose names I didn’t know crowding around Emily and Sarah as they pushed them together and face-to-face, commanding them to dance even as they groped their tits and asses and pushed their hands between under their skirts.



“Kiss you two,” several of them chanted, there was something high energy and super animated about the two of them. Both their faces were wide-eyed and full of excitement as they felt eight young male hands pawing and pulling at their bodies and the booze they’d no doubt been plied with all evening.



“Get them stripped off properly … let Tom see just how sexy his wife is, just how wet and horny for cock we got her …”



Arms in the air, dancing to the hip-hop tune they’d found on the internet, Emily and Sarah swayed and rubbed their bodies together even as their skirts and panties were pulled off them. Hands and fingers now probing their pussies even as two of the guys pushed their heads together and they started kissing.



As far as I knew this was a first for Emily – she’d never confessed any girl-on-girl action at school or college and she’d never expressed either interest or antipathy, but now their seemed zero hesitation. Her tongue was probing Sarah’s mouth and she seemed to be enjoying the feel of Sarah’s tongue in her own. Her hands were in Sarah’s air, her fingers rubbing at her ears – even if this was her first time, she seemed more the aggressor than Sarah was.



“Got real talent, Tom!” Jorge grinned at me as he raised his bottle to toast us.



“Not drinking Tom?” he chuckled, sitting there in my armchair like he was king of all he surveyed.



As Emily and Sarah continued to make out, the surrounding pack of young wolves wasn’t idle, hands continued to tease and penetrate their pussies, cup tits and tweak at their seriously swollen nipples. Even sometimes pulling one of the girls’ faces away so they could receive a male tongue, a male kiss.



It was a total orgy, Emily loving all the male and female and attention, but every so often I’d catch her throwing a longing glance at Jorge – as if however many hands she felt touching her, it was really his touch she truly craved. She was being mauled by the pack, but she craved the pack leader, the Alpha, the top dog.



Each time I saw this I felt a chill of fear pass through me. I’d thought he was a safer option that Ralph. This guy didn’t want a girlfriend or a wife, he just wanted fun and sex and games. But I’d not allowed for what Emily might want, how he might bend her to his will – twist and warp her personality, who she was and what she wanted.



Here she was, not just playing along as they forced her into her first experience of lesbian sex – but throwing herself wholeheartedly into it, loving every moment.



A truly mind-numbing, fear-creating thought for a man who gave her a very different set of things in her life. Who ticked a whole different set of boxes.



Even as this fear-inducing thought rattled round my brain, Jorge did something that suggested the fucker even had powers of telepathy. As he did something to break down the barriers between his world and mine.










Chapter 12




Friday 2
 nd
 November,2018. 1030 Sheridan Rd, Evanston, IL 60202



“Hey, Tom … this isn’t just for the girls … for the young dudes … why don’t you get over there … get yourself some …”



I hesitated for just a moment and a flick of the head had Emily and Sarah breaking clear of their playmates and dragging me back to where the pack had now made a Tom-shaped hole.



As they giggled and laughed to each other, their hands plucked until I’d joined them in a state of near nakedness. After their last round as the targets for ‘unwrap the present’, they only had heels and stockings left. Me, I was left standing there in only my wristwatch feeling decidedly embarrassed, very aware of how much smaller my cock was than most of the guys who were now stripping down for action.



Aside from my embarrassment – although I was ninety-nine percent sure I wasn’t the object of their desire - standing in the middle of four young Latino gang members as they rapidly disrobed was decidedly disconcerting. Four very hard, very erect cocks waving around just feet from me wasn’t something I was used to.



Thankfully Emily’s hand stroking my cock and Sarah’s hand cupping me as she played with my balls took my mind off that part of things - as the weirdest of daisy chains started to form. They were playing with me, the guys were playing with them – not exactly the scene I’d expected in our home at the start of the evening.



Aside from the shock, the other thing that really smarted was that here we were in our home, but Emily wasn’t dancing to my tune – she was following Jorge’s direction. Seemingly more concerned with pleasing him that me.



I even got the feeling the only reason her hand was on my junk was because he’d told her to put it there. Not because of some concern she had for my sexual desires.



Still playing with my cock, Emily looked across at Jorge and as he nodded, she dropped to her knees and took my throbbing five inches all the way to the back of her throat. Swallowing me with worrying ease as she slurped away like my cock was some especially delicious popsicle.



“Hey, Tom … catch!”



I instinctively reached out as Jorge’s right hand threw something small and silver in my direction, catching it before I realized what it was. Instantly feeling a sense of revulsion, fear and humiliation as everyone bar Emily laughed and I turned it around and understood what it was.



The fucking bastard had thrown me and had me catch a cock cage.



“Hey Tom … don’t look so worried, I’m not that mean … I’m not going to make you wear it … just thought it would be kind of funny, as we’re all having such fun here tonight,” he smirked.



“But, hey … if the cap fits … if you want to slip it on later, no one will think any the less of you … kind of just a physical symbol of what you know you like anyway … have a think ..."



Bastard … this wasn’t me … not the guy who races motorcycles, jumps out of planes and who was one of Wall Street’s ‘Masters of the Universe’. Wearing something like that might be fine for some guys, but not for me … way to emotionally emasculating … the symbolism of it ten levels of masochism than I’d ever be comfortable with. Although his comment about it just being a physical embodiment of the attitudes I already showed was a cut that painfully deep as it cut just a little too close to the bone.



“Hey, Tom … no hard feelings, why don’t you come over here, give me the cage back,” he beckoned.



Realizing too late it was all just a ploy for him to speak to me without Emily hearing. As I handed it back he pulled my head down next to his and whispered to me.



“Don’t even think about interfering, Tom … point one, you promised Em three months … and point two, much more importantly … we got all kinds of photos that you really wouldn’t want to ever see the light of day … and not just Emily,” he said, pointing to Hector who’d been pointing his phone at me for the last few seconds.
 ‘Professor in cuck cage controversy’
 wasn’t a headline I wanted to read anytime soon.



Just to tap the last nail into my coffin, he slapped me on the back and winked.



“Okay, let’s get this show on the road … Emily, get your pretty little ass over here, honey …”



~~~~~



My suspicion that right now she cared more about what Jorge wanted than about me was given further credence as Emily broke off from the two guys who’d been kissing her and playing with her body.



Obediently clip-clopping across the room in those damned eight-inch stripper heels that made her ass and legs look irresistible, her eyes seemed to light up as she saw Jorge produce a small white bag and a plastic tube.



Fuck!



No wonder she seemed so hyper, why she was so energized and wide-eyed with enthusiasm to do whatever it was that Jorge told her. I was still standing right next to Jorge and looking more carefully I could see she wasn’t just ‘wide-eyed’ – her pupils were fully dilated. Making me wonder how many hits she’d already taken before they’d got here.



“Want some more snow Emily?” he grinned, looking not at her, but at me – enjoying my shock and pain. Emily’s head ducking down as she grasped the little tube and snorted. So eager to feel another chemical high that there wasn’t even the slightest of guilty looks in my direction.



Neither Emily nor I had ever been big into the drug scene – either before we met or after.



It just wasn’t us, our use of coke limited to just two times when we were younger and mixing in New York’s finance circles where use of cocaine was particularly common.  We’d used it once when we were just married, before the kids came along and had decided ‘no more’ when we became parents. But we’d weakened a couple of years after Peter was born – drunk at a party with new people where we wanted to fit in and seem part of the cool gang.



But that was nearly twenty years ago, and I hated what I was now seeing. Hated it for itself, but also because I detested that it gave me a secret and shameful buzz.



If watching the woman I loved being naughty was at the core of this whole perverted pleasure of mine, then wasn’t her clattering of the rails and doing drugs for Jorge the biggest and most extreme of crimes she could commit?



Looking at her throwing her head back, feeling the burn and sensing the sudden rush, I felt my cock harden and I hated myself for it.



“One of perks of the job, Tommy boy,” he joked with me. 



“I get it trade price … as much as I want … and Em seems to like it, says she wishes she’d done more of it, back in the day … more blow, more partying … says that her professor husband’s the love of her life … but that he can be a bit of square sometimes,” he taunted me.



Winking at me and slapping her ass, he told her to head to the car, open the trunk and bring in the black bag.



All very cryptic, but armed with her recent hit of coke and with whatever was still in her blood flow from earlier, she didn’t hesitate even for a moment. Trotting off topless and panty-less into the frigid November air. Tits all bouncy, making me even harder, not giving a damn what any nosy neighbors might think. Making me eternally grateful that we had such a high level of privacy from our neighboring houses.



~~~~~



It was Monday night all over again. Only this time it wasn’t Sarah who was bending over, tits hanging down assembling the Sybian machine, it was my wife Emily.



Sarah was now sat on Hector’s lap, playing with his cock, the other four unnamed gang members sat bare-assed on our sofas playing with themselves – waiting for the show to begin.



I’m ashamed to admit that even as I watched her fiddling about with the device, I found myself touching myself just like all the other men in the room.



The device was finally ready and, just as Sarah had done, Emily’s last action before she mounted the device was to hand the little remote control device to Jorge.



“Good girl.”



Fucking twenty years her junior and he was still calling her ‘good girl’, arrogant prick.



“Tom, don’t leave her hanging there … why don’t you go and show her how much you love her … give her a kiss, hold her hand while she puts a show on for me and the boys …”



Fuck, was this really what our marriage had come to? Maybe I would have been better off with Ralph still as her love interest.



But even though I was cussing and questioning, I still gave my cock a last squeeze and went over to do what he’d suggested. Telling myself it was what I wanted, putting me right next to her, letting me kiss her and feel her body.



Not to mention giving me the best seat in the house for the upcoming show which I knew no amount of shame or self-loathing would stop me watching.



As I started moving to her, I felt Jorge’s hand on my arm.



“Hang on, not yet. Wait until she really gets buzzing.” His iron-tight fingers forming a steel band around my arm as Emily lowered herself and allowed that little black plastic cock to start slowly rotating inside her pussy. Her eyes closing and the muscles around her mouth tensing as Jorge flicked the other switch – kicking the vibrating little pad of nubs into their lowest setting as they stimulated her clit and the rest of her labia.



“Bzzzz … bzzz … BZZZZZZZ … BZZZZZZZ ….”



Now he was really grinning, finally releasing my arm as he turned both nobs from one to four, causing Emily to start physically shaking as the stimulation instantly came too much.



He’d released me just in time so I could catch her body as she fell forward, left with little choice but to hold her upright as those two buzzing assaults continued at full speed inside her and on her love bud.



The bastard had deliberately waited so that I was now complicit in his game – holding Emily in place as that sexual tool of torture did it’s worst. The other kick to my gut being that even though I was next to her, holding her – Emily was totally blind to my presence. The only two things she cared about right now were latex and buzzing. The man who was her life partner came a distant fourth – latex, Jorge and only then me.



Fuck! I hated that he was twisting us so much. Hated that it wasn’t just Emily who was loving this so much. That despite my shame and knowing that I shouldn’t, I was loving this almost as much as Emily was.



Having given her a huge, full-speed burst of pleasure, Jorge now tuned her down to a mere two-out-of-four setting. The slight softening of the muscles around her mouth and her eyes bearing witness to her pleasure overload falling to a more sustainable level.



“Kiss her, Tom! You know you want to … you know she wants you to ….”



But the moment my lips touched hers, the bastard went back to four and rather than respond to my touch she spontaneously ignited in an explosion of sexual bliss.



“Fuckkkk … Fuckkkk … Fuckkkk … Noooo … Noooo.” Her pussy juice squirting out all over the toy, some of it splashing onto me as she came more strongly than I think I’d ever seen her come before.



~~~~~



Jorge kept at it for around fifteen to twenty minutes. Turning her up and down and keeping her simmering away and then boiling over as a series of five major orgasms and countless smaller orgasms were ripped from her body.



I really hated this guy. He’d found the perfect game. He knew I was both ashamed and loving it. He knew that minute-by-minute he was reducing the woman I held in my arms into an exhausted, spent and empty sexual husk of a woman.



It was only after that fifth, huge orgasm that he finally turned off the two stimulators. And even then he did it in the cruelest way -turning her straight from four to zero in one go. Her poor pussy grateful for the relief but her mind having to deal with cold, cold turkey. Her eyes opening so slowly, so gingerly – as if she had no idea who she was or where she was.



“Honey?” My voice was the softest, my bedside manner the most caring. My reward – an ice pick through the heart.



When her eyes finally fixed on something to focus on, when her face chose something to smile at – it was Jorge she chose. As she used my hand as a solid anchor point to lift herself off the torture device, before her wobbly legs took over to my armchair where Jorge was still sat king-like.



I told myself she didn’t mean it, that it was all the fault of Jorge and that infernal machine. That Emily was suffering the sexual equivalent of Stockholm Syndrome, emotional captured by the man who’d sexually kidnapped her. But even so, it hurt like hell. I was good enough to be her physical support as she lifted up, but her soft, watery eyes looked not to me but to another.



It was the worst of slicing, sword-like pains – only made worse by the fact that a big part of me was reveling both in the sexual excitement and also in the deep masochistic pleasure.



For the next couple of hours plus the whole room settled down to watch the Bulls vs. Pacers game, it had finished hours ago but they’d been careful to avoid the score, so they got the full venting and exciting experience.



All of them enjoying this except Sarah – who was kneeling between Hector’s legs with his big cock down her throat – and Emily was snuggled up next to Jorge, snuggled and in some ways enjoying a far more intimate moment. Making me fear again that maybe Ralph would have been the lesser of two evils.



Emily’s hand kept going towards Jorge’s cock, but he kept pulling it away – for now more interested in the game and sending her the clearest of messages that he was in control, that his needs came first, second and third.



She even tried taking a leaf out of Sarah’s book, kneeling on the floor between his legs and reaching into his pants. But he just pulled her straight back up, plonked her right back where she’d started on his lap. His only act of kindness a compensatory kiss.



“I know you need to feel me inside you baby … but ya gotta wait … a guy’s needs always come first … but I promise I’ll fuck you before long … that you’ll feel that tight little married pussy of yours being properly stretched out and filled with a real cock …”



In any other situation, with any other man, this kind of attitude would have sent Emily into a towering temper. She hated men or women who behaved like this – who put themselves before others.



But right now, still high on coke, agitated and needy for Jorge’s huge cock, she was as meek as a lamb. Somehow finding a way to control her needs until Jorge was ready.










Chapter 13




When the game was finally over, inevitably it was Jorge who ‘offed’ the remote. Pulling his top off in one smooth move, and then dropped his pants and jockeys as he lay down on the floor. His huge, fat cock sticking up skywards like a landing beacon for my wife.



Holding himself solid as Emily smiled happily and squatted above him – lost in her own little world, no thought for me, her whole world that huge tube of flesh she was about to mount.



“Hey, Tom … don’t think too bad of her … she can’t help herself … she’s been dreaming of this ever since you put her on a starvation diet … and I was real bastard to her Monday … showing her what she could have, but not fucking her …”



Shit! She was so far gone, totally consumed by the drugs and by her sexual needs. It was scary for me to see her like this. I may as well have been a thousand miles away, she was so unaware of my presence in this room.



Still wearing her heels and stockings, she pulled her love lips as wide as they could go and lowered her hips, capturing the massive glans of Jorge’s coke-can coke in her vulva. Unable to stop herself wincing and biting down on her bottom lip as she reacquainted herself with the young Hispanic's huge penis.



Splitting his attention between us, he continued his gentle mockery. “She’s forgotten just how big I am, Tom … what was it, five months ago … she’s forgotten … but I’m telling you, by the end of tonight she’ll only be wanting one cock … won’t be able to live without it … not really fair is it? But then, you’ve got the brains and the money … so maybe it is fair after all.”



As her lover told me the facts of life, Emily continued to be totally unaware of how Jorge was speaking to me. She’d let gravity slip a little lower, would pause, take a couple of deep breaths and then repeat the whole thing all over again – her bottom lip still hidden by her teeth, her eyes wide open, her whole face looking twitchy and hyper-energized. This time, not just from the drugs.



Finally, she’d managed to take him all, her love lips now stretched wide with an elastic tightness. Her breathing shallow and rapid, right on the edge of hyperventilation.



“Give me a kiss, Em …”



A simple and slightly sweet request, one that seemed to break Emily out of her own little world of the intense focus she’d needed to take all of Jorge’s huge cock. As she very gingerly moved forward – afraid something inside her might snap – she smiled softly at the young man who was deep within her body and gave him the kiss he’d demanded.



Not an angry, aggressive, sexual kiss – but the softest, most tender of kisses. At first just lips, open-mouthed and a sigh of sharing breath. Only then the slightest of gentle tonguing actions.



“Tell Tom how great it feels, Em! Tell him big I feel up inside you, how you’ve been thinking of nothing else these last few days …”



As she turned to look at me, I expected to see some embarrassment, some blush in her cheeks. But there was none – absolutely none. I don’t know if it was the drugs or the exhaustion from the sex toy or the way Jorge had kept her hanging on – but whatever the cause there was just a gentle, quiet, matter of fact honesty.



“He’s right, honey … I hope it doesn’t hurt you too much for me to be so honest … but it’s wonderful … totally wonderful, having a big cock inside me again … after all these months without …”



Our eyes locked. The last few minutes I’d felt pain as she’d seemingly not even been aware I was there. Now that I had her full attention, it was even more painful. But also hugely erotic – the thrill and buzz of the humiliation of her words. Knowing that not one word of it was faked. Not one word of it was exaggerated for effect.



Then Jorge looked around the room – seemingly unconcerned by the woman who was keeping his cock warm. Looking around all of the group before turning to me.



“This is how it has to be in our gang … no secrets, all out in the open … all the guys knowing who each woman belongs to … to avoid fights and jealousy … Hector’s got his Sarah … now I’ve got my Emily …”



There was no denial from my wife. In fact, she didn’t speak at all. Her hips now slowly working up and down her version of giving an answer.



“Three months … three months for me to have my evil way with her … three months to really turn her into the kind of slut she’s always wanted to be … Ralph only started the job … barely scratched the surface … let’s see if you can stand it for three months Tom … let’s see if she still wants to come home, can even stop after three months of all this,” he said, waving his hand around the room, pointing at all the other wolves waiting to have their turn with her.



~~~~~



All the time he’d been talking, Emily had been slowly working herself up and down his huge, thick cock – her pussy juices frothing at the way his massive meat was making her feel. Her face consumed by a distant, faraway look. A non-stop series of happy, contented moans coming from her mouth. Her whole being focused on Jorge’s cock and what it was doing for her. Feelings exaggerated by five months of waiting since we’d last been brave enough to play.



“Doesn’t she look hot, Tom,” he taunted, reaching up to squeeze her boobs, pulling on her nipples like they were made of elastic. “Me and her gonna have us some fun tonight … give her reward for five months of waiting …”



Even as he spoke, he’d started to stand. Never mind the weight of Emily sitting on his crotch - his squat, muscular body making easy work of the task. His hands tight around her hips as he pivoted and dumped her down in the armchair. Her ass on the edge of the cushion, her legs forced up and over his shoulders where they waggled around helplessly, beating against thin air.



“This what you want, baby?”



"Uh-huh," she moaned urgently.



“Really want … more than anything else in the whole world right now?”



"Uh-huh," now sounding even more desperate for his hips to the start the pistoning action she knew was coming. His cock now pulled fully back, like a steam hammer, safety off, poised ready for the first press on the trigger.



“Good girl,” he grinned down at her flushed face. “Enough talking … let’s have the action do our talking for us, huh … let Tom see how much you need this after five months on starvation rations.”



‘Five months on starvation rations.’
  Bastard! Em and I did okay for ourselves – if anything our love life had been at an all time high. However much I knew the truth in what he was saying – that Emily was about to get the kind of fucking that would always be beyond me.



His hips slammed down with frightening speed and force.



“Ohhhhhhhhhhh …. ohhhhhhhhhhh …. ohhhhhhhhhhh,” each slamming, deep motion of his cock stretching her wide and causing a knew sob of passion. Her eyes full of need, full of submission and locked on his face like he was the center of her universe.



“Ohhhhhhhhhhh …. ohhhhhhhhhhh …. ohhhhhhhhhhh.”



Shit, I’d missed this! Missed the unfathomable, bittersweet pleasure. Even as my cock drooled, part of me asking why I’d been made like this. To see another man fuck the woman I loved, to see how she loved it more than when we made love, it hurt so bad, felt so good.



I may as well be the one crying out ‘Ohhh …’ – the only difference being my torment was mental not physical.



“Yeah, babe … yeah, baby … give it up for daddy … cum for daddy.”



Fuck. He’d only been fucking her thirty seconds and she was already on the edge of another climax. A big one by the look of it, her whole body keyed up and on the edge. Muscles tensed, body ready to explode in a shower of sexual stars.



“Come on, Emily … come on, show hubby how you need it … show him this is you, is what you really need …”



His hips were really slamming down fast now, greased lightening in motion, Emily’s whole body bouncing seductively each time he slammed. Tits, shoulders and ass all wobbling in their different ways, making me jealous as hell that I wasn’t the one making her body look so sexy.



Slap, slap, slap … it was such a crude, such a carnal sound. Made worse by the audience ... Jorge’s homeys looking on as he took my woman … a show for them, a true spectacle … for me submission, loss but also an all-time high … why the hell was I made like this?



Slap, slap, slap … she was right on the edge now … right there, her eyes not moving an inch from his as she gave herself to him … finally exploding, twitching and grinding, all locked muscles and sweaty need.



“Ahhhhhhhhhhh …. ahhhhhhhhhhh …. Ahhhhhhhhhhh.” Her eyes screwed up, seeing stars, feeling like the queen of the world, her whole being flooded with dopamine and countless other pleasure drugs. Natural drugs to join the white powder her new boyfriend had doped her with.



“Ahhhhhhhhhhh …. ahhhhhhhhhhh …. Ahhhhhhhhhhh.”



The high just kept on coming, reminding me of the sex toy. It was like the knob was dialed up then down every few seconds until half a minute later her limp body told me it was finally over.



Finally over while all the time Jorge had stayed absolutely static, like a lion looking down at his prey, captured and squirming beneath his two giant paws. Just the slightest of smiles appearing when Emily’s eyes finally opened. A moment that signaled the start of the next phase as once again he lifted her as if she weighed nothing.



“Be back in a while,” he grinned at me, carrying her off up the stairs into our master bedroom.



“This bits for me and Em,” the last words I heard before the resounding sound of the door shutting.



Short and to the point, all the more painful for its brevity. Inviting me to imagine a wider significance of what the privacy he was imposing really meant.



~~~~~



For the next hour all I could do was listen. Listen as Jorge took my sexually exhausted wife to new heights of sexual pleasure.



Was he a better lover than Ralph?



Who knows, who cares? I suspect ‘different’ rather than ‘better’ is the word to use. More crude, animalistic and powerful. No hint of romance or relationship – a caveman doing to a female body what it was designed to receive. As time after time I heard Emily’s voice cry out in passion and sexual fulfilment. All I had to go on being the sounds she was making as the door had been firmly shut in a way that made his intentions clear.



The ‘sound only’ experience leaving me teetering on the edge. Like one arm was being fed with the purest heroin, while the other arm was track-free and able to think about what this all meant. Able to tease and torment me with thoughts of what the next three months would be like. Able to tease and torment me with the stupidity of my original idea. The idea that now seemed so wrong-headed, that Jorge was a safer option than Ralph.



~~~~~



Finally, after nearly an hour the door opened, my nostrils immediately assailed by the smell of sex. The smell of Jorge marking his territory – leaving an indelible mark in Emily’s brain on what was always on offer any time he called for her and she visited his bed. Enjoyed his cock and his raw, possessive love making.



Emily still in the bedroom, only Jorge standing at the top of the stairs, he cleared his throat before speaking.



“Okay, guys … normal drill … normal routine … she’s all yours now … now she knows who the Alpha is …”



Shit, it was already two-thirty in the morning and he was initiating round three of Emily’s sexual conquest! Hadn’t the machine and his own hour plus fucking of her been enough? Did he have to now open the flood gates to even more?



He grinned as he looked down at the four guys who were already walking up the stairs, standing in the doorway as his crew passed him and entered the room. Fist bumping each of them like a carrier admiral sending his pilots out on a mission.




“Door open, door closed, Tom?” he grinned, looking down the stairs at my blushing face.




Bastard! Fucking bastard! To him this was performance art. All a big, fucking game. Had he been this way with Sarah and her husband? Before he’d grown tired of her and handed her over to his boy Hector?



Was this what he had in store for Emily and me, before he grew tired of her? Happy that he’d broken her down, imprinted a whole new lifestyle and set of needs into her heart and mind – ready to palm her off and move onto the next wife to be corrupted and reshaped.



I didn’t grace his question with an answer, just looking back at him with a challenging look of derision. Invoking nothing more than a shrug of the shoulders from him.



“Have it your own way, Tommy boy.” His voice dripping with disinterest as he left the door half open. Positioned so I’d hear more but wouldn’t be able to see the action on the bed unless I walked over to the doorway.



Bastard! He’d turned my own check into his own check-mate, knowing damn well that as soon as the sex games started up I’d be powerless to resist temptation. Humiliating myself still further.



~~~~~



For the next couple of hours those four young, hungry wolves used Emily as they wished.



There were flashes of desire and want from her, but for much of the time she just seemed too tired.



Jorge had worn her down with her first sex bucking-bronco experience on the Sybian.



Then he himself had fucked her to countless cums.



So the fact that she had any ‘want’ left at all was a minor miracle. Testament to how much she was loving the whole night.



Her ‘cumming out’ party after five months in solitary.



But even when she didn’t have the energy left for eager participation, there was a quiet, happy smile on her face as she arranged herself into whatever position it was the boys wanted her in before she opened her legs and gave them access to her battered honeypot.



For myself I was like a fly periodically drawn up the stairs to the scene of the crime.



I’d resist for a while and then give-in, satisfying my desires with a few minutes of watching before fully gorged (but with self-respect running on empty) I’d retreat from the doorway back into our lounge.



Only to repeat the whole routine a few minutes later as the sounds drew me helplessly back.



The scenes in our master bedroom changed as time and energy levels varied.



At first I’d struggle to even see much of Emily – her body surrounded by the tattoos and hardened muscles of her four young conquerors. She might be sucking on one cock while another fucked her. Her arms pulled out and forcibly latched onto one of the two cocks waving around by her sides.



If you couldn’t be lucky enough to be in her pussy or in her mouth, a hand job and playing with her boobs wasn’t a bad consolation prize. Certainly good enough to keep you hard and interested until another opening became available.



One time I popped back to the doorway, drawn by the volume of her shouts, I saw what I’d only witnessed once before. Emily laying on one guy, his cock deep in her ass while another pounded her pussy. The loud cries and moans she’d otherwise have made stifled by the cock busy fucking in and out of her mouth.



Fuck it was hot! Hot and slick and deeply erotic, but also a source of shame that I enjoyed it so much. What kind of husband got off on this kind of shit?



I even felt sorry for the single, solitary guy who didn’t get a hole. Like the runt of the litter without a teat to suckle on.



But as their energy started to wane as they fucked load after load into Emily, slowly the picture I’d see started changing. Instead of all four of them being clustered around her, they’d be only one or two – their buddies getting their mojo back before rejoining the fray.



In between trips to my watching post in the doorway, I’d be in the lounge with Jorge who thankfully seemed to have tired of tormenting me. I was the spider from which he’d already pulled off all eight legs – his mind had moved on to other things. More interested in watching TV or playing on his iPhone than making comments about him and Emily and what lay ahead.



Part of me didn’t want to be near him – wanted to withdraw to the private sanctuary of my den. But however awkward I found it, however intimidating I found him, it was my house and I’d be damned if I was going to be driven to the margins in my own home. So I just gritted my teeth and pretended like I didn’t care.



~~~~~



One by one, Emily’s four new playmates had satisfied themselves and re-entered the lounge, parking themselves down and making themselves right at home. TV, cold beers, two of them even asked me for the wi-fi password. I could have been petty and told them to screw themselves, but what was the point?



However much part of me hated this, hated the way they were treating our home, I couldn’t pretend that another part of me didn’t love all of this.



As I counted the last of the playmates returning, my heart and mind wanted to send me rushing in there. Partly to check on Emily, to check she was okay. Partly because the pervert me wanted to see what kind of state they’d left her in.



Rushing in would have made me look sad and desperate. So to retain the tiniest shred of dignity (at least in my own mind anyway) I waited two or three minutes before sauntering upstairs as slowly and casually as I could manage.










Chapter 14




I felt another shiver of self-loathing and shame as I poked my head around the door, fully aware of how excited I was to see how they’d left Emily.



She was a sticky, sweaty picture of sexual excess! Lying there in the middle of the bed, eyes closed, breasts and ribs slowly rising and falling as she sought to slowly gather herself and any reserves of any energy she could muster.



Tiptoeing as quietly as I could, I couldn’t resist moving closer to get a better look. To be able to almost taste and smell what they’d done to Emily, what they’d left behind, their residual juices, marks and ejaculated secretions.



Turning my wrist, I confirmed they’d had her for precisely two hours and twenty-three minutes. I had no idea how many times each of the four guys had fucked her after Mister Big Dick Jorge Top Dog Alpha had thrown her to the rest of the pack.



Luckily Hector had been busy with Sarah and hadn’t expressed any interest in having a taste of my wife, but that still left four young horndogs and I had to reckon they’d each taken Emily three or four times. With each fucking no doubt being longer than the last one as their urgency waned and they settled in for the long haul.



Some of the spunk they’d left was already dried and crusty. Other more recent deposits were still in liquid form. Including the seed that was bubbling out from between her battered pussy lips, all red, swollen and gaping open. Part of a matching pair, twinned with her bright red ass hole. Although I’d only seen a couple of guys fucking her ass, I had to think that all four of them would have wanted a taste – no doubt some of them liking it so much they came back for second helpings.



Her boobs – I’ve always loved her big boobs, mother earth to our kids all those years ago – had also received more than their fair share of attention. Even now, with all her lovers departed and watching TV, her nipples were still stood to attention. Bright and engorged with blood, swollen and still seeking even more attention. Love bites and other markings showing me her boobs had been just as popular with the boys as they always were with me.



My eyes finally with nothing new to see, I stroked her sweaty, matted hair, my cock hardening as her eyes slowly opened. Tired but happy, the natural center piece in the jewel that was her face. A face marked by smeared, ruined old make up and new make up of the dried, crusted and salty variety.



“You okay, hun?” My voice soft. I wanted this between just her and me, and maybe she had a headache.



“Mmmm …”



Full words, full sounds were maybe too much for her right now.



Shit, that smile of hers would always melt my heart. Even after everything I’d seen and heard.



“You want to get some sleep?” It was five in the morning, and I couldn’t begin to imagine how tired she felt.



“That’d be nice …”



“Let me shower you.”



“Too tired, honey … just wanna rest …” No energy to her voice, everything cut down to the core, she sounded almost robotic.



“I’ll help, it’ll make you feel better.”



Despite her stated preference, she didn’t have the energy to resist as I swiveled her off the bed and walked her into the shower.



Steaming jets of water hit her body. The smallest of upticks in energy now visible. Washing her body I took in all the signs of how the boys had used her for the last few hours.



Somehow seeing the love bites, markings and small bruises on a freshly scrubbed and otherwise normal body made them more exciting, made my cock swell all over again.



If the water and soap had made most of her body look normal again, no amount of washing could return her pussy to normal. The small landing strip was normal, but the wide mess beneath was definitely not normal. How many days or weeks would it be before her swollen, reddened, O-shaped pussy with splayed lips returned to anything like the small petal I was used to?



Shower over, I helped Emily on the reverse path, getting her to wait while I changed the sheets. Rewarded by the warmest of exhausted smiles as she felt the clean linen touch and comfort her skin. A smile she doubled down on as I pulled the duvet up and over – only her face now visible as I climbed in behind her and snuggled her with comfort and love.



~~~~~



My eyes slowly opening, I felt totally disoriented. As each synapse slowly clocked on for work, my memories, the situation slowly came back to me.



Eleven-forty-five the little red diodes informed me. The bright winter sunshine telling me it was lunch time not night time.



One mystery over, I turned to another. The weight on my arms killing my blood flow was Emily, all warm and soap-smelling. A jab of realization reminding me how different she’d smelled and looked before I’d rescued and showered her.



Peaking over I answered the mystery – she was still asleep. Not exactly sleeping the sleep of the innocent, but resting nonetheless.



It took a few minutes, but my brain was finally on full power. One of my first discoveries being that I could hear the blurring sounds of the TV from downstairs. Blurring sounds occasionally interrupted by male voices.



‘Surely not!’
  I told myself.



Surely they’d have headed off home. Back to whatever rock from which they’d crawled out from under.



But even as I pulled my arm from under Emily and got out of bed, another voice said
 ‘why?’
  Why would they have gone back to their shitty little crib when they had hot and cold running beer, food and entertainment. Entertainment in the beamed, broadcast sense. Entertainment in the willing, sexual sense.



~~~~~



“Hey … Tommy Boy!” He almost seemed genuinely pleased to see me, holding his beer bottle high in the air in a mock
 ‘Salut’
 greeting.



‘His beer bottle’?



It wasn’t Jorge’s, it was my beer bottle, actually. And if he seemed pleased to see me, my mind was silently saying something totally different.
 ‘Fuck off back home, get out of my house, leave us be,’
 just some of the more polite things my mind was thinking.



“How you guys sleep?” he smirked.



“Bet Emily slept well … after the good time me and the boys showed her.” His grin now overpowering in its ability to make my blood boil.



“Yeah, something like that …” was all my sleepy brain could muster.



“Hope you don’t mind,” he grinned, gesturing at the kitchen which was awash with cooking debris. Cooking debris and two of his four buddies – the other two in the lounge, no sign of Sarah and Hector.



“We were kinda hungry after the party with you and Em … so me and the guys helped ourselves to breakfast … help yourself … there’s plenty left … Manu’s quite the chef … his abuela taught him all her best recipes …”



Great!
  Now I was being offered breakfast in my own house.



Having offered him disingenuous thanks, I moved onto what was really on my mind.



“No problem about the breakfast, and don’t worry about the debris … me and Em can sort all that out later … but, just to let you know, Em and I have got to scoot in a while … got plans to meet the family … we got to be out of here in about ninety minutes … does that work for you guys?”



Jorge’s eyes slightly narrowed. “Strange, Tommy. Em never mentioned anything like that. In fact she said she had a pretty quiet weekend …”



Fuck! Our eyes locked together as I felt the color rising in my face. He’d caught me in a lie and he knew it.



Looking down at my phone, pretending to scroll my calendar, I attempted a recovery.



“Oh, shit … my bad … that’s next weekend.”



But even as I pretended and tried to sound convincing, my eyes spotted something even worse. A real calendar reminder that I was due at the university in an hour. A Saturday mixer with actual and prospective donors.



Fuck, fuck, fuck!



I couldn’t leave Emily here with this pack of ravenous pussy hounds. Even if their appetites were half-satisfied by last night’s feast.



But what alternative did I have? And I had no time to form a plan. A shower and the drive would take the whole hour.



Retreating upstairs the hot water didn’t give me any inspiration. I toyed with ringing in sick but rejected it. I was behind in my fund-raising targets and two of my main prospects had flown in specially for today.



And anyway, even if I was here not there, would it really make much of a difference? After all, it hadn’t made a blind bit of difference last night.



~~~~~



The next five hours were maybe my most stress-free part of my whole weekend.



Sure, there was always that dull, thudding set of thoughts at the back of my mind, about what was going on back at home. Between Emily and Jorge. Between Emily and the four other guys from Jorge’s crew.



But at least these slashing blades were doing their damage at the back of my head. They weren’t up front, I wasn’t having to look at things, wasn’t forced to confront the painful paradox of how I both loved and hated this part of our lives.



If I’m honest, I’m not sure how effective I was in opening wallets to fill the campus coffers, but I really didn’t care. At least it took my mind off events back in Evanston.



But eventually the last guest had left the oak-paneled dining room. The last other faculty member had left and it was just me and those haughty, taunting portraits looking down on me. Ninety-seven men and women who’d always be my superiors, each of their ninety-seven lives decorated by the ultimate achievement of a Nobel Prize. It was like their eyes were accusing me.
 ‘Emily was your biggest achievement and you’re letting her slip away … you and your sick games are letting her slip away.’



I knew it was all just in my mind, but at least it spurred me on to drag myself away from the peaceful sanctuary of the university and back home to face whatever harsh new realities were waiting there for me.



~~~~~



At least one of the two cars was gone.



The flickering flame of hope burned just a little higher.



Feeling like a thief stealing silently into my own home, even pushing the key into the lock was done as slowly and silently as possible.



No signs of anyone downstairs. The earlier ‘debris’ in the kitchen was still there, joined by all kinds of other mess and chaos in the lounge. The place looked like a bomb had hit it. They'd certainly given zero thought to tidying before departing.



Quietly and stealthily checking every room downstairs, I breathed a sigh of relief that they were all empty.



Turning my attention to upstairs, I’d just put my foot on the first stair rung when I heard the softest, quietest of female moans. So soft, so quiet I couldn’t tell which room it came from, but my hackles immediately went full alert. It had to be Emily. Theoretically it might be Sarah – I’d not seen her leave – but what were the chances?



My second step was matched by another soft moan. This time a little longer, a little bit more full with emotion. The moans now seemingly matching each step I took, each step that took me closer to something I knew I did and didn’t want to see.



Halfway up, my head just above floor height I confirmed what the volume of the sounds told me – the door to our master bedroom was open. That was definitely where the moans were emanating from. My last hope it was Sarah disappearing.



Spying through the door, I saw something that by rights shouldn’t have shocked or hurt.



It was Emily. Emily in bed with just one, single male partner. Emily in bed with Jorge on top of her.



But what hurt and shocked and stopped me dead wasn’t the act or the identity of her partner, it was the way the two of them were together.



The scene was hugely different to last night.



Last night had been hammer blow, piston paced power fucking. Jorge using his huge cock, his muscles and his threatening demeanor to drag orgasm after orgasm out of my wife’s writhing, ecstatic body.



But today it was more Romeo than Rambo. Emily’s legs were wrapped tight around the small of his back, holding him tight, sending the clearest of physical and psychological messages to both of them that he was her man. She was his woman.



Their heads barely inches apart, tender kisses occupying their mouths whenever Emily wasn’t moaning her pleasure to her lover, the whole scene sent a flaming, scything arrow straight through the center of my heart.



The power fucking, the animalistic fury I could deal with. But this! This really stung and hurt. Really made me worry like hell about what would be left of our marriage after three more months of this kind of thing. Jorge seducing my wife with the raw youth and excitement of his edge-of-the-blade street living. Matched with the perfect compliment of Mills and Boon closeness and emotional seduction.



I felt a lump in my throat as I watched the way his hips slowly moved up and down. Each backward stroke met by a small look of resigned emptiness from Emily, each forward stroke met by tensed muscles around the eyes and a happy moan of fulfilment.



There were no words between them.



Intuitively I knew they didn’t need any words. They’d done their talking earlier, when the others had left, in between love sessions, no doubt.



By now it was enough, more than enough, that they just had their physical and emotional connection. Jorge and his huge, thick cock uniting them as he sawed in and out. His thickness, the depth of his penetration sending Emily on a non-stop carpet of heavenly pleasure. The tightness, the snug fit and squeeze of her pussy around his nerve-rich meat making him feel like the king, the emperor and conqueror of all he surveyed.



They didn’t need words. The feelings from her pussy, his cock – the feelings of the touches from their wandering hands – the feelings of flesh on flesh were more than enough. Two sets of eyes gazing at each other – two very different sets of eyes – were the icing on the cake. The final piece of the jigsaw, the perfect complement to the feelings their two bodies were creating.



Standing their watching I felt trapped. Like my feet and body were made of lead. Unable to move, to tear myself away. I hated watching, but loved it with equal strength.



This whole thing had started as being about risk and danger, about Emily’s pleasure and my own feelings she was too good for me.



But standing there watching, I realized just how much further things had come since that very first night when Emily had asked me about my fantasies, since we’d met and then played with Ralph.



For the next three months I’d given Emily carte blanche to do whatever she wanted with Jorge. After five months without this new addiction in our lives, I’d been so desperate to start again that I’d given in to her conditions. And now I knew I was in for three months of heaven and hell before I had a chance to get off the roller-coaster.



That is, unless I summoned up the strength to get control of myself and went on bended knee to Emily and asked her to go back on what we’d agreed.










Chapter 15




Wednesday 7
 th
 November,2018. 1030 Sheridan Rd, Evanston, IL 60202







“You okay, honey? You seem kind of quiet the last few days.”



Emily had silently entered my den, stroking my hair as she turned my chair ninety degrees and sat on my lap, her arms circling my neck as she softly kissed me.



I could have claimed work pressures – there were plenty of those – but I knew we really needed to talk about how I was feeling after what I’d seen at the weekend.



It was already three days since Sunday evening when Jorge had finally left our home, and with one thing and another this was our first proper chance to talk. Maybe not such a bad thing as I’d needed a couple of days to get my head together.



“Tom, talk to me?” Her earlier soft, loving tone now a little more urgent, edged with worry.



“Sorry,” I smiled, pulling myself back from my own internal world. “You’re right, we do need to talk … and yes, I have been quiet … I’ve been busy processing … trying to get my head around everything that’s happened the last few days …”



“Are you worried?” Quiet tone back, hand soft on the fringe of my hair, a gentle smile to encourage me to talk and share.



“Yes … yes I am … it was all pretty extreme … the sex, the drugs … the way you and Jorge are together … the way he spent the whole weekend here … the two of you barely apart …”



“I thought you’d enjoy all of that … I thought that’s what you wanted … after all, you were the one who pushed us together … you did say you wanted me to get in touch with him …”



I was blushing. There was no anger in her voice. Just the gentle, calm restatement of facts. The very reasonableness in her voice making me feel worse.



“I know, but I didn’t know it was going to be like that!”



“What did you expect, honey?” Still reasonable, but now just a hint of exasperation as well.



“You knew the kind of guy Jorge was … you knew his lifestyle … did you think it was going to be all candlelit dinners and boxes of chocolates? I thought that was the whole thing, you wanted someone, something totally different than Ralph. Less dangerous, less risky that way.”



“I know, I know … I know that’s what I said … but maybe I was wrong … seeing you there with all those guys … seeing them like a pack of hungry dogs, using you, fucking you like a piece of meat … and then the drugs … and the way Jorge looks at you, like he owns you … like he’s never going to let go … it scares me … really scares me …”



I was talking eight-hundred-miles-an-hour. All my fears, all my worries finally overflowing, spilling out in a torrent of words.



“Tom, baby … there’s nothing to be worried about … it’s only you that I love,” her eyes looking deep into mine, comforting me before she went on.



“Besides, I thought you enjoyed it … your cock was pretty hard,” she grinned. “You seemed to be doing a pretty good job playing with yourself while you watched them ravish me.”



The way she smiled as she said ‘ravish’ telling me she was thinking back more than fondly to how she’d enjoyed the whole experience.



“I know, I know … but that still doesn’t mean I don’t worry … what if you become hooked on that lifestyle … hooked like Sarah … I mean, I guess her and her husband started off playing together, like you and me … but look at it now! No rings on her fingers … ‘Hector’s girl’ … I mean, she’s left him … left him for Hector … is that how you and me are going to end up?”



“Tom … we’re totally different to Sarah and her hubby … for a start, he really loves all this really extreme stuff … it was actually him who suggested Sarah take off her rings … he gets off on that kind of shit … just like he gets off on Sarah spending so much time with Hector … on Sarah being ‘Hector’s girl’ …”



Her eyes told me she wasn’t lying. They blazed with anger and indignation at the idea that she and I were like Sarah and her husband.



“That’s not us, Tom … it just isn’t, right!” The way she was waving her rings in front of me backing up the anger in her face, making me feel a little less worried.



My own voice and demeanor calming down as I came back to the core of the matter.



“Sarah doesn’t seem to be much of a temporary thing … this was just meant to be a temporary thing for you and me. You, me and Jorge … temporary for three months …”



“We’re not like Sarah … we already showed that … we played and stopped, stopped for five months, and we were fine … I showed I’m in control Tom … it was you who wanted to start things up again … not me … doesn’t that tell you something?”



She had a point, I had to agree, feeling a little more relaxed.



“Three months,” I repeated, emphasizing the point, emphasizing the difference with where Sarah and her husband had taken things. “Temporary for three months.”



“No … that’s not quite true … it’s three months MINIMUM,” she stressed. “Three months where me and Jorge make the decisions, three months before you get a chance to change things or call a halt … that’s what you agreed to … what we agreed to.”



I pursed my lips, chaffing at the correction. Chaffing and worrying at what it said about how Emily was already thinking about the future. About how she’d feel in three months’ time if I told her I wanted to call a halt.



“And what about the drugs?” Maybe a change in tack was a better approach. It was certainly something I was more than concerned about.



“What about the drugs?” she parroted back, her eyes and tone telling me she wasn’t about to take a step back. “Have you forgotten New York? Doing a little Blow, a little Charlie isn’t exactly new territory for us.” The casual way she was referring to her cocaine use sending a shiver down my spine.



Every argument I put, everything I said she had an answer for.



It was like playing tennis and I really wondered at the point of the discussion.



Deciding instead on a much more honest, much more forthright tack.



“Honey, we can bat back and forth like this all evening … it’s really as simple as this … I’m worried … okay … it’s as simple as that … it’s all pretty extreme, different from anything we’ve ever done before, and I’m just worried …”



My words - the hurt, anxious look on my face broke through her barriers. There were no more arguments and counterarguments. She kissed me softly, hugged me tight and put her head close to mine.



“Honey … I love you … nothing’s ever going to change that … and nothing’s ever going to split us apart … I promise you.”



Her words, her closeness – that kiss. It all made me feel a whole lot better. But I’d be lying if I said all my fears had magically gone away. It’s one thing to promise, quite another to know how life’s going to pan out, to be able to deliver on that promise.



~~~~~



That conversation – the good bits and the bad bits – happened on the Wednesday immediately after Emily’s weekend party with Jorge and his crew.



Having cleared the air, Thursday and Friday evening’s were a breath of fresh air. It was just like the old days – before we’d started any of these games with Ralph or Jorge. Thursday we went out for a meal, Friday was just a quiet and romantic night at home. Emily cooked a lovely meal and we snuggled down to watch a movie on Amazon Prime.



But Saturday took things in a different direction.



Early evening, Emily told me Alice was planning on coming round for dinner Sunday night, but her face was too keyed up for this to be the only thing on her mind.



“Lovely … it’ll be really nice to see her,” I beamed. The way my eyes were still locked on hers, serious not smiling, told Emily I knew there was more.



“Oh … and I’m out tonight with friends,” she blushed.



“Friends?” I firmly challenged.



“Friends … Jorge and the gang,” she answered, holding my gaze, slightly nervous at my reaction but also sending a signal that this is what we’d agreed.



I was silent for what seemed an age – giving her my best stern look, wishing it was only anger and disapproval I was feeling within. Wishing my heart wasn’t racing with my shameful sense of excitement. Hoping it didn’t show through to Emily but aware it probably did. She was too shrewd a judge, knew me too well.



“Is that okay, honey?” Her voice quivering, her eyes mostly strong as she tried to mask her mixed feelings just like I did.



“Yes … for now … that’s our agreement …”



~~~~~



I resisted the temptation to watch her getting ready. I was hurting but excited and felt I needed to keep sending her a message that reflected these mixed feelings. If I’d have stood there salivating, I’d have given her way too much power, too much of a sense that she could do whatever she wanted and I’d just be a happy puppy dog lapping it all up for the next three months.



For the first part of the evening, there was no communication from Emily or Jorge. But then at around ten P.M. I started receiving a series of stills and short videos cataloging what was happening.



First they were from a club – showing the sexy attire that had been hidden under Emily’s coat when she left. Jorge might have had charisma and a big cock, but he seemed lacking in imagination. Once again he’d gotten Emily to wear a pretty standard ‘slut’ costume – heels, a hyper short mini skirt and a virtually see-through blouse that showed off her big boobs to maximum effect.



An effect that was even more stunning in the short clips when she was bopping around on the dance floor. Nipples hard, swollen and pushing against the material – clear to everyone vaguely close to her. The soft, spongey flesh of her boobs bouncing around as she danced, free from any restrictions or constraints that a bra would have imposed. Drawing male attention to her, even though she seemed older than most of the other women in the club.



Later on these short videos were replaced by files taken in the house where I’d spied on Emily and Jorge. But thankfully, unlike last time it only seemed to be Jorge and Emily in the house.



Even so, given my fears about his intentions and how infatuated Emily seemed, watching just the two of them together was hard enough. Seeing the way Emily responded to his love making my cock diamond hard even as it caused my chest to ache with anxiety and fear.



Whether he was throwing her around the bed, pounding into her and making her squeal and sob – or whether he was working his huge cock in and out with a slow tenderness as they enjoyed tender kisses, Emily loved it.



I knew that even if she was aware he was filming for me, her mind was only focused on him. Temporarily he was her entire world – the feelings his cock was causing in her pussy, the thrill of being with the alpha dog, the danger and buzz of escaping from our safe middle class existence into Jorge’s knife-edge world.



In some ways I felt the same surge of jolting electricity as Emily did – but in my case it was mixed with an intense fear of where this was all headed.



Emily only returned home at eight A.M. on Sunday morning.



She’d not sent any text to tell me she was overnighting with Jorge or asked me if it was okay. Maybe she felt she didn’t need to as the images and videos had kept coming until three in the morning – maybe she felt I’d draw the relevant conclusion.



When she did drag herself through the door, she was wearing the same sexy outfit as last night and she came into the kitchen and sat straight down on my lap. Forcing her tongue deep into my mouth, pushing her boobs hard into my chest. Her face, her smudged, worn make-up, all the things I’d seen told me just how tired she was.



But her tongue, her boobs showed she wanted to make a statement to me. To tell me she’d been slutty, that she was proud of it, but now she was back – back home ready to me my wife again.



~~~~~



That night set the pattern for the next few weeks. Emily saw Jorge, became part of his crew, two or three times a week.



It was a totally different vibe to how things had been with Ralph.



With Ralph she’d played games, so I’d often been not sure whether she was with him or not. And with Ralph the danger element had been far more conventional. He was part of the same world as Emily and me. My worries went back to what he’d said about wanting to find ‘his own Emily’ – a none too cryptic reference to the fact that having been kicked out by his own wife, he might fancy having another go at marriage with a woman like my Emily.



A thought that sent chills down my spine, especially when I remembered the various conversations I’d had with Emily about her feelings for Ralph. Feelings she never denied or hid, although she always reassured me they were as nothing compared to her love for me and commitment to our marriage and family.



But every time she went out to spend time with Jorge – every time he sank his claws a little deeper into Emily – I felt a very different kind of fear.



It was more akin to some kind of slow-motion car crash as I watched her getting more and more comfortable with this new way of life.



She always reassured me it was just some temporary fun. A new diversion, trying something way out and different. Breaking free after more than two decades of conservative middle-class life. Tasting and trying a totally different type of living. Dancing the night away in scandalously risqu outfits at various clubs and bars that were a million miles away from the places we normally visited. Not caring one jot who saw her doing what. Free to make out with Jorge or any of his gang before going back to his place for whatever else the rest of the evening had in store.



Pretty much every time she went out, she or Jorge would send pictures and short videos. Compared to that first weekend it all seemed pretty tame and I couldn’t help but feeling I was being managed. That maybe there was all kinds of stuff going on that they weren’t showing me. Maybe sex, maybe drugs – the whole point is I didn’t know – they were in control of what they did or didn’t show me.



Emily always came back from these nights early the next day. Always looking tired, her body showing all the signs of hard sex, hard partying. Nearly every time I was on the tip of asking her about the details of what had happened – including whether or not she’d used drugs again – but something held me back. I was afraid to hear the answer.



I only really got more answers one Friday night about six weeks into her affair with Jorge.










Chapter 16




Friday 14
 th
 December 2018.



The days leading up to Friday had been good. Emily had only seen Jorge on Monday and I’d enjoyed having her to myself. We’d found the time and space to talk and I was feeling good about things.



My enjoyment of the sexual side of things was never a problem – it was more all the fears that inevitably went hand in hand with the lifestyle we were now living. But after lots of talking and multiple reassurances from Emily I was feeling a lot better about things.



But looking back now I couldn’t help but wonder if this too was also part of the game Jorge was playing. Even these talks, the space he gave Emily and me that week – was this all just me being played?



It was seven P.M. and I was busy with a mountain of marking, locked in my den when I felt the soft touch of Emily’s arms around my neck, breathed in the aroma of her subtle perfume.



She was actually the one to spin my chair around. Pulling her shoulders back, letting me take in the heavy make-up she’d put on, the shape and sight of her braless tits beneath another new, nearly transparent blouse. Heels, mini skirt – pretty standard for her nights out with Jorge, only her newly styled soft curls were totally different from previous nights.



“You like?” she vamped up, smiling wickedly at me, putting on an intentionally heavy foreign accent.



I pulled her close, our evening’s of talking had replenished my confidence. “I do like, and I can’t wait until you’re back home … so I can have you all to myself … ravage and ravish you properly.



“Naughty boy,” she giggled. “You’ve got to be patient … you know Jorge’s waiting for me … but I’ll make it up to you later …”



“Later?”



She giggled again, knowing exactly what I was driving at. “Well, maybe not later … maybe tomorrow … when Jorge’s finished with me …”



Pushing her back to arm’s length, I took in her outfit. “You’re really a sight for sore eyes … thank goodness no-one we know goes to these kinds of places.”



“Didn’t I tell you? I saw the President and his wife steaming it up last Monday … we had a lovely chat before he bent her over the table and fucked her from behind,” she smirked, the joke between us feeling good. A contrast to some of the more stressed nights from the last few weeks.



~~~~~



Three hours later I’d reached my target for marking – still plenty left to do, but that could wait until tomorrow. I was starting to get a little antsy – normally I’d have received some pictures or videos by now.



But instead, my phone just buzzed with an incoming message.



‘Tom, thought it was time for you to see just what kind of slut you’re married to. Six weeks in, this is the woman Emily really wants to be. Back to you later. Jorge.’



A moment later a web-link arrived and full of fear I opened the page.



Ralph!



At first, I thought I was watching something that had been recorded months ago, but then when my brain spooled up to full speed, I realized this must be tonight. Emily’s hair style – the soft new curls were new just three days ago.



Ralph and Emily were laying naked together in bed. His huge cock spent and limp, sticky with his juices and those of Emily, her love lips the mirror image of his satisfied snake. Reddened and gaping open, the red contrasting with the whiteness of his juices which were slowly seeping out from her depths.



“I didn’t think you could get back here this week,” she purred, her long fingernails idly playing with his beast.



“What can I say, I made an exception for you, Em. After last Monday, how could I say no?”



She rolled over and kissed him.



“I really missed you.”



“Me too,” he replied. “But at least you had Jorge … Jorge and his exciting new world …”



She just smiled at him, knowing what he meant but not wanting to say it loud.



“Do you believe me now? Back in Vegas, when I told you I knew you better than you knew yourself … do you believe me now?”



She just smiled more … the smallest of little ‘a-ha’ sounds escaping her lips.



Ralph reached to his right and picked up the glass sheet and the little straw, snorting one long line, eyes shooting wide as he smiled – holding the glass and handing the straw to Emily.



The ease with which she took it sending a meat cleaver straight to my heart. This was no isolated incident, my suspicions they’d been hiding things from me confirmed. Her snort was as long and deep as Ralph’s, her eyes shooting wide as her face tensed with the expectation of the hit to come.



Ralph rolled her over from their intimate cuddle, so her arms were stretched above her head in a position of sexual submission.



“You believe me now, Em? This is who you are … who you really want to be …lucky for you, hubby wants you to play with me and Jorge …”



She looked so delectable it really pained me I wasn’t the one there with her.



Seeing her with Jorge had been one thing, but seeing Ralph back on the scene almost gave me a heart attack.



It was like all my fears had come home to roost at once. Making perfect sense of the text Jorge had sent earlier. ‘
 Tom, thought it was time for you to see just what kind of slut you’re married to.’



Not only Emily with Ralph. (And finding out they’d been together earlier in the week - and she’d said nothing!) But finding out she was doing drugs. Not just tonight, her casual way showing this wasn’t a one-off. It was almost certainly common, just another thing they’d hidden from me.



But as Ralph gazed down on her, arms submissive and held – I didn’t have time to think anymore because I heard sounds in the background. Sounds followed by not only Jorge appearing, but also Vince. Vince, the young buck from Ralph’s office. The same trio who’d started all this shit in Vegas back together. Back together with my naked wife, high on coke and looking to play.



“Hey, Em … look who I found,” Jorge laughed, slapping Vince on the shoulder. “Just like old times … good job Tom can’t see all this … he’d go ape … you, me, Ralph and Vince back together … you snorting away just like you wanted to do all those years ago in New York.”



The way Emily smiled and her face flushed told me she really had no idea I was watching – this was a total set-up. She was being played just as much as I was.



The only difference was one of us had veins that felt like ice, the other looked like she couldn’t have been happier. Even her moment of embarrassed blushing passing swiftly as her eyes stared at Jorge and Vince stripping for action.



“Shit, I still can’t believe this is happening …” The tone of her quiet voice backing up her words, spoken more to herself than the other three.



“Why not, Em?” Ralph beamed. “You’ve been partying with Jorge more than a month … Tom loves it, you love it … the snow makes it even more exciting … did you really think he wasn’t going to call his good buddy Ralph?”



Emily’s silence told him he’d won the argument, a soft kiss trying to win her attention as she continued to stare, her memories of all her times with Ralph now fresh and alive in her mind.



“Our little secret, Em? Or are you going to tell Tom? After all, he’s given you freedom for three whole months … freedom to do as you want … say what you want … including keeping secrets, if that’s what you want …”



Her eyes showed the seed had been well planted. Ralph smart enough not to press it. Smart enough to let Emily have her night of fun and then let the fears, greed and doubts work on any intention of honesty she may have had.



Jorge and Vince were now stripped and ready for action, their weight making the bed sag as Jorge went the other side of Emily and Vince stood by her head, stroking her face and offering her his turgid meat.



She didn’t hesitate. Not even for one moment, she sucked him into her mouth. Even after five months of absence - the drugs, the sexual anticipation meant there was zero hesitation. The only barrier to her service of Vince being the way Ralph and Jorge were playing with her pussy and ass. Fingers teasing her clit as other fingers probed her behind. The easy way the digits intruded telling me what an idiot I’d been. How stupid and unobservant, this wasn’t a new thing. It looked frighteningly familiar – just something they’d made sure to not include on the various images and clips they’d sent me.



Maybe inevitably, it was Ralph who moved under Emily. Getting her to rest her back on his chest, her weight seemingly nothing to him as he pulled her legs back all the way until her shins touched her shoulder blades.



“Such a slut, Em,” he chuckled as he nudged the over-sized blunt end of his cock against her little brown bud, only their shared juices as lubricant as he held her hips tight and started pushing upwards. No hint of resistance from my wife, she pulled his head down and into a kiss as she squirmed and allowed him to push deeper, loving every extra inch that sank in and occupied her.



“What would Tom think?” Jorge cackled, finding space next to Ralph’s hands as he held her hips and pushed down and into her other hole, almost taking Emily by surprise, she was so focused on the feelings from Ralph’s cock in her ass.



Seeing the look on her face was a surreal moment of realization.



They were teasing her about what I’d think, but she was oblivious.



Tonight’s drugs … the cumulative effect of six weeks of Jorge as her lover … the effects of two cocks pushing into her nether regions as she sucked on another cock – this was her new world, this was all that she cared about right now.



“What would he say? What would he think?” She almost looked confused as Ralph signaled for Vince to pull out, blinking in bewilderment like a child with their dummy removed.



“You think he’d be happy? His cock hard with desire? Or da ya think he’d be petrified? Terrified he’s losing his wife? Losing his wife to the life she always dreamed of living … before she became all serious, all respectable?” Ralph teased.



“I don’t care … I really don’t give a fuck … just fuck me … give me your cocks … fuck me, make me cum …”



Her voice was desperate, her words speaking literal truth. They’d bought her to this place, this place where she barely remembered she was married, barely remembered me and her family. All she cared about what was the feelings from the two huge cocks in her ass and pussy. The pleasure she could give to the male meat that would soon be back in her mouth.



Emily might have been blissfully ignorant, totally uncaring and unaware about my thoughts – but Ralph and Jorge were in the opposite position. Knowing I was watching every moment, they wanted to play it for all it was worth. Signaling Vince to move away so they could try and get Emily to say even more.



For the next few minutes their long, thick cocks sawed in and out – Emily’s face screwed shut in a picture of bliss, Jorge and Ralph expert in keeping her bubbling along on the edge. Not letting her cum, not wanting to reduce their power. Until with a signal between them they both withdrew, each one lying either side of Emily. Taking it in turn to pull her head left and right. One kissing her, the other playing with her body – teasing her until she was insane with lust and desire.



“Our little secret, Em?” Jorge asked.



Too busy, too preoccupied, at first she didn’t even realize it was a question.



“Our little secret, Em?” Ralph asked.



“Yes, yes … whatever you say … just fuck me … please, just fuck me …”



“Promise?”



Ralph’s voice again.



“Promise.” Her voice desperate, desperately needing sexual release.



“All weekend … can we have you all weekend?”



“Yes … yes … fuck yes …”



“Promise?”



“Yes … yes, promise.”



“No second thoughts?”



“None … never … none.”



“Good girl … good girl … now you know who you really are … this way you can have more fun … do whatever you want for the next three months … have your fun without always worrying about what others want … what others might think …”



With that, the mind game stopped.



The mind games aimed at Emily stopped first. They gave her exactly what she wanted – her Pavlovian reward for her obedience, for her lust fueled mind telling them what they wanted, giving them the promises they wanted.



Ralph moved back beneath her, bending her legs up all the way to her shoulders as he pushed himself all the way, ten inches deep into her ass. Smiling, loving the look on Emily’s face, the way her body quietly shook as she waited for Jorge’s coke-can cock to push up and all the way into her pussy. Two invading armies pushing inland, meeting in the middle, occupying her fully.



She was happy – totally fulfilled.



They’d wanted me to see this moment. Wanted me to witness Emily’s total mental and physical submission.



Now I’d seen this, their mind games targeted at me came to a close.



Came to a close in the sense they killed the feed.



Knowing in reality this just marked the true start of the mind games – phase two.



They’d sowed the seeds, forced me to watch and listen as the seeds had been planted and had sunk deep down into my wife’s consciousness.



Now they knew I’d be on tenterhooks to see what happened. Whether the woman who loved me was able to break free from the sexually and emotionally needy woman they’d created these last few weeks and months.



Instead of a full, live feed, for the next few hours they just sent ‘
 snippets
 .’ Snippets perfectly designed to keep me on edge.



Perfectly designed in terms of the frequency with which they arrived – never too often, never too seldom … never arriving to a predictable schedule.



Perfectly designed in terms of their content. Showing all manner of extreme acts – acts I’d never in a million years have imagined Emily doing before these last few months.



Emily’s face filled with needy, drug-fueled excitement as all three men spat their sticky males juices out over her face. Their scalding, sticky seed jetting out and covering much of her beautiful face. Matting her hair, sticking and obstructing her eyelids, dripping from her chin. Laying on her lips, tantalizingly close to her mouth – laying there until her tongue whipped out, lizard-like and hungry as it savored it’s prey like the manly nectar it was.



Emily’s voice filled with urgency and desire as the three cocks sawed in and out of her body. Sometimes just one, often two together. Her most fervent and happy cries reserved for when all three men chose to occupy her at the same time.



A sight that tore me in two – tearing my heart right down the middle. My cock hard with blood, my mind racing with lust and the masochistic thrill of knowing other younger, bigger more dominant males were doing this to my wife. The pained, aching voices at the back of my mind telling me to worry, to worry like hell. Telling me there was no coming back from here. That they’d once and for all captured big parts of my wife that were never coming back to me. That would forever be theirs – even if we stayed married and together.



Watching these snippets, the mix of the physical and psychological was truly overpowering. All these thoughts and fears mixing with the visual spectacle of my wife’s body, a particularly beautiful and exotic butterfly, pinned by three big male stakes. Her body virtually disappearing beneath their hard male bodies, all muscles and ink and sexual intent. The visual perfectly matched by her wails and sobs of happiness and satisfaction, a sexual symphony, starting slow, building up, crashing to conclusion after conclusion, repeating over and over again in a seemingly non-stop story of sexual fulfilment.



The snippets themselves were addictive and intoxicating, but one of their most insidious aspects was what they didn’t show. The questions they begged, the things they didn’t show, only hinted at or left unanswered. Either not shown at all, or shown in the merest of outlines.



The drug taking. Never shown directly, but the glass and straw shown off to the side. Four lines shown in one picture, four lines gone shown in another picture half an hour later.



Talk of Sarah in one clip they sent. Fifteen minutes later a close up of Emily’s ringed fingers milking Jorge and Ralph’s swollen cocks before her sperm crusted face split it’s time fellating her two favorite men. A further fifteen minutes later a still picture arriving with a single question mark in the comments. The picture showing Emily’s wedding, engagement and eternity bands lying on the night stand. And not just lying idly there with no context – lying on the little glass sheet, the rings actually wrapped around three of the four straws, next to the residues of white powder.



If I hadn’t been slowly consuming the contents of one of my favorite bottles of malt, I think these ‘snippets’ would have driven me insane.



As it was they just drove me to the edge, before finally in the small hours my alcohol infused brain gave in to the clutching fingers of sleep.










Chapter 17




Saturday 15
 th
 December 2018.



I raised my hand in self-defense. Self-defense against the light that was hurting my retinas as I slowly came round.



One P.M.



Unheard of for me. Sleeping in so late.



That’s what half a bottle of malt will do for you.



Slowly, ever so slowly the memories from the previous night came seeping back into my consciousness.



The shock of seeing Ralph.



The realization of what had already happened. Happened and been hidden.



The game playing – Emily not knowing I was watching, the guys all knowing that I was watching. Watching and listening to everything they did to Emily, to everything they teased and twisted her into saying.



The sexual games they played. The psychological games they played with the drugs, with the drugs and the rings and all the talk of Sarah.



When it had all seeped back, a mental feeling of sickness joined the physical nausea swirling in my empty stomach. The two combining to hold me in check, to mean it was a further twenty minutes before I could summon the mental strength to make my limbs move.



~~~~~



Food and strong black coffee helped restore some small slither of sanity. Made me realize that however bad I might be feeling, all wasn’t lost.



Whatever I’d seen, whatever I’d heard, you don’t lose a wife’s love in a single night. Even if that single night had shown me a new side to the woman I love, all of those memories, all of those foundations are still there.



It’s like having a beloved family home with a new extension added. You can’t deny that extension exists – but nor should you be so foolish as to forget the existence of the larger, more substantial building onto which the extension has been added.



This thought, this reality cheered me up – even as I sat there looking out of the window, wondering when Emily might return.



I sat there using coffee and food as comfort blankets. I couldn’t make up my mind whether Emily’s continued absence was a good thing or a bad thing.



Emotionally, it certainly hurt like hell. Not having the reassurance of her physical presence – being able to see her, touch her, smell her delicate fragrance – certainly gnawed away at my soul.



But at the same time I had so many things to think about. Things that were best thought about before she arrived and I was confronted by the need for decisions, by the need to talk to her about what I’d seen and learned.



‘So many new things to think about!’
  My brain felt right on the edge of overload, of meltdown.



Emily had been with Ralph on Monday, but hadn’t told me a thing about it. She had to know how that would play out with me, what I’d think about it after Vegas, after I’d intentionally banished him from our lives and pushed her in the direction of Jorge as a replacement.



If this wasn’t bad enough, my mind kept playing back her words, her words about how she’d really missed Ralph. What did this mean? What did this mean for the future? What did this mean for the level of honesty between us? Why had she never said anything about this over the last half year? She’d had infinite chances to talk to me about this – so why hadn’t she?



If this question made me physically shiver with fear, the question of Emily’s drug taking ran it a close second. The way she'd so casually taken cocaine, the potential this had for spinning out of control and derailing every aspect of our lives. These were truly scary thoughts of huge proportions.



Everything about this pointed to what I’d seen last night being anything but an isolated incident. Those little lines of white powder, that little straw raised to the nose and violently snorted upwards. It had all seemed so common, so run-of-the-mill and routine for Emily.



The drugs themselves – their effects, their scope for addiction were bad enough. But the fact this was another thing she’d hidden from me just made it a million times worse. Another thing hidden – just like her meeting with Ralph on Monday, just like her feelings for him and how she’d missed him. All deep, important parts of Emily that she’d chosen to hide. Chosen not to share these last few days and weeks.



And then there was Jorge’s comment – another part of the drip-drip of poison he and Ralph had shared as they’d let me watch and listen to Emily, unaware she was being recorded.



How had he put it to Emily? I dredged back in my memory, as he’d watched her take the little straw, he smiled and told Emily she was ‘snorting away just like you wanted to do all those years ago in New York.’



And she’d not denied it. She’d just smiled in response, her face flushing in embarrassment at the truth Jorge was pointing out.



At least she’d blushed – had some remaining semblance of shame and embarrassment at what she was doing. I guess I should have been grateful for that small mercy.



~~~~~



These and a million other thoughts fired through my head as my poor, tired brain continued its slow recovery from too much whiskey the night before.



All of these things I’d seen and heard and learned. They were bad enough, but they had a big fat friend next to them. The big fat question of
 ‘what the hell was I going to do about all of this?’



Ralph had dangled the carrot in front of Emily. Telling her that if she wanted, she didn’t need to tell me about any of what was happening. My poor Emily blissfully unaware that I was watching on – something Ralph knew but she didn’t. Unaware that I already knew all of it, that any ‘hold back’ and secrecy from her would just make things even more complicated, layering on even more complexity and deceit.



That was one reason that, even though I needed time to think, I was hugely impatient for Emily’s return – I needed to know if she was going to take up Ralph’s suggestion and continue to keep all of this from me.



And what if she didn’t share with me?



What would I do?



There was a small, slithering, serpentine voice in my head. Whispering that if she stayed quiet, I should do the same.



Telling me this was in my selfish best interests – the best way to see the truth. To let Emily be Emily, to let her new set of behaviors and desires evolve and emerge so that I truly knew what I was dealing with.



The same voice pretending to be more loving and altruistic - telling me that after all these years of love and loyalty, after her being the anchor around which our family was moored, Emily had every right to do exactly as she pleased. To be the woman she wanted to be, to do the things she wanted to do. Wasn’t that her right? If I truly loved her, shouldn’t I support her in this? What right did anyone – even a husband - have to ask her to be someone she wasn’t? Or someone she maybe wasn’t any more.



And anyway, wasn’t this what I’d wanted all along? Hadn’t this always been my fantasy? Aside from all the danger and risk I eagerly sucked up, wasn’t this at the heart of it all? At the heart of my fantasies, Emily letting go, acting like a brazen slut.



I knew it wasn’t quite this simple, but I also knew this was certainly part of it.



~~~~~



My head just went round and round. Trying desperately to make sense of it all. I went out for a walk to clear my head. It helped a bit but I still felt like I was trying to unravel one of those endless balls of string – only it wasn’t string my mind was threading, it was barbed wire. Razor-edged barbed wire.



In the end I came up with nothing better than deciding to play it by ear. Telling myself Emily would most likely tell me all about it when she came home – that I could take it from there. Although even that left the complication that if I owned up to watching, Emily might think that breached the rule I’d agreed to about not sneakily watching. Even though it had been Jorge who’d placed the video call to me, how would she regard the fact I continued to watch, even when it was clear to me she didn’t know she was being filmed?



I could certainly make a case that I’d not done anything wrong, but I could also see how things might look from her viewpoint.



I’d hoped Emily would return home soon, but instead of seeing her car in our drive, I just got a text.



‘Hi honey. Are you okay if I stay a little longer? Miss you and love you, E xxx’



If you miss me so much, why aren’t you coming home so you can be with me? I didn’t like my tone of self-pity and in truth my own feelings were now thoroughly confused.



Self-pity, frustration, anger were all there – including anger at Jorge and Ralph for the way they were playing both me and Emily. Playing on my need and love of being the quiet voyeur hiding in the shadows. Keeping Emily in the dark as they fed me my narcotic of choice in much the same way they were lacing things up for Emily.



But if anger was there, so was excitement. Excitement at being able to watch and see the unvarnished truth, even if I hated how they’d gone about it.



Excitement that was mixed with a rushed sense of suspense from not knowing how things were going to develop. I’ve always been a sucker for thrillers and mysteries, and right now I felt like I was living at the center of my own novel.



I looked at her message over and over again, none of my feelings changing, just getting stronger and stronger the more I read it.



‘I’ll miss you, but if that’s what you want, that’s fine with me. I’ll miss you but I’m also still excited by our game, T xxx’



Honesty’s always the best course – but no need to tell her about the self-pity!



‘You’re the best … love you always, E xxx’



She didn’t need to spell out her decision – it was clear from her original question and the tone of her reply. My cock hardening even as that feeling sorry for myself strengthened.



~~~~~



Of course, now that we all knew she was staying longer, I started asking myself whether or not I might get some kind of reward? Maybe a call from Emily or Jorge or Ralph dialing me in for another secret watching session.



But to make a long story – a long story which seemed to drag on minute-by-minute, second-by-second – there were no more calls or texts, with one solitary exception. A text from Emily late on Saturday night.



‘Just letting the best husband in the world know that I’m staying over again. Thanks for everything. Love you always. Miss you. E xxx.’



I could have analyzed, diced and sliced her message – ‘if you miss me, why aren’t you here with me’ – but what’s the point. It wouldn’t have changed anything. Or changed the poisonous cocktail of feelings I was experiencing.



In the end it was only mid-afternoon Sunday when Emily finally walked back through our front door and back into our family life.



~~~~~



“Hey, babe.”



I was sat in the lounge, reading. She was smiling, looked tired and was without any trace of make-up. Freshly scrubbed and showered, still wearing the same sexy, revealing clothes she’d left in nearly two days ago – but otherwise looking very different.



Then she’d been going out on the hunt. Hunting for cock, hunting for male attention, male attention from men other than her husband. She could have that anytime. What she craved and needed had been the attention from the other two men in her life.



Now the hunt was over. She’d had her appetites satisfied. She’d satisfied the appetites of Jorge, Ralph and Vince – and who knows whoever else who might have enjoyed her in the many hours since Friday night, the last time I knew who Emily was with.



“Hey to you,” I smiled back. Genuinely pleased and relieved to see her, feeling the touch of her arms and lips just moments later. Holding her in my arms, drinking in the smell of her perfume, feeling and sensing the warmth and closeness of her body and being.



I’d not planned it, but I suddenly needed to hold her close, to crush her in my arms, to lay claim and let her know how much I needed her and missed her.



“Where did that come from?” she grinned happily when I finally released her.



I didn’t grace it with an answer, she could read the answer in my face.



“Have a good time?” It seemed the easiest, most non-judgmental, most non-definitive way of opening things up. Of giving Emily the chance to be open and honest with me without letting her know I already knew most of what had happened.



“Mmmm,” it was if back home for just two minutes, her mind was already wondering back, remembering.



“Yes, a good time, thanks … a really good time,” even in her tired state, playful and aware her limited, monosyllabic answer would torment and excite in equal measure.



For the next few minutes, we danced around the topic of her trip to Jorge. My questions gentle and not too probing, with Emily batting back each question giving me just enough information so as not to seem rude or obstructive. All the time her little smile letting us both know we were both fully aware this was all part of the game. A mix between chess and a couple dancing.



After nearly half an hour of gentle thrust and counter thrust, Emily kissed me on the cheek and whispered in my ear.



“Let’s not talk about him and that … this is our time … but next time I promise I’ll let you look in … as a reward for being such a wonderful, loving husband.” Kissing my cheek, patting me there for good measure and smiling the most teasing, feline of smiles as she looked into my eyes.



I suggested going out to eat, but Emily claimed tiredness and a desire to stay at home, so we just ordered in and snuggled down on the sofa to watch a few episodes of a favorite TV show.



~~~~~



As we watched, I think Emily was genuinely watching. Her mind mostly too tired and her body too exhausted and satisfied for anything but a mindless bit of TV.



But for me it was very different. I was too hyped up by the non-stop waiting, by the verbal jousting when Emily had finally returned home. My mind still hadn’t moved on. I was teetering right on the edge. Right on the edge of spilling it all. Of telling her I knew everything, that I’d seen everything.



It was so tempting. So tempting as a way of pricking her bubble. Of stopping her game and getting to some bedrock of truth, of understanding.



But however many times I brought myself right to the edge of revealing all, of confrontation – each time I pulled myself back. Twin forces and arguments holding me in check.



The voice that told me I’d get a much better, truer understanding of how things really were, of who Emily really was now if I carried on letting her think I was in the dark. The voice continually telling me this was for the best – much better than Emily putting a front or face to me and us having to deal with what might be a very different reality when she could no longer maintain the faade.



This logic voice being twinned with the sick, perverted, kinky voice that wanted to see how things played out.



These two voices together not only bringing me to a conclusion that I’d keep playing along with Emily, but also bringing me to another conclusion.



That whatever promise I’d made to her about not finding a sneaky, underhand way to watch her, to keep her safe, I’d use outside professionals to make sure I knew what was happening when she was away with Jorge, or Jorge and Ralph or whatever other men she might now have in her life.



Using professionals would be expensive. But that wasn’t a problem, and my ex-bank, ex-FBI buddy would be able to recommend someone both discreet and able to do the kinds of things that would be needed.



I told myself I was doing this to keep Emily safe. I told myself if she ever found out, she’d be okay with it. That I could use the safety argument and structure things in a way she didn’t think I’d broken our agreement.



But deep down I just knew I couldn’t resist watching. Jorge and Ralph had fed me the first half of the book, and now I needed to know step-by-step what was going to happen in the second half. In the six weeks left of the three months we’d agreed Emily and Jorge were in control.










Chapter 18




Tuesday 18
 th
 December 2018.



“Mmm … that was nice … I missed you, honey.”



She was smiling at me. We’d just made love and I didn’t doubt the sincerity of her words for a single moment.



She’d still not said anything about Ralph, or about the drugs or what had happened at the weekend – but I didn’t doubt that she had missed me and had enjoyed the loving, tender love making session we’d just enjoyed.



She wasn’t being disingenuous or dishonest – it was just we’d gotten ourselves into a super-complicated situation.



Even though she’d only returned mid-afternoon on Sunday from her two days as Jorge, Ralph and Vince’s plaything – Monday night she was out again.



With no videos or calls from anyone and with my own planned surveillance devices not in place yet, I only had suspicion to go on. My gentle questioning on her return only receiving very vague and loosely worded answers. Pushing harder to learn more would have been too humiliating and might have sparked a major fight. Besides which, I’d soon have the information I craved and needed from the contacts my ex-FBI buddy had put me in touch with.



Having got no details the night before, with a happy and sexually satisfied Emily laying by my side, I decided to gently push. I was just too tempted and too on edge to do anything else, to resist the impulse.



“I’m surprised Jorge didn’t need a break from you last night … you must have worn the poor guy out by now,” I teased.



That won me a slap on the chest, and a giggle.



“Jorge’s doing just fine … thanks for asking … and in case you’re worried, him and his big dick are still best of friends with my pussy … unluckily for you, he’s not showing any sign of slowing down or wanting less of me anytime soon …”



At least she’d turned to grin at me as she squeezed my cock and delivered the message.



“Remember, honey … he’s young and virile,” she chuckled, smiling wickedly at me as she squeezed my sticky and spent member. Her implication clear, he was very different to the man she loved and was currently lying next to.



“Maybe he had a little help?”



She blushed at this, her cheeks a sweet and deep red before she managed to recover enough poise to answer me.



"I don’t know what you mean, honey … if you want to know something, you should just come right out and ask me …”



Her face was slightly flustered, registering an understated but clear challenge to me before she continued.



“Of course, I might choose to say nothing … after all, it is still within my three month period.” She was back in balance, back in control.



‘You might not say anything, but give me a day or two and that won’t protect you any … your cloak of invisibility’s about to be breached,’
 I thought to myself. Shivering as I thought this, shivering at how Emily might react if she caught be spying on her a second time.



~~~~~



On Tuesday night, just before we slept, she’d sent me on a bit of a downer – telling me she’d be out Wednesday night again.



The whole weekend, Monday and now Wednesday – I was feeling lower than a third-class citizen.



The only thing that cheered me up and made it vaguely palatable was when the security contractor rang me halfway through Wednesday to tell me he’d made faster than expected progress. That the cameras with their in-built microphones were in place and that I’d have good coverage. Whether they went to Jorge or Ralph’s place, he assured me I’d have good coverage.



The whole timing and details of this had been an unexpected source of stress and angst to me.



Sunday evening Emily had failed to come clean about her two hook-ups with Ralph and, given her behavior, I’d not hung around. First thing Monday morning, I’d contacted my ex-FBI buddy’s contractor and provided him details of what I wanted and the two targets.



Early Tuesday he’d rung me up with two significant updates.



The first piece of news he shared without any idea of the way it set my pulse racing and made my stomach cramp with fear. He told me his background checks on Ralph had revealed he no longer stayed in hotel rooms, as per my original briefing to him.



But that he had switched over from renting a twice monthly hotel room to the much more significant and substantial practice of having his own apartment here, an apartment he’d signed up just a week ago on a twelve-month renewable deal.



Fuck, why had he done this? What game was he up to? And even more troubling to me, was it a game Emily was already onboard with? All questions which took me right to the edge of insanity – only the prospect of answers from my soon to be installed surveillance devices keeping me vaguely sane.



The second piece of news sparked an argument. The contractor giving me his professional opinion that given the nature of the rundown, tight knit community in West Humboldt Park where Jorge lived – it would take at least a week, maybe two before he could install his devices there. Anything faster risked exposure as they’d have to move slowly to blend in and avoid suspicion, making several reconnaissance trips to find the lie of the land.



Even though I sort of knew what he was saying about Jorge’s place, it all smelt like sales bullshit to me – designed to justify higher fees and expenses.



We ended up getting into a bit of a pissing match, with me ending up telling him he had until the end of Thursday to get the devices installed and that if he didn’t think he could do that I’d contact the other contractor my buddy had suggested.



He wasn’t happy, repeatedly reminding me of the risks but in the end he caved and said he’d see what he could do.



Just over a day later, middle of the day Wednesday, I felt totally vindicated when he rang me up and told me he’d gotten it done – Ralph’s apartment and the more tricky mission in West Humboldt.



~~~~~



When my dolled up wife left our marital home around seven on Wednesday night there was no kiss on the cheek as she departed with a cursory ‘don’t wait up.’



I’d only just arrived home but my antenna told me something was a little off.



Pouring myself a beer and telling myself I was likely just imagining it, I scanned my favorite news websites and grabbed something to eat.



I gave it fully thirty minutes then fired up the feeds from both Jorge and Ralph’s places, thinking I was about to both get some more answers and also play my favorite sick Peeping Tom game. Emily’s lack of honesty about Ralph meaning that despite our earlier agreement I wasn’t feeling remotely guilty about what I’d done.



As the feeds burst to life, I had a sinking feeling in my heart when I realized Emily was at neither place.



My misery was short-lived as just after eight I received a text from Emily. A text with an image attached.



‘Bumped into an old friend at the club. He’s up here on business.’



The tone and words in Emily’s text again left me with that familiar feeling that something was off. Even when she was at her most rushed, she nearly always included kisses and her signature ‘E’ – yet this time, both were missing.



I opened the image and saw it was a picture of a besuited Ralph. About three feet from the lens, looking as annoyingly handsome as usual, raising a beer glass and toasting the camera.



Now things made even less sense.



Why would she be sending me a picture of Ralph and at the same time be coming at me with a sullen, almost hostile attitude? It just didn’t make sense.



Even as I was trying to make sense of it all, five seconds later, another text arrived – this time no image.



‘Planning to stay and catch-up? For old time’s sake? You okay with that? If you’re not comfortable, if you want me to come home, where you can keep an eye on me, let me know and I’ll be an obedient little wife and come home.’



Another time, another place, her words might have been construed as mischievous or teasing.



But now the evidence was incontrovertible.



Somehow between last night and now she’d moved from loving and playful to pissed and sarcastic.



The angry vibes were coming off her in spades and I didn’t have a clue why, and it was beginning to freak me out. The last time she’d behaved like this was when she’d taken herself off to Vegas and punished me by really going crazy.



Not only were the vibes all off, but Emily was introducing Ralph back into our lives – but introducing him in an entirely underhand and dishonest way. Pretending that she’d bumped into him by accident, that this was the first time, not the third time which was the truth I knew. A truth she was unaware I knew.



This dishonesty smarted and stung. Sure, it also excited me a little, but right now this wasn’t the main thing on my mind.



The main thing on my mind was how to answer Emily’s question. Was I okay with her spending the evening hanging out with Ralph – supposedly just for
 ‘old time’s sake,’
 or was I going to act on her thinly veiled taunt and summon the little woman home where I could
 ‘keep an eye on her’
 .



An act her tone made clear she’d almost certainly interpret in a hugely negative way. In her mind, I’d be treating her in a controlling way that lacked respect or trust.



Wave after wave of fear and worry assaulting me, I tried my best to weigh my options carefully.



Given her attitude, given the presence of Ralph back in Chicago – already three meetings into establishing a foothold back in Emily’s life – I had the distinct feeling that calling Emily home would play right into her hands. Right into his hands as well.



I desperately wanted her back with me – to be able to talk, to work out what the hell was going on. But every sinew in my instincts told me this would be a wrong call.



It wasn’t an easy decision – the nervous, fearful side of me was fighting it all the way – but slowly my mind turned and was made up. The fact that I’d get to watch anything that happened later – that I’d see it and know the truth of what happened being the deciding factor.



Sure, the sick part of me would be excited by watching. But right now, things seemed so confused and fucked up my numbers one, two and three priorities weren’t titillation and excitement – they were understanding just the hell what was going on.



Having made up my mind, slowly my mind turned to the text I needed to write. A text to give Emily a little of her own medicine.



I must have thumbed and re-thumbed the text four or five times before finally I had it where I wanted it.



Then reading it a last time, I finally was happy and pressed send, firing a suitable salvo back at the woman who for some reason had turned from loving and open to bitter and guarded.



‘What are the chances? Fancy meeting up like that? What are the chances of meeting up at the same club? I’m okay with the two of you hanging out – ‘for old time’s sake’. T xxx’



I felt I’d judged it perfectly. As heavily laden with sarcasm as her own missive – but not drawn into what I was sure would have been a boomeranging action if I’d have called her home. My own use of my customary
 ‘T xxx’
 sign-off in marked contrast to her own business-like tone.



What’s more, if it came to an argument between us later - I’d given her an opening to come clean about how they’d ‘bumped’ into Ralph tonight. To admit that this wasn’t her first time to see him recently.



I’d given her permission to hang out – but I’d caveated it as being only for ‘old time’s sake’ – meaning if she took things further, that would be on her. She couldn’t claim I’d egged her on and encouraged her and hang it on me – the fact that Ralph was back on the scene.



But if I’d judged it correctly, my caveated green light had increased the chances that sometime later tonight they’d leave the club and head to Jorge or Ralph’s place – where I’d start to have the upper hand, when all my prep would start to payback as I’d be able to see and hear what was really going on without Emily being any the wiser.



~~~~~



I was expecting a response to my text.



Given her mood, I didn’t quite now what her reply would say – but I was expecting some kind of response.



But none came, leaving me suddenly in a world of silence and lonely thoughtfulness. Causing me to start having all kinds of recriminations and doubts. Not just about the permissions I’d just given Emily, but about the whole lifestyle we were living. My gut twisting and clenching at the thought of the dangerous games we were again dicing with.



Hadn’t Vegas taught us anything?



Fuck! Why did we do it?



We had a great life. Emily and I had a really great life. We were more in love than ever before and yet the two of us were as bad as each other. In our different ways powerless to stop the momentum, to resist the temptation.



I’d been the one who’d signed on and pushed Jorge into Emily’s life. Now she was the one retaliating in kind – keeping the true timings and nature of her renewed relationship secret from me. Not just keeping them secret, as of tonight totally misrepresenting when and how they’d met up again.
 ‘Misrepresenting’
 being a polite, academic’s word for lying.



She might be the one who was twisting and sneaking around now. But all those weeks ago when Ralph had asked for permission to give Jorge Emily’s contact details, I’d been the stupid, weak, tempted idiot who’d said yes.



It was painful to admit, but if I was honest with myself, I really should have seen this all coming.



Even before events in Vegas, Emily had confessed she had feelings for Ralph. And he’d not exactly made any bones about how he felt about her, even going as far as to tell her one day he wanted to find ‘an Emily of his own’.



So how the hell could I be remotely surprised that barely six months after the fireball that was Vegas, Ralph was right back front and center in Emily’s life. Enjoying his third evening with Emily in just over a week.



This should have shocked me.



This did shock me, especially how things seemed to be spinning out of control so quickly again.



Emily behaving in a way that seemed totally off – that was so at odds at how she’d been the night before. Confusing the hell out of me and worrying me about what it was I just wasn’t getting.



But even beyond all of this, what shocked me even more was that my own cock was hardening by the moment. Hardening even as I worried and fretted and the parts of my brain that preached commonsense spat hate and derision at the other growing, lust-fueled parts of my brain.



My strong, sensible part calling out my weak, needy, addicted part for its craven, weak behavior.



Even with all kinds of alarm bells ringing, the weak side of me was giving in to desire, lust and temptation rather than righting the ship.



Rather than storming down there, demanding answers from Emily – demanding to know why she was lying about Ralph – the lustful side of me was growing in strength. Looking forward to the pictures and sounds I’d soon be hearing from one or other of the two places Emily would soon take the two new men in her life.



The strong side of me made a final shout of resistance. Surely it could work with the strong side of Emily to get a grip and take control. Just as this side was there in me and would never die, so it had an ally deep within Emily’s soul.



But, however much I told myself this was true, I knew that right now there was a different side of Emily that was in control. A side I didn’t understand. Or maybe a side I didn’t want to understand – because the last time I’d seen it had been just before everything had gone sideways in Vegas.



~~~~~



But that was all just a self-penned scene playing out in my mind. A fantasized, imagined scene designed by my sub-conscious to distract me from what was really scaring me.



The fact that there was something going on that worried the fuck out of me but that I didn’t remotely understand.



The ‘strong’ side of my mind had never even donned armor, come out to fight.



It had just sat there and cowered, letting the lust-fueled side of my brain ignore the voices that tried to remind me what had happened in Vegas. The voices that said,
 ‘haven’t you nearly fucked your marriage once before … you really want to have a second go around? Shit, you know something’s wrong … you can feel it in your bones … why don’t you grab hold of Emily and demand to know what the fucks going on’



Fuck!



It was like a fricking debating club in there, the other side fighting back. However frightened I was feeling, my growing sense of lust was steadily growing in strength.
 ‘Shut the fuck up, you and Emily are sound … maybe she is a bit antsy, but there’s nothing wrong with what you’re doing? You’ll be fine … plenty of other guys love this shit … six out of ten, wasn’t that what this Lehmiller guy’s research showed … so stop worrying like an old woman … get with the program … you guys will be fine … you survived all that shit in Vegas … you, Emily … you’re on solid ground .. enjoy yourselves … enjoy yourself letting Emily enjoy herself … there’s nothing wrong … you’re just imagining shit … she’ll be back soon … the same loving, wonderful Emily she ever was …’



The voices in my head carried on squabbling, carried on fighting … only occasionally interrupted by another thought. A thought about whether, now that Emily had admitted she was in the club with Ralph, I might receive an update or two.



For the next thirty minutes, diddly squat. Nothing. Nada. Not even a bean. Not exactly sitting well with my stress levels, all my fears about why Emily was behaving the way she was tonight.



Another thirty minutes.



The another. It was only finally after two hours that I finally received any kind of new communication.



A communication that caught me totally off guard.



Finally, a text from Emily.



‘Heading back to Jorge’s place.’



Fuck!



She was hanging me out. And still no signs of connection or love in her text. I was getting more anxious by the moment.



My only refuge from insanity being that huge and expensive comfort blanket – the surveillance devices I’d had installed that had only gone live earlier today.



The moment the text from Emily arrived, I turned on the two sets of video feeds. I had no idea where the club was and if it was close by, I didn’t want to miss a single moment, I was burning up with such a need to know what was really going on. Why Emily’s whole mood and behavior had changed so much in the last twenty-four hours.



~~~~~



Fifteen minutes of nothingness.



Disappointing, but not unexpected in a city as big as Chicago.



Fifteen minutes stretched to thirty – stretched to forty-five and then sixty, and then ninety.



Now I was really beginning to worry. To worry more than at any other time tonight. She’d said they were heading back to Jorge’s place.



It was now eleven P.M. and I couldn’t conceive of a journey that had taken an hour and a half at this time of night.



I was just about to give in to my fears and call Emily when I saw a familiar face at the door. A face that somehow had let herself in silently, without me noticing. A face that had a look that turned my blood to ice.














Chapter 19




Wednesday 19th December 2018.



If my face looked like shit, Emily’s face was also a mask of contorted and conflicted emotions.



She was standing in the doorway, slowly entering the living room, flanked by Jorge and Ralph, half a step behind.



“Tom, honey, did you really think your guys wouldn’t get spotted in a neighborhood like Jorge’s?”



In that single moment I knew exactly what happened.



I cursed myself for my stupidity.



But I also noticed that for the first time since Tuesday night, Emily choice of words and tone was showing some kind of affection to me. Very different from the vibe she’d been throwing off the last few hours.



The surveillance company had tried to get me to be patient, but I’d insisted they move quickly to install the cameras. Ralph’s place – a standard apartment in a mid-range area – hadn’t been a problem. But they’d wanted a week or two to blend in to Jorge’s rundown neighborhood in West Humboldt. But I’d given them just two days and they’d actually only taken one, stung into action by my threat to use one of their competitors.



Boy, was this now coming back to haunt me!



‘Tom, you fucking idiot! You might have book smarts, but your street smarts – or any that you ever had – just went walkabout and have cost you dear.’



Emily saw the look of panic on my face.



After all our years together, she knew exactly what I was thinking. And to her credit, she didn’t use that understanding to her own advantage. She used it to relieve my fears.



“Don’t worry, honey … at first I was angry … really pissed that even after last time, even after all those promises you made me, you went behind my back again to spy on me … and Ralph and Jorge, I have to say … they’re even more angry … talking about what kind of payback would be fair and appropriate for you … for invading their privacy … breaking the law, when as a respected professor, you’re meant to be setting an example … upholding the law …”



I was really sweating now. The tone of Emily’s voice was kind and loving, but there was also something there that indicated the seriousness of the situation. The looks on Ralph’s and Jorge’s faces backing this up.



“Tom,” she said, lovingly. “This is the second time for Ralph … the second time you’ve done this to him.”



I gulped at the legal ramifications. Any defense about an isolated lack of judgment crumbling before my eyes.



“And Jorge,” she continued, her voice trying to soothe, “well, honey, you know what kind of life Jorge leads … ‘security’ is super important to him, so you can imagine where his mind’s at …”



Fuck!



I’d screwed up big time. What she said about both Jorge and Ralph was true, my mind consumed by what kind of payback they’d want to mete out.



I was holding my breath, waiting for what came next as she looked right and left and pulled Ralph and Jorge to stand next to her – one arm around each of their waists.



“That’s why we’ve been taken so long … I’ve done a lot of thinking … we’ve done a lot of talking … I’ve managed to make them see that this isn’t all on you … that I’ve played a big part as well … seeing Ralph behind your back, not respecting you, not telling you … “



Even as she said the words, even as I looked at the frozen masks of Ralph and Jorge’s faces, I knew they’d not come clean with Emily about the way they’d taunted and teased me last Friday night. The way they’d broadcast their session with Emily – even as they kept her in the dark.



I scowled at them – I really couldn’t help myself – but I knew this was a score to settle another day. Now wasn’t the time for a thousand and one different reasons.



Dropping her arms, stepping away from Jorge and Ralph, she walked towards me. Walked towards me so she could touch my face and reserve what she had to say for my attention. The others could hear, but these were things intended for her and me.



“Sorry, baby … I should have told you.” Her eyes were begging for forgiveness as her fingers reached out to touch my face, emphasizing the ‘usness’ in the moment, excluding the others, even if they were still physically present.



“When Ralph showed up that Monday, I should have told you … I guess I went a little cock crazy,” she blushed, her words half apology, half justification.



“Better late than never?” she asked in her best sweet, begging voice.



“Anyway … I am sorry honey,” her slightly dipped forehead a visual cue to match her words.



“So, I think in this case, maybe two wrongs can cancel each other out … if you’re prepared to forgive me, then I’ll do the same for the surveillance thing,” she added.



There was a long, painful silence between us. Our eyes searching each other, trying to discern thoughts, neither of us offering words.



My own mind trying to compute if this was a fair offer. I was certainly more than a little sore about how she’d hidden the truth about Ralph. But I saw the logic of what she was saying. Even though part of me said I’d been the one wronged first. That my sins and transgressions were only retaliation. Another part reminding me I’d promised her faithfully that I’d not do this kind of shady, surveillance and watching shit. Working out that maybe she was right after all. Maybe our two wrongs did make a right.



Something in my eyes must have signaled the change in my inner thinking. Barely had I reached my own internal conclusion, than Emily’s face changed and she was off.



“Tom, honey … all of this stuff … all of these ups and downs, these secrets and misunderstandings … well, they got me thinking … got me thinking how far we’ve come these last few months … yet we’re still not being entirely honest with each other …”



“Go on …” I replied, not sure where this conversation was going. My whole being consumed by a terrifying mix of fear and excitement. Trying to concentrate on Emily alone, to ignore the brooding and angry presence of Ralph and Jorge.



“Well, by my reckoning, we’ve got a month left until you get a say in what me and Jorge do and don’t do … so, I was thinking, so that we know once and for all what it is we do and don’t want … I think we should go full on with the lifestyle for the next month … kind of a
 ‘test our boundaries thing’
 …”



My mind was frozen and shaking at the thought of what
 ‘full-on with the lifestyle’
 might mean.



Hadn’t we already been doing this?



What extra things could Emily possibly imagine to add to the life she was already living? Already free to see her young, well-hung and ganged-up lover whenever the mood took her. Free to stay with him without any limits on how often she saw him or whether or not she stayed overnight with him and his crew.



‘Fuck Emily, what’s going on in that mind of yours?’
 I thought to myself. She could see the look on my face, see the muscles around my mouth tensing and my eyes widening with that telltale mix of fear and arousal.



Seeing my nervousness, her eager voice continued before I had a chance to voice my questions out loud.



“And then, when the month’s up … we can talk … agree between us what we do and don’t want in our marriage …”



It all sounded so reasonable. So sensible. But even in my shocked, panicked state – worrying about Jorge, Ralph and consequences - it hadn’t escaped me the subtle change she was trying to slip by me. The change in what we’d agreed way back in October.



I remembered that conversation as if it was only yesterday. Like any husband would – the words so far-reaching, with such a big impact on our lives that they’d be forever etched on my brain.



Back then she’d said,
 ‘at three months, if you’re not happy, I promise you faithfully will end the whole thing.’



Now she was saying,
 ‘when the month’s up … we can talk …
 
agree between us what we do and don’t want in our marriage.’




To some people the two were the same – but not to me and not to someone as smart and careful with words as Emily. Emily the English major.



What had started out as a one-way thing – with me having sole power of veto – had suddenly morphed into a discussion, something we’d talk about, something we’d agree about.



The unspoken possibility being that we might not agree about some things. When I’d signed on for this back in October, that wouldn’t have mattered. Emily had given me the keys – and only me.



Now her sleight of word would change the rules. Giving us both one hand on the keys. Suggesting if we couldn’t agree, she might reluctantly just ask me to go along with it. To take one for the team so she could carry on having her fun.



~~~~~



In that moment, Emily knew that I knew.



Our eyes were locked together.



We’d always respected each other in every way – including intellectually.



I might be the one who held the professorship, but I knew she was just as bright as me, maybe more so. Our minds were equal but different.



Still gazing into her eyes, trying to think and fathom, I wondered what choice I really had.



Yes, she’d said I was the only one with the keys – but had I ever really been the one to hold them alone?



My mind whispered the answer.



Not an answer I wanted to hear, but an answer nonetheless.



‘Marriage is a partnership, Tom. Don’t kid yourself. It was never just you with those keys. It never could just be you with those keys.’



Feeling incredibly nervous, willing my body not to show fear by physically shaking, I took a deep breath. Suddenly seeing things with laser-like clarity.



“That’s not what we agreed, Emily, honey.” A marker needed to be put down, for my own self-respect, for her respect for me. Even if I’d screwed up, if she’d screwed up, a marker needed to be placed.



“But if that’s what you want to do, then I’m onboard with it,” I finally replied, looking her full in the face.



She looked straight back at me. A look that mixed love and respect. But also shades of fear at the thought of the waters we were just about to enter.



“And if we can’t agree?” I asked in the quietest, most serious of voices. Speaking so quietly I hoped Ralph and Jorge couldn’t hear.



“I’m sure that won’t happen, honey,” she smiled back softly, even though I could see her eyes still held the same look of fear and excitement that mine did. A look that wouldn’t have been there if she’d fully believed her own words.



The rules had been re-set.



The map had been redrawn. Redrawn with my power of veto, now only a month away, softened into ‘we’ll discuss things … I’m sure we’ll agree’.



Both of us were now floating on a carpet of excitement laced with fear. Neither of us knowing what to do next.



~~~~~



If we didn’t know what to do, Jorge and Ralph had no such doubts nor hesitation, both of them stepping forward either side of Emily, Ralph pulling her back gently, although as he looked at me, his expression was anything but gentle.



“You’re lucky Tom,” he said in a quiet, almost threatening voice, “if Emily hadn’t persuaded us otherwise, I hate to think what Jorge would have done to you … I might have chosen lawyers … lets just say Jorge’s methods would have been a bit more primal …”



I’m no coward and I’ve had my fair share of kickboxing and cage fights, but I felt a lump in my throat and my temperature rising as I desperately tried not to look at Jorge. Even out of the corner of my eye I could see him bristling, fists balled up, even now just itching for an excuse to take things into his own hands.



“So, now that we’re all friends again,” Ralph continued, “how ‘s about you start showing us all a little goodwill, showing you can be trusted by staying down here and letting me and Jorge take Emily upstairs to continue what we had planned … before you screwed things all up by your clumsiness …”



It wasn’t really a question, and I saw no hint of resistance or reluctance on Emily’s face – quite the opposite, she tried to hide it, but she looked excited as she took in Ralph’s words.



They were halfway to the door – Emily between them, holding each of their hands – when Jorge stopped them, turning to look at me but talking to them.



“You know, I’ve got a better idea … let’s make him come upstairs, let’s tie him up and make him watch … after all, isn’t that what gets him off?”



Fuck! Being spoken about like this was so humiliating, do demeaning. Any other time I’d have answered back. Told the young thug where to stick it. But seeing the look on his face, hearing the edge dripping from his voice, I just stared back but kept quiet.



Emily pulled Jorge around, whispered something to him, his head nodding in reply but still not looking happy. Some more whispered words, two nods of the head and Jorge and Ralph continued up the stairs. Leaving Emily and me alone.



“It’s for the best honey … if it let’s them get their anger, their upset out of their systems,” she smiled apologetically.



“Besides which, you’d almost certainly end up coming upstairs to watch anyway … we both know that, don’t we,” she added in her most reasonable, persuasive voice.



I didn’t know which I hated more. The fact she was trying to edge me towards what Jorge wanted to do – siding with him over me. Or that she was right, I almost certainly would have given in to temptation. Whatever the cost to my self-esteem, I’d likely sneak up the stairs to watch whatever sex games Jorge and Ralph had planned out for Emily. The sounds, her cries, their grunts would have proved too much.



Her soft kiss on my cheek nudged me over the edge and, like a lamb to the slaughter, my heart thudding against my ribs, I allowed her to lead me up the stairs. Feeling for all the world like a convict shuffling towards his doom. All that was lacking were leg irons – although from what Jorge had said, other forms of restraint wouldn’t be long delayed.










Chapter 20




Wednesday 19th December 2018.



Emily led me by the hand into the bedroom – our bedroom, although for now I felt like the outsider. Jorge and Ralph were already stripped off and ready for action, their huge cocks waving out in front of them in a way my much smaller member never could.



Ralph looked at me with a stern neutrality. Jorge’s face was still contorted and eaten up with anger and desire for revenge.



Emily saw this but ignored it, pulling me towards the armchair by the window, sitting me down before going hunting in my walk-in wardrobe. Leaving me alone with my two nemeses, leaving me feeling distinctly anxious and vulnerable, knowing how volatile Jorge was.



Moments later she returned, using nearly my entire collection of ties to secure me.



‘Fuck, Emily, I know you’re thorough, but do you really have to do such a good job? Isn’t this meant to be more for show? Not really sure I’m happy being so well trussed-up so close to a guy like Jorge … a guy like Jorge who’s so pissed at me right now.’



‘Hold still honey,’ was all she’d said to me as she secured each of my arms to the chair’s own wooden arms with two ties. Each knotted and then inspected and pulled even tighter, just for good measure. Each of my legs secured with two more ties below the knee and two around my thighs, it was only my chest that I could move and that was only because she lacked any item long enough to secure me there.



If the thoroughness of her work – work done with a blushing but smiling face – had come as a nasty surprise to me, what Jorge did next was ten times worse. His sneering face inches from my own as he tested the ties before then stuffing a pair of Emily’s panties deep into my mouth, securing it with another tie as he taunted me.



“Payback’s a bitch, ain’t it! You should count yourself lucky I don’t cut your balls off and make you eat them …” The way he said it making me wonder if he’d really done such a thing to others who’d crossed him. His hands working at my belt as my heart went into overdrive – surely he wasn’t going to do something like that!



He flicked my cock. Flicked it hard, squeezing it in a way that really hurt. Looking down to inspect it properly.



“No wonder your poor wife has to get her fun elsewhere … with proper men … with proper men like me and Ralph … with men with proper cocks, not little toy cocks … men who have pencils for dicks …”



My cheeks burned, my stuffed mouth unable to speak, although given the hatred in his eyes, maybe that was just as well.



“Maybe she’ll not want this little shrimp when we’re done with her,” he taunted, squeezing me painfully a second time before walking over the bed, big dick still wagging obediently to emphasize his point, the difference in size between his equipment and mine.



Even though my cheeks were flushed and I was still more than a little frightened, I was ashamed and embarrassed to realize my cock was harder than it had ever been before.



Just why the fuck was my body responding like this?



These bastards were taking things to a whole new level of humiliation and my dick was telling me, and them, I loved it. A fact my mind refused to accept – this wasn’t me, this wasn’t the guy who loved danger and pushing himself to the limits.



~~~~~



Emily was already on the bed, facing towards me, facing towards Ralph, lying on her side, kissing him passionately, already lost back in her other world, able to see me, but more interested in the man she was kissing rather than the man who was tied up and useless to her right now.



Jorge climbed up on the bed, standing while Ralph moved over and behind Emily. The dynamic between the two of them catching my interest – the older man, the one who’d first found Emily making way for the younger man. A hard, real-world fact that even in this melting pot of sexual heat made me think. Made me think there was something I still wasn’t understanding.



As Jorge took his place, my mind was dragged back to the here and now. My eyes unable to leave the sight of the young gang leader’s hard, muscled body sandwiched against Emily’s soft, feminine body. Now squashed and writhing between Jorge’s tanned, inked flesh and Ralph’s more conventional body now pressing against her back.



Emily’s shoulders shivered as she now felt the touch of Jorge’s body on her own, her ass giving an involuntary wiggle as she felt Ralph’s huge cock slide into the groove between her ass cheeks.



For the next few minutes I don’t think any of the three of them cared or thought much about the man trussed up. Trussed up and silenced by the panties unceremoniously stuffed in my mouth.



Jorge’s hands soon found Emily’s boobs, joining Ralph’s hands which were already playing with one of his favorite parts of my wife’s body. The effect of four hands being more squirming and moaning from Emily.



Ralph’s huge cock was moving up and down the groove of her ass, Jorge’s coke-can tool was stabbing into her tummy. The two of them making my wife wriggle like a fish out of water. Doing everything in her power to get the men to push one or other cock into her.



“See how bad she wants us?” Jorge taunted, not even bothering to turn and look at me, his eyes staring into those of my needy wife.



“She ever like this with you?” he asked, head finally turning in my direction. Seeing no response from me, he laughed. “Didn’t think so! Not your fault, Tommy boy … can’t have everything, hey? Got yourself a big brain … shame other things weren’t so big, when it was mother nature’s ‘cock handing out day’ …”



Bastard! Fucking bastard! My cheeks burning even brighter, but my treacherous cock visibly hardening, standing even more obvious and erect.



“Well, Tommy Boy … at least that’s something … many guys your age can’t even keep hard … at least you’ll be some kind of use to Em, when we’re not around … that is, if she’s not too stretched out to feel a teeny-weeny pencil dick like yours.”



Bastard! My anger toward my own cock equal to the hatred I felt for Jorge. I didn’t care if what he was saying was true, having my nose rubbed in it in this way was one of the worst things ever. My own hardness only making things worse, making them more undeniable, my small flag of a cock signaling the undeniable truth.



Matters were made even worse when the young Hispanic dashed over to me and released my left arm, violently pulling my hand onto my straining cock and winking at me.



“Not fair that you don’t get any fun, hey, Tommy Boy … Em says you’ll definitely want to play with yourself while your eyes bug out watching her getting it from some real men …”



Fuck! Was this asshole ever going to give up? Was he really that pissed at what I’d done?



Emily might have intervened – but she didn’t. She was too lost in her own little world, her own little mini-hell, needing a cock but getting none.



“Please … please … put it in … I need you … I need cock,” she begged, trying every angle, every movement to try and skewer herself on one of the two huge cocks rubbing up against her but still tantalizingly out of reach.



“See, Tommy Boy! See how she loves it … needs it.”



Again, Jorge rubbing it in as he pushed Emily’s hips upwards, positioning her and then pulling her down. My wife instantly mewling, the sounds she was making the ultimate proof of her female satisfaction. She had a long, hyper-thick male member sinking in inch-by-inch. Slowly stretching and filling her – nothing else mattering or important in her universe.



“Mmm … mmm … yeah,” she moaned softly, more to herself than to anyone else. Jorge turning to me with an evil smile as he pulled her down and pushed more of his arm-sized cock into her.



“Ohhhhhhhhhh fuckkkkk so bigggggggggggg, so thickkkkkkkkk,” she sobbed, breathing deeply, her eyes staring like they’d done when they’d fed her coke.



Ralph wanted to get in the act and with a minimum of ceremony I saw his hands grip Emily’s hips just above Jorge’s, his hips pushing upward. I couldn’t see it, but his cock must have been ravaging Emily’s back passage.



'“Ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yesssssssssssss so fullllll, so tight,” she sobbed. “Oh fuck! Oh shit, I can’t take it!” Her face taut with tension, every muscle stretched, her eyeballs looking like they’d explode.



For the next couple of minutes she hyperventilated, trying to come to terms with her body’s lower holes being so stretched, so crammed full of male flesh. Jorge and Ralph choosing not to fuck her until she was ready, instead playing with her tits and rubbing at her neck and belly. No point in kissing her, she was somewhere else – they needed for her to come back down to earth.



I’d seen her take two cocks before – but it had always been through the inferior medium of a small phone screen. Nothing compared to being just feet away from the woman I loved as she struggled and strove even to breathe, her whole existence seemingly focused on the challenge of coping with the two men who wanted to possess her body and mind.



~~~~~



She looked so tiny, so fragile crushed between these two powerful men. Their strong, urgent hands constantly pulling at her tits, squeezing soft, pulling and twanging at her teats.



Slowly, gradually Emily’s consciousness re-entered the room.



My own gut experiencing a painful, stabbing feeling as my newly present wife didn’t look to me – instead looking directly at Jorge, her eyes now open as she tugged his heavily tattooed head closer so she could push her tongue in and initiate a long, passionate make out session.



“Tell him, baby … tell him what you want,” he said, his voice suddenly soft, so different to when he’d been talking to me. “Tell him, tell him you’re sure.”



Finally, Emily turned to look at me - a pitiful, apologetic look owning her, her voice strained with lust.



“Tom, sorry baby … I can’t control it any more … this is what I want … all those months we stopped, I missed it, missed it so much.”



Her words were scaring me now. We were meant to have a chance of stopping after the next month. To stop, pause, take stock. To agree a path forward. But the way Emily was talking, the idea of any kind of break, any kind of return to normal seemed distant and far-fetched. A fantasy, a dream. Possible in the realms of theory – not possible in the real world.



She had such a look of excitement, such a look of need in her eyes it was scary. It shouted out louder than any words ever could just how desperate and strong her need for this different kind of sex had become. Her need to be with men very different to me, men she wanted inside her, giving her what I couldn’t.



But even as these terrifying, life changing thoughts slammed through my brain I couldn’t help but think how insanely sexy Emily looked. A mature mother of two, her ripe, womanly body trapped and full of maleness. The absolute peak and definition of femininity - her stretched, engorged pussy and ass both full of swollen male passion.



My heart was pounding so hard it was breaking my ribs. I was thoroughly confused, I should have been hating this. Tied down, trussed up – put like this as punishment and half against my will. Unable even to speak, those damned panties adding further to my humiliation, somehow my cock got harder the more I watched and thought.



Ralph’s cock was deep in her ass, but it was Jorge and Emily who were gazing at each other as the young gangbanger’s dick plowed into her slick tunnel aiming straight for her womb.



Each time he thrust and was at maximum depth, her head fell back and air hissed from her throat. I couldn’t imagine what she must be feeling. One huge, fat cock occupying all of her vagina – touching the very entrance to her womb, another one occupying the only other space available, just behind her pussy. Only the thinnest of membranes separating these two proud, spitting cobras – separating them and stopping them from joining forces right at the heart of her body.



Me being here in person – forced to watch, an intrinsic but only marginal part of the group was uncharted waters, a million times more intense than being a remote, FaceTime observer. The whole thing shredding and frying my brain, much as their members were shredding and frying Emily’s ass and pussy.



My heart ached as I watched my sweet wife’s own emotions rise and fall, each move in or out by one of her two men having a marked effect on her – that was the story writ large by each change in her face. In and out, in and out – each time they seemed to go a little deeper, she seemed to take a little more, fly a little higher.



Here in the flesh, so close I could taste and smell it, the whole scene was immense. The whole spectacle forever changing and evolving, like a multi-bodied monster.



One moment their hands grabbing and pulling at Emily’s tits – stimulating her, laying claim to her, laying claim to the flesh that had nourished our children. The next they’d be clamped around her hips, as if they were frightened she might escape. A physical impossibility as she was impaled on nearly two feet of male flesh, two separate spikes of male cock making any thoughts of escape ridiculous.



Not that escape was in her mind – Emily was loving every second. Loving the clenching and flexing of the two men paying homage to her womanliness. Their strong, defined muscles in stark relief to her soft curves.



As they continued to work her, she came for the first time. Her lungs burning and screeching as she bawled at the top of her voice. Totally lost in the moment – her whole universe those two huge cocks and how they were making her feel.



“Oh shit cummingggggggg,” she sobbed. "Yeeeeeeeessssss, yeeeeeeeessssss."



Her sobs and cries seemed never ending, her juices flooding her lovers, drowning them in the results of their work. Until finally, after what seemed an eternity, she was quiet, only very slowly and gingerly able to open her eyes and rejoin us.



“Tell him … tell him, Em … tell him how it was … what it means,” the young gang leader hissed – his dark, brooding eyes staring into her soft, submissive face.



“Tom, honey … he’s right, it’s so intense! So amazing … their cocks are like nothing I’ve ever felt before. They’re so powerful! They own me so,” she confessed to me, her voice soft and conspiratorial as her eyes begged me.



“Do you love it too honey?” she asked, her eyes now on my throbbing cock, insanely hard as I stroked and squeezed it with my one free hand. My face suddenly burning red at the thought that it wasn’t just Emily who’d been captured, who’d fallen so far.



“This is wild, darling!” she whispered, trying to make it just for us, her eyes still locked on mine. “It’s so, so wonderful … they fill my whole body … it feels like my whole being is wrapped around them, they own me so, possess me like nothing I’ve ever felt before … it’s scary, but wonderful scary,” her words joining us together as much as they terrified me.



“And not just my pussy. Oh fuck me Jorge, I love it! Fucking Christ I love your cock!”



She looked back over her shoulder at Ralph fucking her ass; sweat poured from him and his muscles surged and pumped. Emily watched Ralph fuck her for a long minute then turned back to me.



“Baby, it’s so sexy. What men! I’m being fucked by real men, having you here honey, watching makes it a million times hotter … are you okay with that, honey? I can see your cock says yes, but what about your brain, honey? I know it’s scary, but it’s wonderful scary … it’s where the whole last year’s been leading … you know it in your heart …”



Even as her words trailed off, she carried on looking at me. She’d asked her question … her deep, profound question … she’d told me what she thought, and now her eyes clamped me there as the question slashed away in my brain. Begging me to be honest, to overcome the fears and terrors the question prompted.



“Watch Tom, watch as they make your wife cum again!”



Emily was signaling an end to talking, to deep thinking – a return to the carnal, physical truths between her and the men who owned her, who’d claimed and possessed her.



She threw her head back, her eyes rolled up and animal, guttural sounds poured from her throat and I had no choice but to watch the woman I loved orgasm over and over again from the actions of the two men fucking her.



I lost count of how many times she came. Her whole body growing weak, but Jorge and Ralph continued to hold her hips, pin her there and play with her tits as they continued to fuck her. Their muscular asses clenching with each piston stroke of possession.



This was insane! They’d tied and humiliated me – gagging me with my own wife’s panties, taunted me with words, got my own wife to tell me how amazing it was and what it meant – yet somehow, I was still loving it.



My pleasure growing even more, my cock growing even harder as I heard the two men growl as their hips sped up and they pinned Emily even tighter. Her eyes temporarily back with me, begging my forgiveness and approval as she realized the moment of truth was near. The moment of our joint, shared submission to Jorge and Ralph’s will. To what they’d schemed and planned all these months.



There had been Vegas when they’d laid their claim to Emily alone. Owned her with me angry and looking on from afar.



There had been the nights of Jorge and his gang alone, when I’d skulked in the shadows as they’d taken Emily in his broken down little house.



But now they’d finally arrived. They were both working her over. Fucking my Emily into total submission, owning her heart body and mind while I sat there with the hardest of cocks. Playing with myself while they took my woman away. Playing with myself and, contrary to all reason, loving every moment of it. Given over to the humiliation and bittersweet pleasure. Trusting that somehow Emily’s love for me was strong enough to be enough of a counterweight to this new part of our lives.



I felt like I was losing my mind. I’d let this happen. Even playing with myself as it played out, as they took her.



They seemed to go on and on like machines. Fuck machines, fuck machines with only one purpose, the feeding of sexual pleasure neat into my wife’s veins. The best way to subjugate her, to drag her even further into their orbit, rendering her helpless, incapable of meaningful resistance.



On and on they fucked her squirming, writhing form. Her energy levels ebbing with each new orgasm until finally their own need to cum drove them towards an ending.



Emily threw her head from side to side in yet another orgasm, the largest yet, as Jorge and Ralph gripped her fiercely and plowed her deep. Firing their hot sperm right up into her womb and ass, their big balls flooding her with buckets of their hot virile jizz.



I saw the base of their cocks clutching and pulsing as in unison the partners in crime roared – playing out the final act in their claiming of Emily and myself. 



They were filling my wife with their cum and it was turning me on. Turning me on more than I had ever been turned on before. A fact that stunned and shamed me as I sat trussed up and submissive to the game they’d played tonight and in all the months leading up to tonight.



As I watched the three of them united in what seemed one huge shared climax, my head was spinning with millions of conflicting emotions - all elbowing past each other trying to get out the front door of my mind at the same time.



~~~~~



As the three bodies slowly untangled themselves, Emily moved first. Weakly, gingerly testing her limbs as she climbed up and out and came over to me. Holding my face in her hands, softly kissing my lips and eyelids.



“I love you babe,” she reassured, her eyes showing she was worried about what she had to say next.



“This is how it is … how it has to be … let’s get through the next month … enjoy it? Then let’s talk about the future … our future … our love … our new life.”










Chapter 21




Thursday 20th December 2018.



“Are you okay, baby?” she asked tenderly, stroking my brow, her beautiful brown eyes just inches from my own, transmitting deep love and empathy.



I paused before answering.



It was just after midnight and Emily and I were alone in our bedroom.



It was only minutes since Jorge and Ralph had smirked their way out of the room, heading downstairs to my TV, my drinks cabinet. Seemingly no intention of leaving anytime soon, merely taking a breather before they claimed Emily for round two.



It was only minutes since Emily had untied me, helped me work some life back into my unfettered limbs before leading me by the hand back to bed. Back to our bed, the bed she, Jorge and Ralph had just soiled, had just planted their flag on.



“Are you okay, baby?” she asked again, her eyes showing slightly more concern due to my not answering first time.



A deep sigh. “I guess … just lots to process …”



She squeezed my hand. Her faintly smiling, pursed lips telling me she wasn’t going to deny it. The look on her face matching my own, telling me she didn’t want a deep conversation right now. Too many deep truths had already been revealed during the last few hours, neither of us having the emotional energy to talk or think right now.



She hugged me. Held me tight. Head snug and warm on my chest, listening to my heart. Feeling close, feeling connected. Needing to feel close, feel connected.



However much I might be struggling with this thing, I knew I’d never stop loving her, whichever way things spun out. Knew I’d find a way, find an accommodation.



I knew things had changed, had changed forever.



Emily hadn’t sought these changes.



And I’d certainly not sought them.



They were just the inevitable consequences of injecting something so new, so powerful into our lives.



Sure, we could have fought back. Told Jorge and Ralph to fuck off, to leave our home.



But to what end, to what purpose?



We’d both tasted the fruit of the poisoned tree. Tasted both it’s overpowering, sweet flavor. Experienced and understood it’s addictive pull. Different for each of us, if it was one of us alone, maybe we could fight and resist. But we’d both been bitten by different fangs of the same viper.



What was the point in throwing them out? If it hadn’t been Jorge and Ralph now, it would just be the two of them again later. Or maybe different men. Maybe worse. The viper had done its work well, injected its venom deep, deep and plentiful.



~~~~~



“Em!”



It was Jorge at the door. Still naked, his python hanging limp and in need of attention. His face set hard, ignoring me, looking at the object of his desire. His intonation not a question mark, an exclamation mark brooking no question.



“I’ll be back later, baby,” her soft, whispered for me voice apologized, her hand squeezing mine a final time before her weight lifted off the bed and I was left looking at her back and soft, succulent ass.



“No you won’t,” he threw out to no-one in particular.



“You’re ours tonight,” he cackled, looking directly at Emily as she snuggled under his arm and they departed. “Ours for the rest of the month,” he shouted back at me from the next room. I swear they’d chosen to fuck her in there so I’d have no choice but to listen to every little nuance and moan.



As I heard the sounds of gulping and sucking start up from next door, Ralph’s head appeared around the door.



“Sorry, Tom … I hope you’re okay with all of this … that the bits you love are enough for the other bits.”



“Why, Ralph?” It was only the last couple of hours that alerted me to the truth of which of the two of them was the boss. The apologetic look on his face reaffirming my belief, not that it needed reaffirming.




“Not now … I’ll tell you in a month’s time … I can tell you in a month’s time.”




The only benefit of Ralph’s cryptic comment was that it gave my mind something to chew on for the rest of the night, the rest of the next few days.



And as things started developing, my mind was in desperate need of distraction, of something to occupy me.



~~~~~



Jorge was as good as his word – Emily didn’t return to me that night. His will, his needs won out over her promise to me, her wish to comfort and be with me.



I was ‘forced’ to listen to the waves and rhythms of passion coming from next door as the sounds of their marathon sex session with Emily rang out and penetrated the walls and the doors I’d closed.



I resisted for a while, hating what was happening, hating my own complicity in it. But I was also like a rat gnawing at its own limb – my cock hard, knowing I loved it as much as I hated it, loathing myself for this weak, dual-mindedness. Hating myself even more for the fact I knew I’d eventually give in and sneak into the corner to watch.



When after an hour and a half I finally ran out of resistance, at first they didn’t even notice my entrance. The three of them were high on lust – their earlier roles reversed. Ralph on the bottom, head up against the headboard as Emily rode up and down on his huge cock. Rode him as well as she could considering Jorge was stationed behind her, his massive meat also deep within my wife’s innards.



At first I thought, like Ralph earlier, he was deep in her ass. But when he pulled back the bright lights they’d left on showed me I was wrong. His uber-fat cock was somehow lodged right next to Ralph’s cock in her pussy.



I’d seen it on porno, but always with two cocks hand selected for the purpose – two cocks in one vagina … ‘Double Vag’ to the trade. Difficult for hardened porn actresses, even with normal or thin cocks.



But Ralph and Jorge’s appendages would never be described as ‘normal’ or ‘thin’ – both of them with the types of girth normally associated with human limbs or stallions. Jorge’s coke-can cock especially impossible to picture as the second part of a two-cock penetration.



Fuck! How the hell could Emily be coping with this? How could her pussy manage this? How could it’s elasticity suddenly stretch so wide, allow and cope with such insane proportions?



As my mind took in her cries of pleasure, her head thrown back in perfect ecstasy, the corner of my eye caught the answer to my question.



There on the side table was the telltale paraphernalia – glass sheet, three little straws and a residue of white powder.



“Want some, Tom?” Jorge had spotted me, had resumed his taunts. “Not that your sweet wife left much for you … she’s got quite the greedy nose these days … greedy nose, greedy pussy … full matching set.”



Even as I seethed, he followed up. “Hey man, why don’t you get yourself over here … this is better than any porno … it’s like your woman’s taking a real horse dick … and man, she’s loving it … remapped her whole mind … not sure she’ll ever feel your pencil dick after this …”



Cunt! Fucking cunt!



Why didn’t I just pick up the lamp and smash him over the back of his head?



The arrogant, evil fucking prick!



Because I was frightened of the consequences. Because, despite everything, I still believed in our love, our marriage. That Emily’s heart and mind was still coming back to me after all of this.



And because to my eternal shame I big part of me wallowed in the pure, uncut sexual high of the whole thing. The unstoppable cocktail of watching and listening to Emily taken to sexual places she’d never before visited. The unstoppable pleasure of my own masochistic, bittersweet pleasure as I watched the woman I love taken like this. Taken from me, our love and life together hanging by the slenderest of threads. Giving me the final rush of danger and risk that had so often consumed me throughout my entire adult life.



~~~~~



Virtually the only thing I did resist over the next day plus was Jorge’s sadistic invitation for me to take some of his coke.



Everything else that happened involved me in some way or other.



I watched a while longer, my heart thudding with excitement and pain as I watched my coke-fueled wife cum several times more before eventually the three of them decided they needed to rest. The way Jorge rolled their joined bodies over, the way his arms wrapped around Emily, it was clear that she wasn’t coming to bed with me tonight.



I left and went back alone to our master bedroom. Desperately wanting to cum myself, I knew this was the absolute worst thing I could do, in terms of my mental well-being.



If I wasn’t aroused and on a sexual high, enjoying the good side of the coin, then the other side would crush me emotionally.



So instead I went to bed with a painfully hard cock – tossing and turning and enjoying precious little quality sleep. When I did sleep, my mind filled with all kinds of dark and sexual thoughts.



When I woke at my normal work time, there was no sign of anyone downstairs, so I looked in to see the three of them seemed to have barely moved.



With no sign Emily’s lovers were about to leave, I reluctantly rang in and let the university know I was taking another day’s emergency leave.



The three of them only emerged just before lunch and Jorge seemed careful to shepherd Emily so that she and I had no chance to be alone together so that we could talk.



There was an obvious awkwardness between the four of us – especially between me and Jorge, but as the day progressed it eased back.



Unlike the night before, he didn’t go out of his way to taunt me. We even bonded a little when he flicked on highlights of an old Bulls NBA game and we ended up shooting the breeze about our fantasy all time greats Bulls starting five. Something we could finally agree on … Jordan, Pippen, Gilmore, Sloan and Rose.



Ralph was busy on the phone and Emily was upstairs showering and left alone he started the most surreal of conversations.



“Look man … I get you probably hate me right now … but this isn’t all on me … I didn’t come looking for Emily … you guys were the one’s who came looking for Ralph … you were the one’s who came into my world … and the way I look at it is you’ve had Em for a whole twenty years … you can’t begrudge me a few weeks, a few months with her … you had a family with her … what’s a few nights without her … when she gets her fun, I get my fun … and from what I’m seeing, it’s not all pain for you …”



His hard, lifeless eyes stared at me.



For once, when we’d talked ball, I’d heard him laugh. But now his voice was back to normal, although it didn’t sound quite as mean or dangerous as normal. As if this was his best approximation to normal and reasonable. As if, by how own thuggish standards, he was making an effort with me.



But by any normal standards, what he was asking me to give him, allow him with Emily was so outlandish and unreasonable, anything I could have said would have risked the return of dangerous,
 ‘edge of violence’
 Jorge.



So, whatever my inner thoughts were, I chose to keep my own council and remain silent.



His eyes still bored into mine as the silence stretched between us. His mouth opened, then closed again, an uncommon experience for him, I’m sure, not someone prone to doubts or second thoughts.



“We’ll talk again in a few weeks, Tom.” Not threatening, just very matter-of-fact.



“But until then, for the rest of today, for what comes afterwards, don’t get in the way, okay man? Not if you know what’s best for you …” Even these last words said in a deadpan, almost neutral tone. Like a doctor with no bedside manner telling me the treatment might hurt but it would all be for the best in the end – maybe.



~~~~~



For the rest of the day the four of us rubbed along in the strangest of quartets, each of us in part happy, in part frustrated.



Ralph seemed sometimes a little antsy and irritated by Jorge’s presence, although he tried his best to hide it. There was definitely something off between them, but despite my best efforts to dig a little deeper when it was just me and Ralph, he refused to be drawn. The most I got was what he’d said earlier, that he’d tell me in about a month. Or more precisely, ‘would be allowed to tell me then.’



For the most part Jorge was happy, monopolizing most of Emily’s time and attention. Sometimes looking a little impatient when Emily made a point of spending time with me, of hugging me or kissing me, generally making sure I was okay.



Me – I was the least at ease of the four of us. Always right on the edge. Half-an-eye on Jorge to make sure something wasn’t going to throw him over the edge – the threat of violence always seemed not far away with him. Often feeling sucked into a mood of self-loathing that I was allowing all of this to happen under my roof. That I’d been so instrumental in making it happen in the first place.



But also I was often savoring the voyeuristic thrill when passion and sex inevitably burst back into life between Emily and her two lovers.



When she’d finished showering and redoing her makeup, she only threw on a silky wrap that tied at the waist.



As it had been at least an hour plus since either Jorge or Ralph had sampled her charms, unsurprisingly it was only seconds between her reappearance at the bottom of the stairs and Jorge pulling her to sit next to him on the sofa. Setting the tone for much of the rest of the day. The robe’s tie often being unknotted, the gown pulled open and one or other (or both) of her men making free with her boobs and pussy.



Emily was up and down the stairs with a frightening regularity. That is when Jorge or Ralph could be bothered to go that far. Ralph seemed to have a preference for the comfort and privacy of our bedroom. Jorge seemed to favor ‘statement fucks’ – taking Emily in front of me, in front of Ralph. Fucking her, making her cum over and over again on the couch, or bending forward over the table or over some surface in the kitchen.



By the end of the day, in our different ways, I think we were all fatigued. For Emily, it was a physical and emotional fatigue. For me it was mainly an emotional tiredness. For Jorge and Ralph it was only physical tiredness – I’d lost count of how many times they’d singly or jointly fucked Emily.



But come nighttime, a few snorts of the magic white powder had the three of them heading back upstairs and shutting our bedroom door behind them. Enforcing an exclusion on me that I hated but which also tweaked at my masochist pleasure nodes.



~~~~~



All night long the sounds rang out from ‘our’ bedroom … a term that seemed more and more inaccurate the longer the night went on.



I knew I needed to head into work the next day, I knew I needed to sleep, but the aural and psychological disturbances were just too much.



A whole day of being on edge – the sex, the worry about Jorge blowing up, the slow-burn angst of where this was all headed – all of it together had my body begging my head for sleep.



But the temptation, the pain and excitement seeping through the walls and doors was just too much. I’d already spent the last day truffling through the entrails of the new shape of our marriage, and my need for sleep was marginally too weak to drag me away from the bittersweet pleasures of sitting, stroking myself as I heard the three of them somehow finding the energy to go at it for another couple of hours.



Hating it, but knowing it as fact that more white powder had to be at the heart of their last lap of energy. The sounds of Emily’s cries of pleasure haunting me. Telling me even without optical proof that they were almost certainly both doing her together. Again. What else could explain her sobs and moans of discomfort which morphed to satisfied ecstasy.



The last few minutes I dragged out the remaining thin embers of my energy, I was lying on the bed hoping the silence next door might mark an ending, might mark Emily’s appearance at the doorway to my temporary home in the guest room.



But however long I dragged it out, however much I scraped the last one and half percent of my physical battery, my hopes remained unfulfilled. Even though next door remained silent – they weren’t rutting her anymore – she preferred to stay there, leaving me alone to my empty energy level and night of lonely, exhausted sleep.



~~~~~



Friday morning started.



We all know the feeling.



Waking hard enough.



Waking in a strange room harder, searching round for landmarks, for familiarity. Slowly the memories, the previous day’s best and worst coming back. Coming back in a way that makes you wish they hadn’t.



Look in on them or shower first?



The ache of loneliness, worry and separation making it a foregone conclusion.



There they were. The three of them. Barely different than the scene twenty-four hours before. Two hard male bodies, one soft female body trapped between them, like a beautiful prized butterfly trapped between solid, slab-like panes of glass. Arms cast left and right in end-of-the-day, edge-of-sleep signs of truth. Them claiming her, her happy to be claimed. Jorge’s arms more prominent than Ralph’s in a subterranean, almost subliminal way I spotted but couldn’t decode.



I could have stepped in. Could have woken Emily up. But why? To what end?



The newly emerging butterfly of my own psyche - realizing things with stuttering thoughts but not wanting to fully admit them to myself – was too preoccupied with internal questions to intrude into another complexity.



I had enough thoughts to sort out in my own head without adding on another layer. That layer could wait another day.



Taking a deep breath, I headed back and showered.



One shower, feeling fresher. Peeking back, no change.



One breakfast – letting go, carbs, fats, the lot. Peeking back, a last look before I really had to go to work. No change. Still that beautiful, feminine butterfly trapped between her two male conquerors. Happy, at rest. Arms intertwined – like one of those figures captured at Vesuvius two thousand years ago.



A whole day at work thinking. Thinking and wondering. Wondering if I’d get a call. Wondering what would greet me on my end-of-day return.










Chapter 22




Evening of Friday 21st December 2018.



When I’d left in the morning, the house had been quiet.



The four of us – Emily and her two new semi-permanent men friends, and me – had spent a prickly twenty-four hours together, sharing our North Chicago home.



When I’d left for work – unable to afford another emergency day – Jorge, Emily and Ralph had been sandwiched together. Sandwiched together in our marital bed. Sleeping in lockstep where they’d ended their previous night of passion.



That had been silence.



But now, Friday night – there was a different kind of silence.



The silence of an empty house.



My heart aching, worrying more and more with each new room I searched. Each new room I found empty.



They were gone. All three of them were gone.



And there had been no communication from Emily. None throughout the entire day.



Calls might have been difficult, but texts were always an option. But nothing. Nothing at all.



While I’d been sidetracked by work, it had just been a dull ache. An emotional toothache.



But now that I was back, distractions over, weekend fully begun, the ache spiked into a full-on migraine. Watching the three of them together under my roof was bad enough. But the empty, frightening nothingness that was the alternative was a million times worse.



Prompting infinite questions. Infinite questions about physical possibilities. Infinite questions about emotional possibilities.



Why the fuck hadn’t Emily contacted me? Reached out, anticipated my needs, reassured me. Surely that was ground zero – absolute minimum requirements.



I sat looking at my phone.



Willing it to ring. To buzz with incoming message icon. Text, WA, Messenger, FaceTime. I really didn’t care. A fucking pigeon flying overhead dropping a capsule would have been better than this.



A coffee. A beer. Another beer. I was weakening. Resolve crumbling. One more beer then my fingers were tapping. Pride be damned, I needed to know. Needed to be part of what was happening. To feel part of what was happening.



‘Em, where are you? What’s happening? T xxx’



Anything more long-winded wouldn’t have been honest. Wouldn’t have rung true.



But even with such open-hearted, unmasked honesty it was a good hour before I got an answer.



‘Sorry, honey. Was kind of busy :) … ring you in ten, E xxx’



Fuck. Better than nothing!



But still leaving me decidedly underwhelmed. Leaving me feeling like a bit player with the woman who’d sworn to forsake me for all others. (A vow to which I’d unlocked the key for her – but in my fraught, angst-ridden state, that wasn’t a truth I wanted to confront right now.)



It wasn’t ten, it was more like fifteen before my breathless wife appeared via the wonders of FaceTime. Appeared flushed and out of breath.



“Hey, baby! How ya doin’?”



‘How do ya think I’m doing’
 is what I actually wanted to scream down the phone. That’s what the parallel voice in my head said. My actual voice just about managing to hang on to calmer sanity.



“Okay, I guess. Where are you, honey?”



“Round at Jorge’s,” her face giving me a coy smile, at least having the decency to show some embarrassment.



“Is that okay?” she blushed, asking my permission, sort of.



“Who’s there with you?”



“Just Jorge. Ralph had to head back to Indianapolis. But I think Jorge plans for us to head out later. It’s Friday night, I think he plans to meet up with the rest of the crew. Why?”



“Why!” I spluttered, incredulous at her question.



“Sorry, babe.” She’d apologized, but the giggle in her voice undid the effect, telling me where her mind was at. Before I could speak, she’d already followed up.



“Remember, honey … you did agree that for the next month it’s me and Jorge, me and Jorge who are in control.”



“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean you have to spend every waking hour with the fucker.”



Her giggle telling me I’d still not broken through.



“Tom, honey … it’s only for a few weeks … then things will go back to normal …”



“’Go back to normal’ … the last time we spoke you said ‘we’d talk about things, see what we could agree after a month’ … are you saying I have power of veto again?”



The giggle had gone now, replaced by a pregnant pause, a silence while she tried to find the right words.



“No baby, that’s not what I’m saying,” her voice now suddenly serious. ”But I’m sure things will go back to normal … pretty much the same as before … just with a few small changes.”



‘A few small changes.’
  The words were like nails hammered into my skull, crucifying me, but somehow making my dick twitch again.



I could have kicked off. Given her both barrels. But now wasn’t the time. I knew I had to play a waiting game. Wait until she was back home with me, back in a different frame of mind.



Trying a different tack, I tried to sound a lot more reasonable than I actually felt.



“So, Em, baby … when WILL you be home? I miss you terribly. We’ve hardly spent any time together at all the last few days …”



“Poor baby …” She was back to giggling. Nearly but not quite, her voice signaling amusement, but also happiness that she was missed. “It should be tomorrow, I think … if we go out, I’m guessing it’ll be a late one … so maybe just after lunch, Saturday, something like that.”



~~~~~



Friday night was spent in a schizoid blur. Half a fit of creating distractions which didn’t work. Half anxiously looking at my phone and begging it to ring, vibrate or buzz. A call, a video – even a message would have been something.



I don’t know if Jorge was playing a game. Sending a message. Or if he and Emily were just so preoccupied with each other, so preoccupied with themselves and the rest of the gang that even throwing me a bone, a taunting bone didn’t register.



Having already reached out to her once, and now knowing how the land lay, I just about had enough self-respect to hold off giving her a call. Eventually heading to bed, bereft and call-less, at around three on Saturday morning.



~~~~~



Just after lunch, Saturday. That’s what she’d said.



Of course it wasn’t just after lunch Saturday.



It wasn’t even Saturday at all.



It was Sunday. Sunday early evening.



At least – and it was the very smallest of fig leaves – her first words when she was through the door were ‘sorry’. And not this time ‘sorry’ delivered in a giggling tone, but a real sorry spoken as her face flushed with guilt.



I exploded.



Not in an angry way.



But with genuine exasperation.



“Emily … I’ve been going out of mind … you said Saturday, just after lunch!”



What followed was a long and heartfelt conversation about where things had gotten to. A conversation that contained good news and bad.



The good news was that, unlike with Ralph, Emily reassured me she had no feelings for Jorge.



“It’s just not like that, not like that all,” she reassured me, looking deep into my eyes, leaving me with no doubt that she was telling me the gospel truth.



What was less reassuring was when she looked down guiltily at the floor, trying her best not to break into tears as she confessed just how deep the claws of her new lifestyle had sunk into her.



“Baby … I wished you’d never started this thing … we’d never started this thing.” Her lumping it on me stuck in my craw, even if there was more than an element of truth. But I bit my tongue, squeezed her hand back and encouraged her to say what needed to be said.



“I’ve got it real bad … real bad.” Tears were finally falling, she’d given up on the uneven battle to stop them, taking a while before they’d reduced enough that she could continue.



“I’m so sorry, so sorry, honey … I never meant for any of this to happen … for it to become so strong … so quickly …”



I hushed her, I comforted her.



Part of me wanted to push her to tell me more. To describe more of what it was. What she was hooked on. But in truth I already knew, and knew that pushing her would just increase her embarrassment and shame. So I just held her, let her cry a little more.



And then, when I felt she was finally ready, asked the sixty-four-million- dollar question.



“Okay, honey … I hear you … it is what it is … we can’t go back and change history … so what should we do?”



That look of shame and embarrassment was back, back and at double strength as I saw her neck muscles gulping up and down as she tried to speak.



“Tom, honey … I think there’s only one thing for it … we just have to let the storm blow out … I think it’s like any kind of craving, and kind of exciting new game … eventually it’ll dull, lose it’s hold … for me … for you … for Jorge.”



It was a lot to take in. Her inclusion of me half accurate, I had to admit, although right now I suspected I could give it up easier than she could.



“Okay,” I nervously replied, sort of agreeing. “And in a month’s time?”



Her eyes begged me, beseeched me to be kind, loving and understanding.



“We stick to the plan … in a month’s time, we talk … you and me talk, and agree what’s possible …”



It was hardly the most comforting thought. But looking in her eyes I knew now wasn’t the time to push things. I knew I needed to give her the month to see if she was right, to see if the storm would indeed blow out.










Chapter 23




If Emily was thinking of her deepening enjoyment of the seedy side of life with Jorge as a storm – a storm with heavy rains and a month-worth of clouds on the horizon – then what happened at the start of the next week was more like Hurricane Katrina.



Monday was Christmas Eve and, despite everything that had already happened, I was sure Emily would be at home when I came back from the campus just after three P.M.



It was Christmas Eve, she’d only come home just a day ago from spending three whole days with Jorge and his crew – yet she was already gone again.



Not even a note of explanation pinned to the fridge!



Thank goodness our kids Alice and Peter were both spending Christmas out of state with their respective other halves. Explaining the chaos in their mother and father’s personal life would have been a task well beyond me right now.



Their absence was about the only thing breaking for me right now. Although the pessimist in me said there being away removed an anchor that otherwise might have kept Emily at home a lot more at this family time of year.



Lacking any note of explanation, the most I got was a short text and the consolation prize of a short video of Emily and Jorge enjoying their favorite pastime.



But give them credit, even though it only last four or five minutes, they packed an awful lot of action into that short time. The camera first showing a waving and smiling Emily, down on her knees, greeting me.



“Hey honey!” she waved, before the sounds changed to a slobbering and retching sets of gobbling sounds as Jorge held her head firmly still and fucked her face as if it was a second pussy.



He was soon pulling her equally forcefully up onto her feet, bending her low over the arm of the sofa as he grinned at me.



“She loves it Tom … can’t get enough of me.”



A man of few words, his overly thick cock was soon sunk deep into Emily and the tinny little speaker of my phone was filled with the sounds of Emily’s cries. Her eyes were shut - screwed shut as she concentrated on the amazing feelings he was giving her between her legs. She was in a different world, all thoughts of her husband watching suddenly expunged from her obsessed brain.



They must have done some fucking before because Jorge was soon accelerating as he slammed hard into Emily, throwing his head back and roaring like a lion as he pumped her full of his jizz.



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



She was like a non-stop freight train clattering off the track … body spasming and writhing, Jorge laughing and cackling, enjoying her predicament as he held her tight by the hips, loving the way she was helpless in his power.



The last thing he showed me was a close-up of her pussy. Her formerly tight, small and prim love lips now an angry, swollen red. Splayed wide, now reformed in a seemingly permanent and exaggerated ‘O’ shape, gaping open and allowing the camera to see right up inside her. A view that forced me to see the copious amounts of cum he’d pumped into Emily. Some of it successful, clinging on to do it’s work. Some of it rolling backwards before it dripped back out.



“That’s enough, Tommy Boy,” he taunted. “Time for me and your little lady to have some alone time.”



Alone time being a relative term as I could already see several other members of the gang in the background.



~~~~~



At least Christmas Day itself saw Emily return home.



She tried her best to be bright and breezy, and not feeling like an argument on this of all days, I chose to ignore my feelings and her absence the day before.



We did Christmassy things. I was pleased to receive a new watch I’d been hankering after. Thinking to myself that at least she’d found the focus and time to do this for me, for us. (Although when I later accidentally found the receipt, it transpired she’d bought it several months ago, during her five month ‘down period’.)



After our traditional Christmas family meal – nice enough, but a little odd as the first time neither of the kids were with us – we even settled down to watch that old Christmas classic
 ‘It’s a Wonderful Life’
 .



But our brief slice of calm, traditional normalcy was disturbed when I reached under her blouse to stroke and caress her boobs.



Wriggling inside the cup of her bra, my finger started Emily’s right side boob when she winced, and my finger felt an unfamiliar little piece of some kind of fabric.



~~~~~



Our eyes met, questions in mine, fear and guilt in hers.



I started unbuttoning, bottom to top on her plain white blouse.



Emily pulled my hands away and visibly shaking, moved to stand in front of me, facing me as she shimmied out of her skirt as well.







In those few short moments her look of pure guilt was replaced by one that mixed guilt with defiance. As she reached behind her back to unhook her bra. Bra, blouse and skirt all now together in a little pool on the floor.



Even at a tense moment like this, a feeling of lust overtook me as my eyes and heart feasted on her big boobs as they fell free.



Pivoting just on the balls of her feet, she turned her body leftwards, allowing me to see what my fingers had felt. A small, one-inch square semi-clear wound dressing where her side boob joined her rib cage.



Now I understood the guilt-defiance cocktail.



The woman who’d been sobbing and begging for my love and understanding two nights before was still in there.



But so was the woman who felt addicted to her new life, unable to say ‘no’ to Jorge and anything he demanded.



How the fuck had we ever been so stupid as to start this game? So stupid as to unleash such elemental forces.



“Why don’t you take it off, have a look? Tom, I know you want to …”



Her voice wasn’t cruel. Neither was it soft and loving. It was on edge, telling me just how brittle her shell of confident really was.



I was drawn like a moth to a flame. I pretty much already knew what I’d find.



Tattoos and their tribal significance played such a dominant role in the life of Jorge’s gang – the ‘155’ he had inked on his face the most obvious example – I cringed at the thought of what I’d likely find. Cringed at its significance.



Emily’s beautiful brown eyes were locked on mine, conveying the complex mix of emotions she was feeling right now. Part teasing, part proud defiance and part fear at how I’d react.



Part of me wanted to tell her to ‘Go to Hell’, to tell her that I’d not play along with her little game, that if anyone was going to do the ‘big reveal’, it should be her, rather than having me complicit.



But once again that insidious, masochistic part of me reached out and – even just for a moment – took control, pulling off the little semi-clear wound dressing. My whole body shivering as I revealed a little ‘155’.



Smaller than the one on Jorge’s face, but in every other regard identical – the same ink color, the same old style cursive lettering. The significance couldn’t have been clearer. Jorge had wanted an indelible, permanent sign of his ownership of my wife, and Emily had allowed him to brand and mark her in this way.



~~~~~



“Why Emily? Just, why, why the fuck did you let him do that to you?”



My mind was burning with an overpowering sense of anger and hurt, totally overwhelming the tiny flame of arousal I didn’t even want to admit to.



“Fuck, Em … even Sarah didn’t let the bastards Tattoo her … even Sarah!” I shouted at her before she could answer me.



I could see her pain, her hurt as she stood, struck dumb and awkward, her tits on display, waiting to see if I’d shout again before she tried again to answer.



“It was a choice,” she said.



Now I was confused.



“When they gave her a choice, Sarah chose piercing instead of a tat … her husband thought it looked hotter, more obvious … that it would also give her more sexual pleasure, you know … when she’s with Hector and the guys …”



I looked at her like she had two heads. Did she really think that a time like this I wanted a calm conversation about the whys and wherefores of what did and didn’t turn Sarah’s sad sack husband on.



“So you’re saying I should be glad … glad it’s only tats, not full on piercing … that Jorge’s only branded you with ink, not with metal!” I barked in my most acidic, sarcastic tone.



She was fighting back, trying to hide her look of shame, pulling her shoulders back and thrusting her big boobs out. Using them as a double-edged weapon – showing her guilt didn’t wholly own her, knowing they’d excite at least a part of me.



She looked at me for a moment, looked like she was going to say something, but stayed silent as she saw I wasn’t done as I reached out to touch her other ribs.



“Why didn’t you go the whole hog?” I added acerbically. “You not let him mark you with a matching pair? That way Jorge would have thought he’d won the jackpot. He could have given your new friend a twin brother!”



My words hurt her, but I didn’t care and just went on, another acid thought occurring to me as I touched her tummy.



“Why not go three from three … put one above your pussy … show who really owns you and your body these days.”



She looked on the edge, but I just pressed on.



“Lucky me, two presents for Christmas! First the watch, and now this! A his and hers present from my wife and her bastard boyfriend Jorge! A little reminder of how things are these days …”



She was close now, I thought she was about to cry. But I really didn’t care.



“So, does this mean you’re heading the same way as Sarah? After all, you’re marked like her now, so why not … next step … rings off, fuck Jorge whenever you want … every weekend … whenever he wants you in the week, calls to him, begging to see him … and fuck your husband whenever … no, second thoughts … JUST FUCK YOUR HUSBAND, PERIOD.”



A flaring of mild anger instantly replaced her hurt.



“No Tom, that’s different, piercings and tats are totally different … tats are so common these days …”



“Oh, well that all alright then,” I spat back. “And anyway, tats as art is one thing … you know damned well, to them it’s totally different … it’s a sign of belonging, a sign of ownership … not something to be given … to be worn casually …”



“Oh don’t be so fucking childish, Tom,” she shouted across me as I spoke.



“That might be what’s in their minds … I can’t answer for them … like I said, to me it’s just a tattoo … tiny and small, smaller than half my girlfriends have hidden away on their bodies … so don’t be so old-fashioned … EVERYONE’S getting tattoos these days.”



“Oh, I am sorry … sorry I forced you to marry an old man of fifty-two, maybe you should spend all your time with young guys like Jorge, maybe you’d like to go there right now!”



Her face was now full of anger. If looks could have killed …



“You bastard,” she spat at me.



“Mister high and mighty … of course you never had a hand in any of this, did you? It wasn’t like you started this whole thing … or pushed me at Jorge when I’d happily spent five months out of the lifestyle …”



I was just about shout something else but Emily didn’t give me a chance, picking up her clothes and stormed upstairs, only stopping to give me one final fiery look and burst of her temper.



“It’s only a tattoo, Tom … one small, tiny tattoo that no one will hardly ever see … nothing more, nothing less … when I agreed to your request to start this all up again … when I agreed to go with Jorge like you wanted … I warned you it wouldn’t be like the time before … when it was all about Tom, all about what Tom wanted … that this time round I might have some wants again … so stop feeling so sorry for yourself with all this ‘old man of fifty-two’ crap … call me when you can be civil and just remember one thing, Tom … you may be hurting, but you started all of this … you agreed to all of this …”



~~~~~



Emily waited a few minutes upstairs – hoping I might follow her and start to make things right.



But when my anger and pride blocked that, she stomped down the stairs as noisily as she could (another signal she wanted to talk) and not getting any response from me she carried on down and out the front door. The force she slammed it with making me wonder how it didn’t come off its hinges.



Even the way she backed out and accelerated off sent a clear signal of how angry and frustrated she was!



How the hell had it come to this?



She’d been the one who’d allowed Jorge to put an ownership tattoo on one of the most sexual parts of her body and yet in her mind I was the one in the wrong! I was the one who should have been more accepting and understanding!



What a fuck up! What an utter fuck up!



My boiling temper wouldn’t allow any consideration of the points Emily had made. They just sat there festering in the back of my mind, too frightened by my towering temper to speak.



Yes, I may have started this whole thing up again – but that was small fry compared to her letting the young bang banger put a fucking tattoo on her boob!



~~~~~



It was a good two or three hours before I’d cooled down enough that regret started forming in my mind.



Here I was sat alone on Christmas day. Our twenty plus years of happy marriage, our wonderful family life had all come to this!



However hard done by I felt, I was aching to feel Emily back by my side. An ache only made worse by the thought of where she might be. Thinking of her with Jorge and his crew only brought me all the closer to tears.



For a while I resisted looking, but finally I gave in.



Hoping beyond hope she’d not turned off the location tracker on her phone. Reasoning that given all the signals she’d thrown off that she wanted to talk, surely she’d have left the GPS transmitter function on.



Eureka!



Double Eureka!



Christmas was finally looking up …



Not only had she left the location tracker on but, just as I’d hoped, she’d not gone round to Jorge’s.



Her phone showed her location as being round at her best friend Kim’s.



~~~~~



The first look that passed between us was a hugely nervous look.



Acting on intuition, I stepped closer, ignoring Kim and pulled Emily into my arms.



I’d made the first pull, but she carried on pushing, pushing herself tight against my body. Crushing her mouth to mine, the wetness of her tears instant on my face, her arms nearly strangling me in a way that had me in tears as well.



~~~~~



“Never again, Tom … never again.”



It was Emily speaking, we were snuggled up having just made love.



Driving home I’d wondered about heading out for a high-end Christmas meal. Giving us a public venue for what might be a very difficult rapprochement. A public venue which would minimize the chance of another blowout.



But as we drove across town holding hands, I knew more than anything we needed to be back together as a couple.



Our love making had been fast and frantic. Emily pulling at my belt and flies as eagerly as I was unbuttoning her blouse and pulling at her skirt.



She’d needed to feel the reassurance of me being balls deep inside her – taking her with statement fucking, telling her I still wanted her as mine. My need for these same things just as great as hers.



Then afterwards … that wonderful, warm afterglow with the most intimate set of feelings I think I’d ever felt. We both felt like we’d gone right to the edge, nearly lost each other, only to find ourselves lucky enough to have been given another chance.



That was what was in my mind, and I was sure Emily felt the same.



“We always have to talk .. always … however hard.” Her words again.



“I’m sorry it was such a shock to you, Tom.” She didn’t have to spell it out, what she was talking about.



“But also, honey, what I said in my defense … however much you may not have wanted to hear it … it was true … wasn’t it honey? But I know I screwed up too …”



Her last words softening her statement enough to allow me to nod my head in agreement, meeting her in the middle.



Meeting her in the middle being infinitely better than a Christmas without her, wondering where she was, what she was doing, who she was doing.



Infinitely better than a New Year wondering when and if I’d see her, wondering what if any future we had together.



Laying there in silence, it wasn’t long before my Mister Moth was back. My Mister Moth who couldn’t be resisted for long. Ten minutes was all I managed before I gave in to my desire to kiss my way down from her neck to her boobs for a closer inspection of what had nearly split us up.



My lips, tongue and teeth making Emily moan as without words I showed her a level of understanding and acceptance for what she’d done.



Before the same instruments carried on lower to make her cum once again. Her nails finally relaxing when her final spasm had passed, allowing me to move higher and make a silent and close inspection of the tattoo. The giggle from her lips telling me she knew exactly what I was doing.



I thought about saying something about her inked branding, but decided against. I was mentally and emotionally torn. For the most part I still hated what it meant – hated the message behind it, the message of ownership Jorge was sending both me and Emily.



About how permanent and significant he thought his role in Emily’s life was.



The only comfort I had – and I had to trust Emily on this – was that she and he saw the tattoo in very different ways.



He might see it as indicating permanence, but in Emily’s eyes she was still seeing her addiction to what they add as a temporary storm that she hoped would soon pass.



At least, that’s what she told me and I believed her.



These were the dominant thoughts in my mind, but I also hated the fact I found the symbolism, its physical appearance, where he’d placed it to be an incredibly erotic combination.



I truly wished I’d been able to full-on hate that little ‘155’ marking - but I knew the kinky, perverted side of me found them so very, very hot.



So instead of saying something and most likely saying the wrong thing, instead I stuck to safer ground.



“Promise me you’re not going to become like Sarah … that we’re not going to become like Sarah and her husband … with you lost to me every weekend … with you begging to go round and get fucked by Jorge in the week … with you and me just a distant afterthought …”



I was looking her straight in the eyes, my fear, my seriousness burning through my eyes as she pulled me as close as physically possible.



“Never, baby … never.”



She knew I was talking about what happened when the three months ended. Twentieth of January, thankfully now just three and a half weeks away.



~~~~~



I say ‘thankfully now just three months away’, but that was way too simple a way to look at it.



Great that her period of freedom to play would end.



Not so great in the sense that the possibilities of what might happen next – when thoughts and choices about them fell due – scared me witless.



Our original agreement that my ‘No’ would mean ‘No’, that it would bring things to an end had become so confused and convoluted that part of me now really dreaded the end of the three-month period.



“So, in three a bit weeks’ time, what would you do if Jorge asked you to take your rings off … or to move in with him … or if he told you that you had to stop having sex with me?”



And there it was.



There it was, the root cause of that hugely painful hollow in the pit of my stomach. The indecision, the conflicted feelings that consumed Emily right to her very core. A conflict I’d been stupidly complicit in allowing to grow bit by bit over the last few months.



From the moment I’d stupidly thought of an affair with Jorge as a safer alternative than an affair with Ralph. Sex alone vs. sex and Ralph’s desire for ‘his own Emily’ – how wrong had I been.



Never even contemplating that Jorge might want to possess Emily in ways I couldn’t begin to fathom. And even more shocking to me in ways that some parts of her now craved and that excited her in ways which even took her by surprise.



Not the conventional feelings and emotions she’d already been experiencing with Ralph, but the buzz and addictive pull of walking on the wild side in Jorge’s world – a world totally different to anything Emily or I had ever known before.



~~~~~



“Emily,” I barked again, bringing her back to the here and now, the look in her eyes told me she was almost daydreaming about what I’d been describing as her possible future.



“You’d say no, right?”



The embarrassed look, the look away, the inability to answer had me shaking with fear before she finally managed to reply.



“Tom, honey … it’s like I said the other day … I know it’s hard for you … but let me get it out of my system … you’ve been so good, so patient … let’s not talk about the future now … I’m sure it will be out of my system by then …”



The look between us was all knowing. We both knew she was avoiding answering. We both knew that the other knew.



I thought about throwing her out again, but somehow, I damped down my growing anger, summoning hidden reserves of restraint.



“Emily, sweetheart … you do know you’re going to have to choose at some point … I’ve enjoyed what we’ve done to date … for the most part … but you’re walking a tightrope right now … going forward, after these next few weeks … I need to know our marriage and me, that we’re not number two, not an afterthought, always second best to what Jorge wants …”



“I know, Tom, baby,” she looked part embarrassed, part desperate. “Give me these three weeks, to get it out of my system … then, then it’ll be alright …”



One more deep breath, a kiss on the lips but also a stern, uncompromising look. Choosing to let her know where I stood, despite her less than stellar answer.



“Sunday twentieth of January, that’s it, Emily … it’ll be him or me, I’ll have that right, if that’s what I want …. you tried to change our agreement, Emily … when I agreed to all of this, you said I could say no, end things then, after three months … so that’s how it’s going to be on the twentieth … that’s where I’m at.”



She just looked at me as I stared her down so she’d understand.



A look that lasted until, seeing no weakness, she turned her back so I couldn’t see her face, snuggling into me, using her feminine wiles, sending conflicting signals.



Leaving me regretting just how complex our life had become.



A Christmas Day I’d never forget.



A January I may never forget.












Chapter 24




Wednesday the twenty-sixth, back at work. A mountain of things the president had dumped on my desk before he’d headed off to the Seychelles for his ‘much needed’ vacation.



When I got back home, I was only half surprised that Emily wasn’t there. If last night had done one thing, it had advertised the conflicts and indecision raging within my wife’s mind.



Somehow, I found the willpower to be charitable and optimistic.



Charitable. Choosing to believe that it had been Jorge who had summoned her, rather than the other way around. And that faced with his summons, knowing that she only had a short time before I forced her into a decision – she’d responded to his dog whistle.



Charitable. I chose to believe that she’d done this despite knowing how this would make me feel. Choosing to believe that at least this was in her mind when she made her decision.



Mentally I could cope with the woman I loved being conflicted, torn in two directions.



It was a painful thing to consider, but I had the honesty to understand it, as I’d been pulled like this myself often enough since we’d started all these games.



What I couldn’t cope with was the idea that she’d not even thought about how I might feel. Ever the academic, even after all my years on Wall Street, I couldn’t discount this painful thought entirely – but I was pretty sure this wasn’t the space Emily was in.



And Optimistic. Taking her at her word that she was getting in out of her system and that she knew she’d soon have to tell Jorge that he wasn’t number one for her. To tell him it had been fun, but that – tattoo or no tattoo – she was putting her marriage, family and husband back at the center of her life.



Deciding to make the best of a bad lot, I poured myself a large single malt. A measure so large that if Emily had been there, it would have undoubtedly earned me a ‘tsk, tsk’ of disapproval. A five-minute search of the internet found me an old crime movie which I knew Emily wouldn’t have enjoyed and I was set for the evening.



Alcohol, diversion and mindless denial the best way to deal with things. Thanks goodness my expensive education hadn’t been entirely wasted!



An hour in and I had to start resisting the urges.



The urges to reach out and contact Emily.



But despite my utterly confusing mix of desires – shout at her, watch her, understand her and see where she was at – I held the line.



Just.



~~~~~



Thursday morning, waking up to a half-empty bed. Disappointing, but not exactly surprising. I’d killed most of the president’s Christmas present to me, but with nothing more than an empty, lonely house to look forward to, I thought I may as well go into work.



The morning was tedious, but just after lunch a face appeared around my door that brightened my day.



“Hey, professor, happy Christmas!”



Beaming with surprise and happiness at the face in question, I corrected her and returned the sentiment.



“Less of the professor, Happy Christmas Tom would make me feel less old.” Just for a moment my heart aching at the memory of the last person I’d spoken to about my age.



“But more importantly, happy Christmas to you too, Luisa.”



I wasn’t quite sure what she was doing in my neck of the woods – the HR department was in a different building – but I wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth.



We made small talk for a while – how were my kids, how was her aunt – and then she was the one to edge into more dangerous, more embarrassing waters.



“So … prof … Tom, how are things with you and Emily … you and Emily and
 ‘things’
 ,” the smile on her face leaving me in no doubt as to what the topic was that she was hinting at.



I was starting to give her a stock, harmless answer – to save my blushes and avoid a painful and difficult conversation. But suddenly something deep in my psyche took hold of things and turned them around.



“Funny you should ask …” Funny wasn’t quite the right word – to put it mildly – but it got me moving on this most difficult of topics. A topic on which I really needed to unburden myself. The strange realization suddenly hitting me. Apart from Kim, who ultimately was on Emily’s side, I had no one other than this young Latina in whom to confide.



Nearly thirty years my junior, her face immediately showed a mix of intrigue and empathy as she waited for me to expand.



And I was off.



It felt so good to have someone to share with.



Of course, Luisa knew nothing of what had happened with Emily and Jorge, and the fact that Ralph had been back on the scene. As far as she was concerned, things had ground to a halt. She’d come round for dinner, had bonded with Emily, way back in the summer months. Long before I’d asked Emily to start things up again.



It’s fair to say Luisa was agog as I told her all the things that had happened. The wild nights, the sex machines, the group sex, the drugs. Her eyes got wider the more I shared.



“Wow … just, wow!” She seemed genuinely lost for words when I’d finished updating her.



“Tom, I didn’t want to ask that night at dinner, but I hope you don’t mind me asking now … why … why do you do it … let Emily sleep with other guys? After everything you’ve just told me, I’m not sure I really get it … you did it … then you stopped … then you started it all up again … and now you seem to regret it more than you like it … so help me understand, just why do you do it?”



“Good question,” I sighed, my emotional exhaustion leaving my barriers down, nothing but the unvarnished truth.



“Honestly, Luisa, I think it all goes back to the fact that I’ve never really felt good enough for Emily … not in the intellectual sense, although she’s a pretty smart cookie too, you don’t have to have a PhD you know … in the physical sense, in the attractiveness stakes … “



She didn’t gainsay me on this, she just looked at me with understanding. I was glad she wasn’t one of those people who always tries to comfort you with platitudes – even when you both know they’re not true.



Anyone with functioning eyeballs in their head could see that the white-haired slightly mousey fifty-two-year-old Mister Average was no match for the vivacious, sexy and beautiful forty-four-year-old when it came to looks and sex appeal.



Sure, she loved me – a love that was the anchor of my universe – but we all knew the truth when it came to attractiveness to the opposite sex.



And full credit to the young woman from HR, even though I was older and far more senior than her, she didn’t try and bullshit me like nine out of ten in her position would have.



Instead, she did something far more useful. Focused a caring, perceptive and intelligent interest on me.



“Tom, tell me honestly, how do you feel after all of this … this can’t have been easy.”



I pursed my lips.



Grateful to have someone who was giving me time and attention right now. A marked contrast to someone else I could name.



The fact she was pretty and intelligent didn’t hurt either. Her young age a double-edged sword.



“Mental anguish … that’s the best description of how I feel right now … honestly, sometimes I feel right on the edge of a nervous breakdown.”



Seeing the concerned, engaged look on her face, I got into my stride, really opening up, laying myself emotionally bare.



“Sometimes I feel like one of those animals … you know, the ones that have been trapped, that have to gnaw right through a limb or two to set themselves free.”



She looked confused at my statement, as if she could hardly believe what I was saying. Was Emily the limb I was referring to?



“Other times I feel like one of those animals that eats their own young … is that what Emily and I are doing to each other? Loving the game, loving the lifestyle so much we’re eating up, destroying what we’ve worked so hard to create …”



Her initial look of shock, when she thought I’d been talking about casting Emily off, softened a little as she went into thoughtful mode. Her thoughtfulness causing my torrent of words to slowly trail off.



“Tom … forgive me for saying this … but I think you really need to dig deep … really need to look deep into yourself and ask some pretty searching questions …”



She really had my full attention now.



“I remember that first night when we watched Emily and Ralph together … and I remember the things we talked about afterwards … you and me … then you, me and Emily when I came around for dinner …”



“You need that same honesty now, Tom … you need to admit to yourself how much you love this game … how much this deep, sometimes painful masochistic enjoyment is a part of you … a real, deep, intrinsic part of you …”



“If you do that, then I think things look a whole lot better for you and Emily … I think you can focus on keeping the bits you love … that you’ll always come back to, even if it’s with Jorge number two … but avoiding those bits you hate … all those fears of where this might end, you not being the center of her life anymore … just a thought …”



Her words just guillotined.



Just ended right there.



Leaving me expecting more.



“Tom, really think about it. Really think about it. Okay?”



I felt shocked.



In most ways what she was saying wasn’t totally new.



But the clarity, the forcefulness with which she’d made me see the truth showed a wisdom and perceptiveness beyond her years.



“Okay,” I replied, weakly, very weakly.



The long silence that followed just interrupted by two things. One that made me think a little, one that made me think a whole lot more.



“Okay, well … now that we’ve got that sorted, about the tattoo … Emily’s got a point you know, Tom … tattoo are so common these days … I know it must have come as a bit of a shock to you … but honestly, I see her point …”



“I understand that, Luisa,” I added, feeling exasperated. “But t Jorge, to his crew, it’s far more than just a fashion statement … it’s a symbol of belonging and ownership ... of something very permanent …”



“Yes, Tom .. I understand all of that,” her now being the one sounding frustrated. “But what does Em think? That’s what’s important here … not what Jorge thinks … isn’t that what matters?” Her eyebrows raised in expectation of an answer.



My sigh, my face told her I got her point, encouraging her to comfort me.



“Tom, I know it can’t have been easy … must have been a bit of a shock …”



“You mean a bit of shock to an old man like me,” I threw back, unable to hide the hurt in my voice as I pushed back.



“Don’t be silly, Tom … you’re not an old man, at all …”



Which provided the opening for the second thing. The thing that made me think a whole lot more.



“Any woman would be lucky to have you as a partner …”



My raised eyebrows, my look of shock prompted her to overcome her growing nerves.



“Don’t look so surprised … you’re too smart a man to be shocked by what I’m saying …”



The look on her face, the words she was saying were just the medicine this troubled fifty-two-year-old needed to hear.



Just as I’d been surprised all those years ago by Emily’s flirty forwardness at that fateful party when she’d almost demanded I ask her out, Luisa’s words were pulling me on to a path I’d barely considered.



Only now life had moved twenty-three years further on and I was married with a family – married with a family and with a very complicated love life. One that had just had an extra sheen of complexity added before I’d even realized what had happened.








Chapter 25




Thursday evening was a slice of normalcy for Emily and me.



I was back a little earlier than normal and Emily and I almost totally managed to forget all the other things going on in our lives. Home cooked meal, talk of kids, family and friends around the table followed by a bottle of wine and a cuddle on the sofa.



We made love tenderly and gently – both of us focusing on each other. The only mention of extraneous matters came as I spooned Emily as we said our goodnights and headed off to sleep.



My goodnight kiss from Emily accompanied by a slightly longer than normal look into my eyes followed by a rather serious, ‘you do I know love, you, right?’



Friday night wasn’t returning to another empty home. But when I got home she was already putting on full war paint and accompanying sexy uniform. No shame in her face as she came downstairs and our eyes met. No prizes for guessing where she was off to.



A kiss on the lips.



“You do know I love you, right?” Just like the night before.



“Not happy, honey,” I replied, my face repeating the message. “Sunday January the twentieth … then that’s it.”



This just earned me another kiss and an indecipherable, Mona Lisa smile – but no words.



Sometime no words is better – avoids an argument.



She only returned on Sunday and there was little communication. Friday night I received links to two short video files – a variation on the FaceTime calls that had been Jorge’s go to move.



One showed Emily on her knees on a padded bench in a club, getting fucked from behind by Jorge in what looked like a seating booth.



The other was sent in the early hours of the morning, this time Emily had been afforded the luxury of a full-size bed. Her legs spread wide, her hands toying with her lover’s thick black hair as he slowly worked his huge cock in and out. Accompanied by a slow and heartfelt chorus of ‘oohs’ and ‘aahs’ as the two of them enjoyed each other bodies.



Plenty of deep and passionate kissing, plenty of touching and caressing. It was the total opposite of the fast, violent, power fuck from behind they’d recorded and sent me earlier that night.



That had been him showing his dominance, Emily’s submissiveness in a highly public place. This was him showing the budding emotional connection which I knew was one reason Emily was finding it so difficult to envisage all of this stopping in just a few weeks’ time.



On Sunday – New Years’ Eve - when Emily finally arrived back just after lunch, I was surprised to see she was wearing a very baggy jumper. In some ways suitable for the cold time of the year in Chicago – but certainly out of keeping compared to the skimpy clothes she normally wore when she was out with Jorge.



There seemed something a little off with her.



On the surface she seemed quite jaunty and happy, apologizing that she’d been gone so long, offering a simple ‘strike while the iron’s hot, make the most of it’ half apology for being away from Friday through Sunday. I even got a three-course cooked meal as she fussed around the kitchen doing her best to make up for it.



But despite all of this, despite all the frantic activity, something didn’t sit right.



~~~~~



It was only come bedtime that I found out why she was on edge.



Unlike last time, when she’d tried to sneak it through, this time she tried the opposite approach. Owning it and trying to defuse my reaction that way.



I was in bed reading when she came out of the bathroom in a thigh length, white silky night gown and just stopped stock still in front of me.



“Don’t be mad, honey … yes, it was Jorge who got me to do it … but I also reckoned you’d like them as well.”



With that she eased the thin, silky straps off her shoulders to expose both breasts. Both breasts which were now marked with gold sleepers right through the middle of each nipple.



I was utterly lost for words.



Totally speechless.



At first, I was just in a daze.



It was like my brain was in some big block of ice – nothing moving, not even the tiniest electric impulse.



Then as my brain thawed, impulses and thoughts starting to flow – it was my voice box that malfunctioned.



My mouth opened but no words came out.



Until finally it all came together. Although even then, knowing what to say was far from easy.



After everything that had happened with the tattoo just days ago, part of me just felt resigned to it all and exhausted. No longer with the energy to fight it.



“So, does this mean you’ve gone full-on Sarah now? Despite everything you said, that you promised,” my voice weary but with a caustic edge.



She blushed, looked embarrassed at my comment.



“Hey, but Kudos, Sarah only allowed Hector and Jorge to mark her with one pierced nipple … you, my darling … my slutty, submissive, do anything for big-cocked Jorge wife went the whole hog … doubled down … really showed him where your priorities lie … he must have fucked you really good to get you give up both of your boobs …”



Emily was in tears.



Floods of tears, just standing there sobbing, gown around her waist, tits going up and down in sympathy with her sobs.



For the first and only time in all our years together, I didn’t reach out to comfort her.



I was just too damned angry. Too damned scared.



Picking up my pillow, I looked her in the eye as I left the room, heading for the couch.



“You know, Emily, you’ve got a funny way of showing it … showing you got what we talked about after the tattoo … so just in case there’s any doubt in your mind … January twentieth … him or me … not that right now I’m hopeful you’ll do the right thing …”



I didn’t dare to turn and look at her shamed, crying face as I left. Partly through pain and anger, but partly because I was ashamed at the twitching and swelling in my own groin. I hated that my cock responded in this way. Hated it because it supported the feeble excuse Emily had given that it wasn’t just Jorge who’d like what she’d done to her boobs.



~~~~



The kids were still away for New Year’s – definitely for the best – and Emily and I just had a quiet time at home.



I think it was only with great effort and reliance on our deep love and years together that we managed to remain half-way civil to each other.



Underneath I was still fuming at the tattoo and piercing. A fuming anger made worse by my own anger at the part of me that found them exciting, something I was damned I was going to admit to Emily.



New Year’s Day in the same house was difficult, but Emily going off to Jorge would have been ten times worse. I think that would have been it for me, whatever I had or hadn’t previously agreed about waiting until January the twentieth.



January the second I think we were both glad that I was out of the house at work. We both needed the space and ability to relax a little, rather than walking on eggshells all the time.



~~~~~



Over the new few days and weeks, the change in Emily’s attitude persisted.



Gone was the tearful woman who’d I’d tracked down at Kim’s after our tattoo argument. Who I’d made love to and who’d reassured me, telling me
 ‘never again’
 about our storming apart. Who’d apologized for the way she’d shocked me with the tattoo.



There seemed a remoteness, a hardness to her. It wasn’t that she wouldn’t talk to me when she was home, it was just that the warmth and love and natural openness that had always characterized her behavior was missing.



Deep down I knew the causes. The powerful swirling effects of the multiple emotions and thoughts in her mind. The impacts of the arguments we’d had – the harsh, painful words that had been said. Her worries and deliberations about the future, about what would happen in a few weeks’ time. And the awkwardness of knowing the one person she’d always discussed things with, was the one person with whom she could discuss none of this. Knowing full well any such conversation would likely just lead to further fights and arguments.



Maybe I should have spent more time trying to break through her hardened, remote behavior – but honestly, I’m not sure I was either brave enough or had the energy.



Emily was spending more and more time with Jorge. At one, rational level I understood it – it was her last chance - but I also hated it.



Hated it because it showed her putting him first, hated it because it left me with far too much time on my hands for introspection and contemplation.



I lost count of how many hours I spent turning over the killer question?



‘Just what the hell am I going to do and say at the end of the three months?’



At one level it was simple.



I’d told Emily I’d not accept second best for myself and for our marriage. Given the tightening grip Jorge seemed to be exerting on her, not being number two could only mean one thing. Demanding Emily bring an absolute stop to her relationship with Jorge.



But the trouble was as soon as I reached this inevitable conclusion, my brain did its best to confuse me.



The curse of people who are strong in the world of theories is that they often overcomplicate things. Looking for alternatives, worrying about possibilities, trying to find some magical silver bullet solution that solves everything.



On those many evenings Emily was away with Jorge - that was me. Mister theory. Taking what was simple and binary and confusing the fuck out of it.



‘Tell her no more Jorge – none at all.’
 
 ‘But won’t that be impossible for her? Force her to sneak off behind your back? Give Jorge leverage and power over her and you? Hey, Tom … being so black and white, aren’t you just ratcheting up the chances she’ll leave you for Jorge? Or behave in a way that kills your marriage? Isn’t it better to be a little less black and white?’



As the days passed, these and similar conversations became more and more frequent in my head.



The individual thoughts and words changed, but the train of thought was always the same – can I really ask her to make a total, one hundred percent break?



On all those quiet, lonely evenings when I pondered this question, the other thing I forced myself to own up to was the thing Luisa had made me confront – namely just how much I got off on Emily and Jorge’s affair. Just how much I loved both the sexual and bittersweet masochistic side of it.



Sometimes the insides of my head felt like the ring in a boxing match. The two sides of my thoughts going toe-to-toe, slugging it out, punching and counterpunching as each sought the upper hand.



We were only a few days short of January the twentieth and I was finally feeling pretty sure I’d finally made up my mind – it had to be a hard, full break between Emily and Jorge.



But then something happened to give me pause for thought.










Chapter 26




Thursday 17
 th
 January 2019



The evening department meeting had been cancelled at the last minute, so I wasn’t expected home for two to three hours – academics never being noted for short, businesslike meetings!



I’d been fully expecting to be greeted by an empty driveway, but instead I was pleasantly surprised to see Emily’s car still there, being even more surprised to see Luisa’s car right next to it.



Panic immediately set in.



Why was Luisa’s car here? She’d only ever been here once before, when we’d had her over for dinner. So why was she here now? My terrified brain jumping to the conclusion it must be to do with the other day at work – when she’d told me she was
 ‘available’
 if I was interested. That she was here to confess to Emily, or maybe see if Emily would mind giving me some marital freedom to match the latitude I allowed her.



Letting myself in as soundlessly as I could, I soon located them in the lounge, so deep in conversation they were totally oblivious to my presence in the hallway shadows.



“So, that’s how it is, Luisa … Tom wasn’t exaggerating when he talked to you … things have gotten pretty screwed up … pretty complicated … so now I’ve got three and a bit days left and then I’m really not sure how things are going to play out …”



Luisa looked stunned, squeezing my wife’s hand as she stared at her. “Honestly, from what Tom did share, I thought he was making stuff up, or exaggerating … but from what you say, if anything it’s gotten even more complex since last week.”



Emily just nodded her head. “And honestly, Lu … I’ve only got myself to blame … Tom’s been nothing but wonderful through all of this … he’s the love of my life and always will be ... it’s just … it’s just I can’t seem to say no to Jorge … whatever he asks me, I just find myself finally giving in and doing what he wants …”



Emily looked across at the other woman, taking strength from her lack of condemnation and continuing.



“Honestly, sometimes I feel so terrible and guilty … I know whenever Tom and I get into an argument, I point out that he’s the one who started all of this again … like that excuses everything, gives me carte blanche to do whatever I want with Jorge … but deep down I know that’s a lie … that I’m pushing Tom further than I should … further than any normal husband could cope with …”



Luisa’s expression was still one of care and understanding, so Emily delved even deeper.



“I mean, Lu … talk about pushing further and further … first the tattoo … then these,” she said, pointing at her nipples, no doubt still sore and hidden away under her loose-fitting top. “And if that’s not enough … what about all the drugs … all the coke … even if we did dabble before, I know Tom hates all of that, yet I still do it … I love him, really love him … but I’m letting Jorge push me so far … letting him push Tom so far …”



Luisa didn’t immediately speak, thinking before slowly sharing.



“That may be true, Em … only you know that … but from what Tom told me, you did warn him … warn him that you’d missed the sex during your five month lay-off … warned him that you’re out of control around Jorge … yet Tom still lets you play, almost pushed you there … because he loves it as much as you do …”



A mutual hand squeeze. Two faces showing the tension, the pain. “But even so, Lu, even so … sometimes I just feel so consumed by guilt … but I’m just so powerless to stop it … like I told Tom … so often I just feel out of control with Jorge …”



Luisa looked genuinely pained for her new friend. “I feel for you, Emily … I really do … it must be terrible to be so tortured … so pulled apart …”



Suddenly looking more nervous, she squeezed my wife’s hand. “Emily, I did come here to see how you are … but I also had an ulterior motive … something I need to confess to you … something to do with Tom.”



“Go on,” Emily replied, sounding cautious and suspicious, as if she suspected the worst. A total turnaround from her open, needy look from before.



“No … nothing like that,” Luisa squawked in panic at my wife’s misunderstanding. “Nothing’s happened … nothing at all … it’s just the other day, when I bumped into Tom and was talking to him, about things … I kind of told him I had a bit of a crush on him … that I thought he was hot and might be open to something more than being friends …”



Emily went quite for several moments … her eyes still locked on Luisa’s … although understandably they’d let go of each other’s hands.



Emily finally spoke. “And you say nothing happened?”



“Absolutely …”



“And you’re confessing it now because?”



“Because I feel terrible … with everything you and Tom have going on, the last thing you need is added complications … and what kind of a friend does that to someone they care about …”



Another long, long look from Emily to the younger woman – this time Emily having clasped her hands over Luisa’s.



“You know, Luisa … I wish I had half the good in me that you have in you … you didn’t really do anything of much at all, yet here you are … spilling your soul, unable to deal with the guilt of it … maybe there is something in that Catholic faith of yours … the priests seem to have done a pretty good job of teaching you right from wrong … me, I’m a lost soul … destined for the fiery coals of hell … the things I’m doing to Tom … the things I’m powerless to stop doing to Tom.”



“Oh, don’t say that, Em … the heart wants what the heart wants … after all, that’s why I embarrassed myself like that in front of your husband,” she said, blushing at the memory.



“And anyway, Em … Tom’s fully aware he was the one who started it all up … pushed you into Jorge’s bed … and he loves this just as much as you do … we talked a lot about that … it’s just there’s more of a downside for him than you …”



She let her words sink in, having a visible effect helping Emily feel less down and adrift.



“And, Em … it’s not like you don’t love Tom anymore, it’s just you’re struggling to say no to the man he pushed you to … I’m sure you’ll work it out,” she smiled, squeezing my wife’s hand. “It’ll be okay … I’m sure … you and Tom, your love’s so strong …”



Another moment of quietness from Emily … a moment of quietness and a soft smile at the younger woman.



“Thanks, Lu … I’m glad you came tonight … having you to talk to has really helped … and please, don’t worry about the other thing … hell, who knows, maybe I’ll even suggest it to Tom … while I’m busy enjoying my last three days with Jorge, why doesn’t he have some fun with a beautiful young woman …”



Luisa instantly gushing at the praise, reaching over to give Emily a huge hug. Leaving me a little confused – was the hug because Em had called her beautiful, or was it at the thought my wife might encourage me to sleep with the beautiful young Latina.



~~~~~



Feeling the need to leave as quietly as I’d arrived, Emily wasn’t the only one who Luisa’s words were making think.



I sat in my car for nearly half an hour thinking about what I’d just heard and seen.



Listening to Emily had also done me a power of good. Making me realize just how much Emily still loved me. That her and my present difficulties didn’t mean her love for me had dimmed at all – it was just that between us we’d managed to kindle a flame that was burning bright and that was providing equal light into her life. Albeit a very different kind of light to the pure and healthy love that Emily and I had shared all these years.



Hearing the pain in her voice, hearing how she was struggling with the situation I knew I’d more than helped create – hearing all of this started to eat away at the crusty hardness in my heart which I’d allowed to build up from my anger and pain about the tattoo and the pierced nipples.



It wasn’t that I’d suddenly forgiven her for what had happened, or that magically my heart didn’t hurt when I thought back – it was just that these negative feelings were better balanced by my understanding of her difficulties and the reassurance I felt knowing her love for me was still strong. Even if all the other crap was still there and waiting to be fixed!



The other thing Luisa’s words made me confront was my own part in the mess we’d created. That whole part of the conversation – about how I’d started this and then ignored Emily’s later heartfelt confession that she was out of control – an addict’s cry for help if ever there was one. Both had been ignored, my own addiction and need for the game almost as strong as Emily’s.



Only the traumatic events of the last few days bringing me to the point where I finally felt I had the strength and focus to end things.



Or at least that’s how I’d been feeling before the overheard conversation had started loosening at some of the bolts in my resolve. Leading me to question myself all over again about what I needed to do when the three months came to an end.



~~~~~



When I’d finally sucked all the marrow out of what I’d seen and heard, digested it and gotten my head into some kind of better place – I went in, pretending to have just arrived.



“Hey honey … hey, Luisa … lovely to see you … a little surprising, but lovely nonetheless ..." I'd not given it any thought, but my whole tone and demeanor with Emily was transformed compared to the last few days.



“Hey, don’t be so mean … there’s nothing surprising about seeing Luisa, so don’t make her feel awkward and unwelcome,” she gently chided, her tone and smile telling me she was also feeling much warmer to me as well.



“Besides which … Luisa came here to check-in on me … that and to make a little confession …” Luisa immediately started blushing and spluttering.



“Don’t be so silly, Lu … we’re all grown-ups here … better these things are all out in the open … besides, you know all of Tom and my dark secrets … so it’s only fair …”



There was no malice in it, but I got the distinct impression Emily was enjoying her young friend’s discomfort. Maybe a harmless but welcome distraction from her own troubles, she pushed a little further.



“I was just saying to Luisa … the next time you let me out to play with Jorge … maybe I’ll ask her if she can come round and keep my loving hubby company … provide him with a little tender loving care while his naughty wife’s enjoying the last few days of her freedom …”
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Friday night. Two plus days to D-day. No car in the drive.



But at least this time there was a note on the table.



‘Dear Tom, I’d love it if I could be in two places at once, but that’s just not possible. So, I hope you’ll understand and forgive me if I make the most of my last couple of days of ‘freedom’ with him … love you always, miss you, E xxx’



She’d not even had the honesty to mention
 ‘him’
 by name, but of course I knew exactly who she meant she’d be spending time with.



The note itself left me feeling strangely flat. It was nothing more than I expected. But the single sentence scrawled underneath left me intrigued – no doubt her intention when she’d written it.



‘P.S. I’ve arranged a little surprise. Hope you enjoy. E xxx’



I had to think this related to what she and Luisa had been discussing – but then again, maybe that was just wishful thinking on my part.



Only bothering to read the final sentence a second time, the rest of my mind wallowed in a
 'Fuck you'
 attitude as I peered into the refrigerator and threw together an evening meal.



I’d just finished it and washed it down with a tasty Belgian beer when the doorbell rang.



Standing there in the cold January air in the raunchiest of tight, low-cut white dresses was the HR department’s sexiest assistant – all make-up, freshly styled soft curls and delicate, wafting perfume.



“Luisa!”



Her nervous smile a match for my dropped jaw.



A moment of silence before she found some poise.



“Aren’t you going to invite me in? It’s freezing out here.”



Apologizing, I ushered her in.



Things were a little awkward at first, but then a text arrived from Emily.



‘Hope you like my little surprise … enjoy !! Love you always, E xxx’



The timing so close to Luisa’s arrival showing how closely the two of them were working.



~~~~~



Emily’s text created a strange mix of emotions.



Part anger – was I being manipulated, things present I wasn’t being shown?



Part a warm feeling at being linked again to the woman I loved – even if these days I spent as much time being pissed and angry at her as I did thinking how much I loved her.



Pushing my confusion to the side, I turned to look at Luisa’s nervously smiling face.



“Everything okay?” she asked.



“Uhhh, yes, I’m just a little surprised, that’s all.”



“Good surprise, I hope.”



“Very much good surprise,” I nervously smiled back, my heart going out to this young woman, remembering what it had felt like back in my dating days. Putting yourself out there, not knowing if the thumbs up or down was coming.



Encouraged by my smile, she stepped closer, standing right in front of me, looping her arms around my neck, her nervous smile melting my heart and winning a much less nervous smile from me as she parked her head just inches from mine. Head tilted upwards, eyes expectantly lasered in on mine – she was a promise far too tempting to resist.



Our kiss was hot and needy, lips smashed together, all nerves gone, tongue fighting tongue. The feel of her hands running through my hair electrifying my chest and groin. My own hands no less busy, squeezing the soft flesh of her shapely and petite ass, enjoying the feeling of a new woman for the first time in forever.



Pulling back from the kiss, Luisa could see a million different questions rattling around in my head, causing her to cock her head slightly.



“Don’t overthink it, Tom … you’re a smart, handsome, kind man … you know I’ve had a crush on you for ages … but for now, let’s just have fun … there’ll be plenty of time to talk later.”



I nodded my head and she smiled.



“Come on, let’s get out of these clothes,” she breathlessly demanded, hands already pulling at my shirt and belt, a million miles from the picture I’d had of a girl of limited experience, restrained by the tram lines of a strict aunt and an equally strict set of beliefs.



Who was I to argue? My own hands matching hers, my heart beating loudly, my cock harder than in years as I took in the beauty of her young body. Small but shapely breasts sitting perky and high on her chest – maybe a large B or small C-cup. Narrow hips and smooth, fatless legs that would feel exquisite locked around my back, making me think how it would feel to have all of my cock deep within her tight pussy.



Before I had a chance to act, she’d gone down on her knees, delicate fingers holding and stroking my balls, lips enveloping and sliding down my cock.



Where had this girl come from? If this was what a strict aunt and church created, then more power to them – I was a convert!



Then she got her angles all right, eyes looking up, locked on mine. Lips sucking hard, fingernails teasing and torturing in perfect balance. Where had she been all my life? I’d died and gone to heaven – all thoughts of Emily, Jorge and any other shit vaporized by the death ray that was the whole package of this young woman. Her eyes burning into mine, her hands doing things to inspire me, her lips and mouth taking me to heavenly places.



The physical sensations, the emotional lust and desire she had for me … I don’t think I’d ever felt like this before. With Emily, I’d always felt the pursuer not the prey. The girls before Emily, the same. This was a first for me and it felt wonderful. Pure bliss, with promise of even more to come.



~~~~~



If I was greedy for more, Luisa was even greedier. Greedier and impatient, up off her knees, giving my cock a squeeze as her eyes teased me, her hand in mine, pulling me upstairs giggling.



"Come on, I want you in the same bed you share with Emily ..."



I'd thought she was going to say something about Jorge -
 'Jorge’s used the bed with Em, so why not me’
 – but I was wrong. She was only thinking of one man and one woman.



Shutting the door behind us – suddenly making me think of my kids, think how glad I was they were both out of town – she playfully jumped right into the middle of the bed. Turning to look at me like some Playboy sex kitten, one finger between her lips, one finger between her slightly parted legs, teasing at the top of her delicate slit.



She was taunting me, demanding I come over there and give her what she wanted.



There were a million and one questions in my mind, but they could wait for later … something to discuss during the inevitable recovery time I’d be needing later.



Right now, the only thing on my radar was that alluring, teasing little minx who was physically and psychologically beckoning me into her body.



Jumping onto the bed like her wouldn’t have been right for a man of my age and status. Instead, I knee walked, cock in hand, up between her legs, sending a jolt of electricity up and down my body.



I could have kissed her, but that could wait … teasing her love lips with my cockhead, I rubbed myself up and down, making her moan as I stimulated her clit … looking up at her I smiled.



“Tell me this is what you want!”



“I’ve wanted it every day since the airport …”



Shit, she was so beautiful … so sweet … I had to kiss her, had to feel the softness of those lips … look deep into those deep, pool-like eyes.



Sliding smoothly all the way in, feeling my groin bump against hers, wow … she felt so good … so new, so exciting and fresh … taking me all the way back decades and decades.



Looking up, I couldn’t resist the pull of her beautiful brown eyes. The romantic pull of the new and unexplored, with all its mystery and promise.



I felt alive, unshackled, freed from all the weight and pull of the fantasy world Emily and I had so carelessly built. Looking into the bright, sunny uplands, smelling the pure aroma of the grass and flowers. Taking me right back to how things had been with Emily all those years ago. Although Emily was the last thing on my mind right now.



As my hips started working, I dipped down to kiss her. Soft, small kisses at first. Enjoying teasing her, just like my cock was teasing her, making her start to moan, loving the way her eyelids fluttered, the way her long sharp nails felt grazing up and down my ass, nails soon replaced by fingers as she pulled me deeper.



Her legs followed, wrapped around the small of my back, really pulling me strongly, trapping me and make me feel possessed, only loosening a little as I pulled back to start the next stroke.



I was the king, I was in heaven. This beautiful young woman beneath me. Her smile captivating, all kinds of thoughts in her mind as she looked up at me. It was the perfect match of physical and emotional, somehow the age difference only making it more special, making her more precious. She’d not been with many men, so to be chosen, to be selected was a special prize. So different than if some married old woman had thrown herself at me – wanting nothing more than some new cock. I knew this meant so much more to Luisa … Luisa who’d been waiting months for this, months if not years.



Sweeping her long dark hair away from her slender neck, I kissed and tickled in equal measure, the most sensitive spots I could find, luxuriating in the feeling when I saw her shiver, saw her respond. Playing with her small, pebble-hard nipples, making them harder, making her moan even more.



My cock felt so damned good enveloped in her tight, warm pussy. A feeling made all the better by the way she looked at me – telling me she loved it just as much, that the moment was equally special for her. Her hands bristling my white hair and pulling me down for another long, languid kiss.



She looked like she was going to speak, but she changed her mind, like me wanting nothing to interrupt the moment. Smiles, and eyes and the fucking of my cock into her pussy, our hands, her legs around me – these were our words and they were more than enough.



I got into a wonderful, steady rhythm. My worries that I’d cum too quick soon disappearing as we bucked together, my cock seemingly a perfect fit for her pussy, for her body. That worrisome tingling feeling was absent, allowing me just to love the sensation, the sensation of my squeezed, pistoning shaft, the sensation of my balls churning away, going into full production mode.



I had to struggle so hard to stop myself saying the ‘L’ word. Twenty plus years of fucking the same woman, of telling her how I loved her wasn’t a behavior easy to unlearn, especially in the heat of passion, feeling the emotion radiating of her.



As I ploughed on and on, I felt Luisa’s excitement starting to build, her moans got louder, her grip tighter as her eyes closed, her breathing shorter and more desperate.



This was good, this was wonderful. Our first time together and I knew we were going to cum together as I really let myself go, pounding hard, pounding fast, covering her mouth with mine as our tongues went back to dueling.



“Cum for me … cum for me, Lu,” I called … half begging her … half giving her permission, encouraging.



“Come on, Lu … come on, let yourself go … cum on my cock, give it up … cum for me,” my words hitting through, her glazed eyes opening as she bit her lip, her stare a million miles away as she started shaking violently, clinging on for dear life as I slammed ever harder … ever harder until I roared and pushed and spat my stuff deep. Holding her tight, tight like a diamond, my personal diamond, polished and pure, able to counteract all the poisons running around in my life, able to remove all the impurities, or at least stop me thinking of them.



Her hair smelt so wonderful … so long, so dark … it felt wonderful as it slipped through my fingers, my hips pressing for every fraction of an inch … my whole body rigid, taut as I pumped and pumped, emptied myself in every way, emptied myself into her as she gazed up tenderly and received everything I had to give. My eyes locked on hers, my eyes and heart having a sudden realization that this was a genie which wouldn’t be put back in the bottle anytime soon.



~~~~~



I gazed down on for what seemed forever. I didn’t want the moment to end. Being there between her legs, being her welcomed master, having been gifted this precious thing felt the most wonderful thing in the whole wide world.



I was like a child with a new toy at Christmas and I didn’t want to give it up, to let go. The view down on her smiling face was too good. The feel of her soft skin too amazing. Even the tickle of the small furry patch above her pussy felt brilliant.



I could have stayed there forever, in the end it was only a feeling my lying there on top of her was becoming a little silly that made me shift. Extricating myself from between her legs and laying by her side, pulling her close and rolling her half over so we were on our sides looking at each other, wanting to show her that just because I’ve had my ‘male pleasure’, I wasn’t going to be one of those bastard guys who was done with her. To me what we’d just shared was just the smallest of early evening appetizers – there was a whole host of a banquet still to come.



But as we looked at each other, suddenly I was lost for words. Because words were so often about feelings … about futures … what else were we going to talk about? Work? Emily? Emily and Jorge … that would have felt a travesty, a betrayal of what she’d just given me. I didn’t want this moment to be about anyone but her.



‘Hang it! Stop overthinking it, Tom. Just go with the flow.’



“I’m totally lost for words, Lu … that was wonderful … amazing … you’re wonderful, you’re amazing …”



She blushed. Her blush was so sweet, two little dimples appearing on her cheeks.



“Stop it, you’ll make me blush …”



“Too late for that,” I teased.



“I take it this is something you arranged with Emily?”



Her blush was joined by a big, broad grin.



“So that’s a yes, then,” I grinned back.



“I hoped you liked your present.”



“Liked it? I loved it … that’s why I’m so lost for words …”



Both of us lost for words, I just pulled her close and we kissed again, unable to stop myself running my hand through her long hair.



~~~~~



Now that the original heat and need had been satisfied, I decided to explore her body more slowly.



If that sounds cold and clinical, it wasn’t. All the time I was listening out for those little moans to know she was happy and enjoying the attention as I kissed and touched my way all over her body. And when her groans and moans were joined by an uncontrolled little shudder or shake of the shoulders, I felt especially good, felt especially like I was giving her something back for the wonderful gift she’d just given me. Whenever this happened, Always making sure to repeat my maneuver to see if I could get the same effect.



Kissing her flat, smooth, tight belly was the best of all … wiggling my tongue in her sweet little belly button … feeling her legs parting in anticipation … hearing her sharp intake of breath as she felt my lips on her sex, hardly able to believe I’d go there and taste my own seed … no problem to me if it made her happy as she felt my tongue probing … felt my teeth nibbling … hardly.



Her hands were soon returning the favor of how I’d played with her hair … her nails digging into my scalp as she craved and pulled me closer … pure nectar, pure heaven as I felt her growing excitement, heard her shorter and shorter breaths until once again she exploded in joyful pleasure … the sound of her happy shrieks echoing around our house … owning the walls, making a mark … marking where only Emily’s cries had sounded before.



~~~~~



Luisa’s second climax seemed to break some sort of invisible, nervous barrier. Conversation started flowing as my damp, sodden face came back up next to hers, perfectly placed as she touched my cheek and swamped me with a barrage of kisses all over my face.



“Mmm … that was fantastic, I don’t think I’ve ever cum like that before … I can’t believe Emily goes somewhere else to get her kicks when that’s waiting for her here at home …”



The first time Emily had been mentioned in that sense, it felt okay. Natural, not forced or out of place at all. I smiled at her comment and kissed her back. “Let’s not talk about Emily … I’d rather talk about you …”



That won me the world’s biggest smile and a new round of kisses – this time more focused on my lips until she was all kissed out and just smiled at me.



I was about to ask ‘what’s this all about … what’s tonight all about?’ but something stopped me. I’d spent my entire life thinking, re-thinking and thinking again – the stock in trade for an academic, for an economist.



But not this time.



This time I just thought
 ‘live for the moment, let tomorrow take care of tomorrow.’



After all, earlier she’d told me ‘not to overthink it’ so all I was doing was going with her suggestion.



So I just pulled Luisa closer, casually started toying with her body and talked about all kinds of everyday, mundane shit. Bonding and drawing closer in this simple way – rather than looking at the elephant in the room. What this whole thing did or didn’t mean.



We’d been talking and snuggling for around an hour when Luisa’s phone rang – rang with an incoming call from Emily.



Luisa blushed.



“Sorry, Tom. This was part of the deal with Emily … are you okay if we take the call?”



For the first time in ages I felt remarkably chilled and calm as I kissed her and said yes.
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With my agreement, Luisa picked up the call.



I instantly recognized the location – Jorge’s place.



Even through the small speakers on Luisa’s phone, the thud-thud of the loud bass soundtrack made an immediate impression.



Emily was some way from the camera, facing away, on her knees getting a vigorous fucking from behind, her squeals and sobs audible even over the loud music.



The man fucking her wasn’t inked like the other half dozen Romeos naked and sauntering around the room. No tattoos on him, and only seeing him from behind as his ass hammered in and out, for a moment I thought it was Ralph I was watching.



It was as if the cameraman knew my thinking. He changed the angle a little and I saw it wasn’t Ralph – it was Vince, his younger rival salesman. It was his hips reaming in and out at the speed of light, his hands gripping Emily tight as he made her sing out with pleasure as he plundered her depths.



“Yeah, that’s right, Tom … it’s not Ralph … Ralph got a little needy, wanted Emily all for himself … but that was never my plan … that’s not what she really wants … she’s got you for that … right?”



Inevitably it was Jorge’s voice that was taunting me, telling me how it was going to be for the rest of the weekend.



“Nah … this is what your sweet little Emily and her pussy need … sex … sex and lots of it … lots and lots of young, hard, Latin cock … and that’s what we’re going to give her this weekend … give her a send off so good she’ll never be able to stop … always come back for more …”



As if to prove his point, Vince withdrew his cock, moved her to the side of the mattress while a nameless heavily inked gang member lay cock in hand, face up on the bed.



Without any prompting, she squatted face up over her new playmate and with her trunk bolt upright lowered her ass straight down on his waiting member.



I didn’t have to guess at where she’d taken him. Jorge brought the camera close and to the right just as Vince move back above her and hooked her legs over his shoulders – giving me the clearest shot possible of the Latin cock that was now balls deep in my wife’s ass.



Vince immediately sank all the way back into Emily, making me mentally shiver at the ease with which she now accepted two cocks in her body, testament to the lifestyle she’d been living these last few weeks.



Vince held her ankles, pushing them all the way back next to her ears, the unnamed guy wrapping his hands around her neck, the symbolism and control totally clear as the two of them set about owning and ravishing her.



“She loves it, Tom … absolutely loves it … can’t get enough of it … loves being the center of attention, having all the guys drooling over her … wanting to stick their cocks in all her holes … makes her feel young all over again … best antidote ever to a woman’s mid-life crisis … being part of the young, in-crowd …”



Emily was going crazy by now … thrashing around, eyes screwed shut, panting and heaving as she crashed over the top, her orgasm seeming to last forever …



“Of course, a little snow never does any harm … makes her hornier than ever … brings out the inner slut hiding beneath that respectable, professor’s wife exterior …”



I couldn’t argue with what he was saying … the evidence was right there before my eyes … Emily willingly giving herself to young men … loving every moment of it … blissfully inhabiting a different world … so lost, so far down the rabbit hole she wasn’t even registering what Jorge was saying, and he wasn’t speaking quietly.



~~~~~



Over the next couple of hours, we watched as the young gang members rotated through Emily … using her body as they wanted … taking whichever hole they wanted … Emily never once making a protest … quite the opposite in fact, she seemed to be loving every minute of it, experiencing multiple orgasms … especially when Jorge deigned to join in and give his woman what she wanted and needed.



After a while, it became nothing more than a kind of background, a kind of backdrop as Luisa and I talked and cuddled and made love a couple more times.



Totally strange that watching my wife being gang fucked by a bunch of young guys should be nothing more than a scene setter for the evening I was spending with Luisa.



It really was the strangest of experiences. I felt strangely dissociated from Emily and what was happening to her, even when Luisa inevitably made it the center of conversation. Eyes wide and agog, fascinated and entranced by what she was watching.



“Tom, I really can’t believe it … I mean, when I watched that first time, that was way out … crazy … but this … this is really something else,” her sense of shock ringing out in the way she spoke.



“How does it feel, Tom … to be here, watching something like that happen to Emily?” Her eyes were boring into me – that look a child gives you as they ask a burning question.



“Right now … I feel strangely numb … strangely remote … I’ve had plenty of anger, we’ve had plenty of fights leading up to tonight … but right now, it’s like I’m used to it … it’s like when you feel you’re in a dreamworld, watching someone else’s life …”



Luisa’s brow wrinkled with fear. “Aren’t you worried? Worried that you feel like that when something so intense, so life-changing is happening to her?”



I sighed, thinking as I spoke. “I guess the truth is, if something happens often enough, if you feel powerless to stop it … you just adjust … the human mind’s remarkably resilient like that … think of Stockholm Syndrome with hostages … think how kids adjust to losing parents …”



“What are you saying, Tom? Are you saying you and Emily are over?” Now she looked and sounded really worried.



“No, no I’m not saying that,” I replied, only half believing what I was saying.



“What I am saying, Lu, is that right now, that’s how I feel. That’s what you asked me, how I felt right now, watching them.”



We let the conversation lay there for a little while - making out a little, watching a little – then Luisa brought us back on topic.



“Tom, tell me honestly … earlier, when you were describing how you felt, the numbness, the lack of anger … all of that stuff … tell me, do you think having me here changes how you feel?”



As soon as she’d asked, instinctively I knew the answer, but I forced myself to reflect.



“I think you’re right … I feel guilty to admit it … and I’m not reading too much into why you are here, although we’ll come back to that in a minute … but yes, I think you’re right … the simple fact of not being alone, of being in bed and next to a lovely, beautiful, sexy young woman takes the edge off the pain … off the angst …”



“Is that a good thing,” she innocently asked. “Is less angst and pain a good thing? I thought that was your whole thing here … why you let Emily play like this?”



“Hah,” I guffawed. “That’s a damned good question … but I’m not sure I have a simple answer for you ... you’re right in what you’re driving at … but, then again, how can less pain ever be a bad thing? Then there’s the whole question that having you here makes me feel a bit more remote from Emily … from the simple fact she’s not the only woman in my life today …”



“So, I’m ‘in your life today’,” she teased, before turning serious. “Do you want me to go, Tom? If you’re feeling guilty about feeling more distant from Emily? If that’s what me being here is doing to you.”



“Don’t you dare!” I grinned at her, taking her wrist and pulling her on top of me. Kissing her with a hunger and a need that told her what I wanted.



“You’re not going anywhere young lady,” I almost shouted, rolling her onto her back, forcing her legs apart and pulling her hands high above her head.



“Not now, not later … I want to have my wicked way with you again,” my newly engorged cock letting her know I was for real on this one.



~~~~~



The rest of Friday, Saturday and the first part of Sunday was equally as mixed-up and confusing.



Always an early riser, I woke up before Luisa on Saturday morning and spent the first part of the day sat alone drinking coffee and in deep contemplation.



I’d loved big parts of having Luisa here with me – what man wouldn’t? – but the remoteness I was feeling from Emily … the lack of anger … it worried me.



Sneaking in behind me, after a while I felt Luisa’s soft young arms around my neck as she playfully nuzzled and kissed my neck.



“Morning lover,” she beamed, plonking herself on my lap, momentarily making my heart soar as I forgot my troubles.



We talked about how I was feeling – she was a remarkably unselfish and perceptive listener.



She asked if we could go out for lunch and then maybe take a walk in one of the local parks, and she didn’t bat an eyelid when I agreed but said we’d need to drive a while so as to be discreet.



After lunch, while walking I came back to one of the questions which had been bugging me since the night before.



“So, Luisa … I have to know … what was your conversation with Emily? You know … what the two of you said before you arrived on our doorstep?”



She immediately looked hurt, so I re-calibrated, started again.



“Sorry, I didn’t mean to sound rude … it’s been lovely having you with me … but you can imagine, I’m more than a little intrigued?”



Her face softened.



“The other night, before you arrived, I confessed to Emily about my crush on you … and given everything that’s going on, she was remarkably chilled about it … so when she knew she’d be going out tonight, she called me … told me she’d be gone, suggested I come round and just see what happens … that I had her approval, that she’d be okay with anything that happened between you and me …”



“And she didn’t try and encourage you in any way?” I asked, my mind in full on paranoia mode.



“No … give permission, yes … encourage, no, not really … although I did get the impression she’d be quite pleased if something did happen … make her feel less guilty, I guess … that things are more like a two-way street …”



It all made perfect sense and it seemed to calm my rampant paranoia. That particular mental monster was eased, just leaving me with the worry about my lack of anger and resentment towards Emily and Jorge, my lack of angst and remoteness from Emily.



For a few minutes my mind went back to Luisa’s own motives, if Emily hadn’t been out and out encouraging her.



I asked her as gently as I could and I saw a small smile on her face, like she knew a secret I didn’t, like she could see into the depths of my mind.



“Relax, Tom … I’m still young, I’m not looking to steal you away from Emily, or to cause trouble … maybe if I was mid-thirties with my biological clock ticking, maybe I’d be thinking differently, on the prowl for a life partner … but I’m not … my generation’s different to how things were for you and Emily.”



She saw me notably relax, smiled again and continued. “Most of the guys my age are just jerks … arrogant, look down on me as I’m only an admin assistant at the moment … I know you’re different … your kind, handsome, smart … a caring lover … if Emily’s okay with it and you’ve got time to kill, why wouldn’t I want a fling with you?”



Put like that it all made perfect sense. I got it and it put my mind at rest – my life was quite complicated enough without finding out this lovely young woman had designs on me as a future life partner.



As we walked and talked, the conversation turned back to Emily, Jorge and me. To the elephant in the room. Luisa proving both generous and perceptive.



“Look, Tom … things change … maybe there’s a mix of different causes … tiredness, exhaustion, acceptance … maybe you’re finally feeling less threatened, knowing what Jorge gives her is totally different from what she needs and wants from you …”



“But that’s it … I don’t want Jorge to have any kind of hold on her … not for anything … I need to know that I’m her number one, two and three … that if I ask her to give up Jorge … she’ll do it … do it because she loves me …”



“But if you love her … like you say you need her to love you … would you ask her to give up something like that? Something she needs and loves?” she shot back.



She had a good point – but I wasn’t prepared to admit it, despite her calming presence, too hurt and troubled for rational honesty.



“We made vows … she made vows … love, marriage … it’s all about ‘forsaking all others’ … and right now, it feels whatever Jorge asks her to forsake, she gives him what he wants, even if she knows I won’t like it … never even asking me …”



“You mean the tattoo, the piercing?”



“Yes,” I blurted out, a little angry as put that way it sounded a little petty and trivial. Not that it was, it just sounded that way.



“Do you ever think of it from Emily’s viewpoint, Tom?”



I blinked, did a double take but Luisa ploughed on.



“Emily didn’t want to start this all up again … that was your call … she warned you it wouldn’t just be about what you wanted … you promised to let her make the decisions for three months … she has to sometimes make decisions on the fly … and maybe she likes the tattoo and piercings … so are you saying she should not do what she wants, even though you’ve agreed she can make the decisions for three months … that even so, she should put you before what she wants herself …”



I felt like I was losing but she wasn’t done yet.



“Tom … do you doubt she loves you? Do you think even if you did selfishly ask her to give it up she’d do her best … her very best?”



I was getting angry now.



I was definitely losing this argument.



I hated losing. And I’m ashamed to admit a part of it was the bruised ego of a professor losing an argument with an HR assistant.



Just as I was about to explode, she expertly did just what Emily would have done. She ‘defused me’ – burrowing her body in tight under my arm, her head next to mine, her delicate perfume wafting into my ears as she kissed my cheek.



“All I’m saying, Tom … is that it’s complex … you know in your heart you love big parts of this … you know Emily still loves you, nothing’s changed about that … but what’s changed is through your actions you’ve given her a new part of her life which she loves and which compliments what she has with you …”



A second kiss on my cheek, her fingers intertwining with mine, then she was speaking softly.



“Come on, I think it’s going to rain … and when it starts, I want to be tucked up in bed next to my big strong professor man … making love … kissing him all over, sucking his big, manly cock and then riding him like a rodeo rider rides a wild stallion.”



To the stranger’s ear, it might have sounded sarcastic – although I’m pretty sure it wasn’t. But either way, I didn’t care. She painted a compelling picture – one that had my cock unfurling and me already imagining the rest of the day as a canvas of heavenly bliss. A canvas of heavenly bliss with no thoughts of Emily, Jorge or any part of that world.










Chapter 29




Sunday 20
 th
 January 2019



“You’d better go, Emily will be back soon.”



She looked a little hurt, but she didn’t argue, choosing instead to spend her remaining minutes to give me something to remember her by.



It was now seven P.M. and without the lovely distraction of Luisa, my heart and mind soon started to plunge back into dark places.



Seven became eight became nine, and still no sign of Emily, my mind now starting to swim in a mix of fear and anger.



Nine-thirty arrived and my phone rang.



I’d been expecting her back in person, not a FaceTime call.



Her face was nervous and frought. My own face trying to stay angry, although beneath the surface it was fear that was dominant.



“Hey, honey,” she smiled.



“Hi,” my voice hard and unyielding, my answer as short and staccato as I could manage.



“Tom, I have something to ask you, and I know you’re not going to like it.”



“Go on …”



“I know today’s the day … but I want to ask you if I can have one more week … then I’ll come home.”



“One more week … then you’ll come home … and then what?”



“I’ll come home … and we’ll talk about it,” she nervously replied.



“Damn it, Emily … that wasn’t our original agreement … our original agreement was you’d end it if I asked you to …”



“Yes, that was our original agreement … but we changed that … you said you’d be
 ‘onboard’
 with us
 ‘agreeing between us what we do and don’t want in our marriage.’
 ”



Dammit, sometimes I wished I’d married a less intelligent woman. I definitely wished I’d not softened and agree to this change in terms when we’d been going through the crisis after she’d gone behind by back when Ralph had joined Jorge back in Chicago fucking her.



I really felt like telling Emily to go to hell, telling her that if she wanted Jorge and his huge cock so much, she should stay not just for the next week but forever.



But somehow my temper was restrained as some of the things Luisa and I had talked about came back into my head. It wasn’t that my own temper had reduced, but at least it was being balanced by other thoughts - thoughts about how this was for Emily, about my own role in everything.



“Okay, Emily. But this is it, understand. This is absolutely the last time I’m going to be flexible on this. And I’m telling you now, so there’s no misunderstanding … when this weeks over, I want you home … and I want no more Jorge, no more gang … we can talk and talk, say whatever you like … and I honestly don’t care what it was I agreed … it will be him or me … you make your choice … because I can’t and won’t live sharing you with him …”



With that I killed the call, wanting to leave Emily with a physical sign of how I was feeling. Of the reality of my threat.



~~~~~



Part of me hoped my ultimatum would have her back on the phone a few minutes later, telling me she’d changed her mind, seen the error of her ways and was coming home.



But deep down I knew this wasn’t going to happen. I knew that my words would have shocked and worried her, but that the pull of her love of her new lifestyle was too strong for her.



I toyed with calling Luisa, but a mixture of respect for her (not wanting to use her) and my own pride at not wanting to share what had happened stopped me.



A strange sense of resignation set in.



‘Que sera, sera.’
  Whatever will be, will be.



I couldn’t have been clearer with Emily.



And however much I wanted to bend her to my will, however much I wanted our marriage to return to what it had been before, I knew it was Emily who was the one who now needed to make her mind up.



Looking at the clock – quarter-to-ten, my sense of resignation was joined by pragmatism. There was nothing I could do to influence her now. (I could have asked our daughter Alice to speak to her, but that was too humiliating even to contemplate.) I knew the next week was going to drag and drag, but I was damned if I was going to sit there moping and waiting.



So instead, I headed to my bookcase, spent a happy ten minutes choosing which of my favorite books to re-read, poured myself a large malt and started reading and planning my next week.



~~~~~



The plan that I developed for my next week heavily revolved around a young and beautiful assistant in the HR department.



The next day we exchanged a number of texts and then over dinner at a discreet but expensive restaurant – I wanted to make a statement – I explained what had happened the night before and said that I couldn’t make any promises, but that it would make me a very happy man if she’d agree to spend time with me for the next seven days.



I was totally honest with her, explaining that if Emily did come home at the end of the week, we’d have to end our relationship. (I could hardly lay down the law to Emily about Jorge) and then carry on a romantic relationship with Luisa.



“I have to be upfront about that, Lu … but in the meantime, I’d feel blessed and honored if I could spend more time getting to know you this week … if it ends then, at least we’ll have had an amazing week, better than never having had that time,” I told her, too embarrassed to finish off the sentence about what might happen if Emily didn’t come home. Not wanting to be presumptuous, given how much younger she was than me.



Holding my hand – we’d held hands all through my monologue - she looked into my eyes, barely hesitating even a moment before speaking.



“That’s one of the things I really love about you, Tom … you’re always honest … nearly always putting other people first … thanks for being so honest and open with me, and for what it’s worth, I totally agree …
 ‘better to have loved and lost, than never to have loved at all’
 … so, yes, no commitments, no promises … let’s just make the most of the next few days …”



~~~~~



Having Luisa in my life for the rest of that week was a wonderful, enriching and deeply fulfilling experience. It certainly took my mind off what Emily was or wasn’t doing or having done to her by Jorge and his crew.



Occasionally these thoughts would burst through into my consciousness – but there was now a hardness to my heart, an attitude of
 ‘you’ve made your bed, now you can lie in it’
 .



I knew that if this was the end of our marriage, they’d weeks, months and years of mourning and sorrow. I wasn’t so stupid as to think this wouldn’t happen after all our years of love and happiness.



But while I waited to know what choice Emily would make, some kind of self-defense mechanism kicked in - freezing any sorrow or pain that might come later.



Of course, having Luisa around greatly helped in all of this.



She was way more than a distraction. I was genuinely determined to treat her right, to give of myself, to give of my best to her. We had the kind of romantic, fully packed start of relationship week that would have been too over-the-top even for the start of a normal relationship.



In a normal relationship, both people always have one eye on what signals they might be sending, careful not to go either too fast or too slow.



Luisa and I had no such constraints and so we went full bore from day one.



Of course we had to be careful at work, but once the working day was over, we were free to spend all our time together. With Luisa still living at home with her aunt, our night times were spent at my place, in the bed Emily and I normally shared. (Thankfully Peter and Alice were always punctilious in always ringing ahead if they planned a visit home.) Our evening times were a mix. Sometimes in the house, sometimes out. Dinner, dancing, theater, cinema – all of them took a turn as we had a thoroughly wonderful week.



A number of times I received an incoming call from Emily or Jorge, but each and every time I rejected the call or just let it ring through. Of course, then they tried Luisa, but she did the same, which prompted me to ask her if Emily had been in touch.



She blushed and admitted she had, but said the communication had been brief. A text from Emily.



‘Hey Luisa, in case Tom hasn’t told you, I’m away for another week. If you and Tom want to hang together and have some fun, knock yourself out! Do what feels right, but I’d me more than happy if you’d like to spend time with him, E x’



And then Luisa’s single text reply.



‘Thanks Luisa, fully understand. Tom let me know what’s happening and, yes, we plan to see each other a little, L x’



‘See each other a little’
 made me smile. We couldn’t have seen each other more if we’d have tried!



This smile the perfect antidote for how I was feeling when Luisa had allowed me to read Emily’s text. The way Emily had said she’d be ‘
 more than happy if you’d like to spend time with him’
 had really riled me. It sounded both patronizing to Luisa – like she was just a tool of Emily’s bidding – and also insulting to me and indicative of which way she might jump at the end of the week when she had to choose between me and Jorge.



~~~~~



It was only as the week started moving towards the end that a little sadness and reality set in.



Saturday was okay – the fact we had a whole day rather than just the non-work portion compensating for the ‘nearly ending’ feeling.



But Sunday was a real downer. Breakfast in bed, making love and then we both started to feel it as the afternoon wound on – knowing our week together was soon to come to an end. Not knowing what would happen next.



~~~~~



Keen to avoid a repeat of the week before – asking Luisa to leave for no good reason – I texted Emily just after six. My tone firm and none too friendly.



‘What time are you heading back home, T x.’



A single ‘x’ rather than the customary ‘xxx’ we normally reserved for each other a clear signal to her.



‘Back in about an hour … love you always Tom … please make sure Luisa’s gone … I’ve made my decision … but it’s not that simple … please remember our love and family … be patient with me … hear me out, E xxx.’



Her words confused the fuck out of me and set my heart racing.



Why the hell couldn’t her message have just been much more straightforward and simple?



Yet again she contrived to leave me hanging over the cliff’s edge with barely a fingertip or two for safety.










Chapter 30




Sunday 20
 th
 January 2019



It was Emily’s car that had just pulled up, but when I opened the door, she wasn’t standing there alone.



It was Jorge’s hand that was next to the doorbell – a huge smirk on his face.



“Why don’t you head upstairs, Em, baby … I’ll call you when me and Tommy Boy are done talking.”



Emily blushed crimson red at being spoken to this way, at being treated this way, but nonetheless she did as Jorge told her. Her whole outfit stopping my heart as she walked past me, too embarrassed to make eye contact.



As my eyes scanned from toe to top, I realized absolutely everything about her was absolutely outrageous. There were hookers downtown dressed more conservatively than my wife.



Black platform heels – six to seven inches in height. Black sheer stockings that ran all the way up her sexy legs, the hem line of her red mini skirt so short her stocking tops were visible even in a normal standing position. A white lacy crop top that showed off her lovely tummy, now with a belly button ring that had been added since she’d last been at home. The fabric of the top so thin and intentionally transparent that I could see every detail of the red, quarter-cup peephole bra that pushed her boobs up and on display, but which did nothing to hide the two silver nipple sleepers which crowned her glorious boobs.



The outfit … the behavior … the tattoo … the nipple and belly piercings shouted out the extent to which Jorge had transformed Emily over the last three months. A lifetime of love and conventional behavior undone in less than a hundred days.



“Aren’t you going to invite me in, Tommy Boy?” the arrogant fucker asked. My blood reaching boiling point in an instant. Only my knowledge of his gang connections and the gun-shaped bulge under his jacket stopping me from using my kickboxing skills to tear him a new one.



I said nothing but let him pass by me and into the lounge.



“Good News and Bad News, Tommy Boy,” he teased.



“Good News … I never really wanted Emily … well, never wanted her heart, not like Ralph did … so, on that score, you can have her back ….”



He let his words sink in, delaying and delaying his inevitable counter-punch, taunting me with every extra second he made me wait.



“Bad News, Tommy Boy … I want her body … want it whenever the fancy takes me … and, because you love her, love your kids, love the nice, WASP, middle class life you’ve built here … you’re going to let me have Emily’s body whenever I want it …”



He handed me his phone, turned over in landscape mode, already tee-ed up with a video that just needed him to press play.



As the scene started playing, I knew in my heart what he was saying. Knew what I was about to see.



The scene itself was nothing I’d not already seen in the last few weeks. It appeared to be a compendium of Emily’s greatest hits. Different segments taken from different nights. All manner of sexual acts shown, from the moderate and mild to the most obscene and lewd.



In some sections she was just dancing or being felt up in a club or a bar. Other scenes showed her on her knees blowing Jorge or other members of the gang. Some scenes seemed to be from earlier when her technique wasn’t so well developed, other scenes she was able to take more male meat down her throat.



The film didn’t go on too long, but it showed the full range of what he’d trained her to do. Sometimes she was on the bed with just one guy between her legs, other times she was still being fucked but she might be gobbling a cock and playing with one or two more.



Other times she was in full on whore mode – a cock in her pussy and her ass and another pillaging her mouth to make her fully airtight. Just for completeness Jorge had included the variations – the same except the two lower cocks were both ravaging her pussy.



The final scene was a brand new one I’d not seen before. Taken in the last couple of weeks as it showed both Emily’s ‘155’ tattoo and both of her newly pierced nipples. She was on the bed, Hector’s cock reaming her ass while Jorge was balls deep in her and four guys had just dumped their loads all over her face. Cum plastering her hair and eyes and dripping from her nose and chin.



I hated myself for it, and I certainly tried to hide it from Jorge, but even after watching everything, watching a video like this caused the first stirrings of an erection for me.



I wasn’t about to suddenly become his best friend or change my mind about Emily ending it with him, but I’d be a liar if I didn’t admit it stirred me.



“Isn’t she magnificent, Tommy? I’m so glad Ralph brought her into my life … just like he brought Sarah into our little group … but she was never good enough for me … that’s why I insisted he find another woman, someone sexier, hotter … worthy for the top dog …”



I looked confused and Jorge seemed to like this, laughing out loud before he started talking again.



“Okay, this is how it’s going to be Tommy … you see, I love power … you can have her heart, but you and she will do exactly what I want, when I want … otherwise that video, and a few others I’ve got, will go all over the university’s intranet … and yes, I do know that as well as working there, both your kids are studying there … so, Tommy Boy, that’s what I think you eggheads call Check mate!”



“You wouldn’t fucking dare,” I shouted back, shocked by what he was suggesting. “You know damned well I’ve got friends who worked in the FBI.”



He slapped me on the back, his smile evil and frightening.



“Go ahead, try it … point one, Chicago’s finest having stopped me in seven years of trying … and point two, even if your friends did something, it’d be too late, it would already be all over the internet … all over the university … remember what happened when your friends tried to do surveillance on my crib … how did that go for you.”



He could see the color draining from my face. He could feel the fight draining from me and like the predator he was, he just pressed even harder on my windpipe.



“Why don’t you speak to Ralph … he’ll tell you how it is,” he laughed, speed dialing and putting Ralph on speaker.



“Tom … I’m so sorry man … I never had a choice … I thought he’d get bored with Emily, thought that I could reason with him …”



“Why Ralph … why did you do it,” I demanded. “What the hell did Emily and I ever do to you that you brought a monster like this into our lives.”



“Sorry, man.” His face, his tone showed he really meant it. “I had no choice, Vince is his cousin and when I wanted to score some drugs for a party, Vince put me in touch with him and he filmed me buying them from one of his dealers, filmed me using them … he knew I was into the swinging scene and apparently some WASP couple got him sent to a young offender’s institution ... ever since then he’s had a thing about happily married couples … he threatened to get me fired unless I got him Sarah … then he wanted another wife …”



“You bastard … so that’s why you served us up … like fucking meat on a plate, served up to the hounds …”



“Sorry, Tom … all I can say is you better do what he says … he means what he says, he doesn't make idle threats … he has to maintain fear and respect otherwise he’ll lose his turf … maybe even his life.”



~~~~~



Listening to Ralph, looking at the ashamed, crestfallen look on his face, I knew there was no point arguing, no point insulting him or trying to find a route out.



Ending the call, I looked back to Jorge.



“What the fuck is it you want, anyway?”



“That’s better, Tom … although maybe a little less of the lip. So, here’s the deal. The Good News is that Emily knows all of this, and now that she knows it, she hates me just as much as you do … but like you, she’s knows I’ve got you in Check mate. If you play ball, then I’ll keep our little secret. But whenever I want her, if I want you to bring her … you bring her … if I want her to come herself, you don’t stand in my way … okay!”



I was silent, still trying to think of a way out, but also aware how dangerous the man standing opposite me really was.



“Okay?” he repeated, menace in his voice.



“Okay,” I finally replied, still knowing I’d never stop trying to find a way out, however dangerous he was.



“Good man,” he slapped me on the shoulder again. “Now that we understand each other, I’m going to head off and let you work out with Emily what you do want to do … because, really, I don’t care … divorce her, stay with her … you know, that’s your call, I really don’t care, as long as she comes when I call …”



Another slap. “Actually, Tommy, that’s not quite true … think I’d prefer it if you stay together … that way I get two doses of power buzz … but hey, I’m not greedy … I’ll leave that call to you.”



With that he was gone, leaving me to work out what the hell to do with Emily and what to do in response to his blackmail threat.










Epilogue




Friday 24
 th
 May 2019



Friday night. Driving back home after a long week at work. I’m pretty sure I know what I’ll find when I get home.



It’s four months since Jorge exploded his thermonuclear bomb in the heart of our marriage.



I hate to agree with him in any single way – but when he wound me up with all that talk of ‘good news and bad news’, although he intended it as a taunt, there was a large element of truth in what he was saying.



Leading up to the end of that week, I’d been genuinely fearful about the future of my marriage. Believing there was a strong chance that Emily’s addiction to the lifestyle offered by Jorge was so strong that she’d choose him over me.



But after he’d shown Emily the video compilation and explained his plans, just as he’d said, any feelings she had for Jorge the man or any desire to voluntarily keep that lifestyle going had been smashed to smithereens.



Just as he’d said, he didn’t care whether Emily liked him or not.



In fact, the opposite was true – the more she struggled and resisted, the more he enjoyed his power trip. The more he enjoyed his sadistic pleasure.



Those first few days and weeks after Emily came home were truly dark days.



Emily was down in the dumps about what had happened – beating herself up, blaming herself for what had happened. And I was torn. Partly angry at Emily, partly hating to see the woman I loved suffering like this. And if I’m honest also working out just what the hell I wanted to do.



The black and white side of my personality shouted loud and clear. I’d told Emily it was him or me. Whatever the reason – voluntary or not – he was very much still a part of Emily’s life. So didn’t that mean I should ditch her? Move out, or kick her out? See what might or night not happen with Luisa?



But for a man who prided himself on his intellect, deep down I knew I’d been outmaneuvered by the street thug. Part of me rankled to admit this. What degrees did he have? Where had he studied? Hadn’t I outsmarted some of the smartest people on Wall Street?



But the mark of a truly intelligent man is that he doesn’t stand on ceremony. He doesn’t limit himself to a single pool of learning or knowledge. Different people all over the world learn in different ways, varying hugely depending on the opportunities their life and upbringing have dealt them.



Jorge was smart – of that there was no doubt. And I know it’s a clich, but he’d got more than his fair share of ‘degrees’ on the streets and in the gangs of Chicago. Navigating, manipulating and maneuvering human equations just as complex as any of the mathematical formulas that rules my life.



All very true, but ultimately all just a distraction from the huge decision I needed to make.



As far as I could see, for the foreseeable future, if I stuck with Emily, Jorge would remain a part of her life and my life.



According to my earlier thinking – that meant me and Emily were over.



But what was totally different from my earlier thinking was the question of choice.



Emily hadn’t chosen Jorge.



Just like me, she’d been blackmailed and manipulated into this situation.



A change which wracked my brain in those first few days and weeks?



Did this change mean I needed to change my own thinking?



A question I wanted to be a simple question, but one which proved persistently complex.



Of course I had sympathy for the plight Emily found herself in – blackmailed by Jorge, just as he was blackmailing me.



But unlike me, hadn’t she brought this on herself. By the eager, keen way she’d rushed headlong into the lifestyle he’d offered.



The more and more I thought about it, the more I realized this wasn’t a question of logic or right and wrong. That kind of argument was like chasing your tail, I’d just go round and round in circles.



No, it was a question of emotion. Of heart.



We’d had twenty years together. Loved each other, each giving ourselves fully to the other. Raising, loving and nurturing children – making a family, a happy family filled with laughter and smiles.



That was in the past.



The question now was ‘what next?’



Could I live with the presence of a man like Jorge in our marriage. The picture in my mind that of an apple with a maggot eating away at its core.



What to do?



Celebrate the twenty years and start all over again? Stick to my guns, tell Emily I wanted no part of a life with Jorge anywhere near us and abandon her to her fate?



The thought went through my head – the presence and interest of Luisa adding a realistic and turbocharged element to this scenario.



But however angry I’d been at Emily, however much part of me blamed her for what had happened, I always knew I loved her too much not to offer to walk by her side through the difficult days ahead.



It just wasn’t me.



I could no more abandon her than I could lop off of my own arm or leg.



I’d spent more than two decades loving this woman. Smiling with her, laughing with her, crying with her as we’d made the love of two into the love of four.



~~~~~



Even if we didn’t talk about it, Emily knew me well enough to know these were the kind of things I was thinking about.



She showed amazing fortitude and strength of character in giving me the space to work it out, to come to the decisions I needed to.



While she waited, she’d didn’t beg or plead her case – she just waited patiently.



But every time I saw her (we were living in separate bedrooms, living semi-detached lives) I had the same thought – she was a shell of the woman she’d been before.



She’d always been a happy, vivacious, intelligent woman – but right now, she seemed broken, all life and love sucked out of her by what Jorge had done. By the weekly calls he made on her time.



~~~~~



I think it was just short of a month before I took Emily in my arms and put her out of her misery.



“Sorry my love … I know this hasn’t been easy for you … but I had to be sure.”



We were both bawling like newborn babes moments later.



Tears and the tightest of desperate hugs that lasted an age, followed by the first time we made love since that terrible night Jorge exploded his bomb.



Afterwards I held Emily to me and comforted her.



Not because I thought she needed comforting – although she did – but because I believed the words I said.



“Em, sweetheart … we’ll get through this … I promise we will … we’ve got through worse … provided we stick together, we’ll be fine.”



The tears started again a little, Emily looking deep into my eyes.



“Promise you’ll never leave me, Tom … that whatever happens, whatever Jorge gets us to do, you’ll never leave me,” she sniffled.



“I’m so sorry, Tom … I’m sorry I put us in this position,” her eyes telling me we both knew it wasn’t all on her. I’d played my fair share, and all along Jorge had been hunting, in a sense we were just the stupid, weak couple who happened to be in the wrong time at the wrong place.



If I’d never pushed Emily to choose her list of men, if she’d never chosen Ralph, then we’d never have fallen into Jorge’s crosshairs and our marriage wouldn’t be so broken.



“Sorry, Tom … but if you’re still here with me, whatever we’ve lost, whatever we’ve broken, we can try our best to build things back.”



I smiled at her. She wasn’t wrong, we’d certainly lost something special. Before we’d always been happy, in control of our lives, our love for each other and for our family central to our life. Central to all our decisions.



But now there was a malign force at the center of our lives, influencing it every week. Demanding time with Emily, demanding acts from her which, however she might physically enjoy them, always cost her emotionally. Always cost me emotionally – Emily and I in that sense a mirror of each other.



We’d lost control, we’d lost that exclusivity – now dancing to another man’s tune.



~~~~~



If it had taken me a month to work out what I wanted to do with my marriage and with Emily, it took even longer to work things out with Luisa. To work the right things out with her.



I contacted her four or five days after Jorge had exploded his bombshell. Despite all the chaos in my head and in our lives, I felt I owed her an explanation and an update.



I explained everything. She was remarkably patient and understanding – more concerned with Emily and me than she was with her own needs or wishes. The only thing she asked at the end of our meeting was that we invite her round for dinner the following week. Telling me she didn’t want to overstep her bounds, but that wanted to be there for Emily.



That started a series of visits to our home. Sometimes she’d come and just talk and spend time with Emily. Sometimes I valued being able to talk to her, to share my thoughts and feelings as she helped me work through what I wanted. Sometimes she again joined both of us for a meal or just to chill.



On the nights that Jorge demanded Emily join him and the gang, at first I was left alone to deal with my feelings. Sometimes giving in to temptation when Jorge called to taunt me with the opportunity to watch. Sometimes being stronger and resisting.



But as the weeks passed, Luisa became a sometimes guest at our home on these nights. Alerted by Emily – Luisa didn’t hide this from me - and soon our physical relationship started up again.



The first few times I just enjoyed the physical side, enjoyed the companionship. But I knew that eventually we’d have to talk about deeper aspects of what was going on.



“Luisa … I need to let you know I love what we have, but that there’s no way I’ll ever leave Emily or be able to give my heart to another woman … however crappy and difficult things get with Jorge … it wasn’t easy, but I decided to stand by Emily’s side … that this is something we need to face together … “



She looked into my eyes and I saw both sadness and understanding.



“I get it Tom … I can’t pretend I’m not a little disappointed … you know that … but I’m also glad for you both … I know it’s the right decision … and I’d never want anything between you and me to be born off the back of you deserting Emily …”



We just looked at each other, sharing a joint sadness at what wouldn’t be but knowing it was the right thing to do. Knowing that any other choice would be doomed as it wouldn’t be true to who we both were.



And while there was sadness, it started a process of building a new deep friendship between me and Luisa, at the same time also allowing Luisa and Emily to draw closer. I never heard it, but I’m sure they discussed the new boundaries, and it must have made their friendship easier.



~~~~~



Which brings us right up to date.



Four months after Jorge exploded his bomb. Put us into Check mate.



Three months after my month-long night of the dark soul passed and I reconfirmed my love and commitment to Emily.



Tonight is Friday.



One of Jorge’s favorite nights for demanding Emily’s presence by his side.



I had little doubt what I’d find when I get home – my expectations being correct.



I found Emily putting on the finishing touches to a scandalously revealing outfit.



If I’m honest I’ll admit to seeing an excited flush on her cheeks – an excited flush she normally tries to hide from me, although these days with less and less conviction. Because since I recommitted to our relationship, both of us have slowly become more comfortable admitting to the truth.



We hated the power Jorge had over us, what he’d stolen from us by inserting himself into such a central place in our marriage, the crack in the vase of our marriage that would never really fully heal.



But as the weeks passed, both of us tried less hard to hide the part of the equation. That however ashamed we were of it, both individually and as a couple, the things he blackmailed Emily into doing nearly every week also excited us.



She might blush, she might protest, but after initial protestations, she always gives in and before long is screaming out through multiple climaxes – all thoughts of resistance long since banished.



And for my part, whilst sometimes I resist those times when he invites me to watch, for the most part I’m just like Emily. Too weak to defy the temptation.



~~~~~



Just as Emily was coming down the stairs, Luisa arrived at the front door.



The two women exchanging a genuine hug of affection, Emily looking at the younger woman as she sighed and spoke quietly, looking longingly over at me.



“I guess I’ve only got myself to blame … how did we get here Luisa?” Receiving no answer but a an embarrassed shrug of the shoulders, she continued. “How did my marriage ever end up this complicated … this broken?”



Her face a true maelstrom of conflicted emotions. Reluctance to be leaving the man she loved here with another woman. Sadness and resignation that she had no power to stop whatever it was that Jorge had planned for her tonight. But also a quiet, understated excitement and anticipation at whatever sex acts Jorge would
 ‘force’
 her to perform tonight.



~~~~~



I’ve not given up trying to find an angle that will remove his power, but with each passing week I’ve tried less and less.



I’ll never totally stop – his power over us has most certainly taken something away from us, I’m always fearful of where he may choose to take us – but with every passing week where he feeds our different needs, he manages to subdue us just a little bit more.



He always said it was just about power, but even in my happier moments watching the Friday, Saturday and Sunday games – I can’t help but wonder whether he’s playing us again.



Whether when he’s entrenched his power within our lives, he’ll take us to a whole new level.



A level that doesn’t just feed our needs – a level that explodes our needs and show us a whole new world.



A level that frightens me to death.



I might have gone into this whole thing looking for danger and seat-of-the-pants thrills, but the kind represented by a guy like Jorge was a kind of danger that was a step too far for me.



Fights and climbing and motorcycle races at north of a hundred and fifty miles an hour – they were dangers that didn’t follow you home.



Jorge was a danger that not only followed us home but that sat coiled right at the center of our whole marriage, our whole life.







End
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