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Synopsis

Daring Our Truths.

Just three little words, but for Heather and I, a way to describe our journey of self-discovery.  A journey which, if we’d known what the whole map looked like, we’d likely never have started.

Society, other people always try and channel you into avenues that fit their rules.

It takes courage to explore your own personal truths. 

Likely your truths will conflict with what society expects. 

Quite likely your personal truth may differ from that of the person you love the most.

So the questions are:  Do you dare to pursue your own personal truths?  And if you dare to start, will you dare to continue?  Even if that pursuit leads you into some dark places … places from which you question whether your marriage may ever emerge intact.

~~~~~    

Five years ago, my wife Heather and I (Tim) were expecting to ‘grow’ – but to grow in a very conventional way.

Two happy, contented professionals living in Seattle.  Me, early forties and Heather in her late thirties, we expected our growth to come in the form of starting a family.  All thoughts that Heather might one day live out my fantasy of going with another man finally abandoned to the greater good.  A small price to pay as our eleven-year marriage moved into its next natural stage.

But life and the gods had other ideas, as after ten years of sharing my fantasy and receiving nothing but a cold shoulder and very occasional role play, suddenly new things burst into life.  New things sparked by the random arrival of a new man in our little corner of Seattle. 

It wasn’t that Heather wasn’t a sexual person – she’d not been slutty at college, just ‘playfully promiscuous’ as she called it – but she believed strongly in monogamy and the sanctity of family and marriage.

This is the story of our ups and downs, the excitement and sometime heartbreak as together Heather and I had the courage to grow.  To grow as we dared to explore and find our own personal truths.  Some truths we expected, some truths stunned us – was that who we really were? Daring to explore and grow no matter what friends, family and society might think.

It's a story rooted in our deep love and trust.  And our deep friendship.  A friendship that still endures today, despite everything.

We hope you’ll be both inspired and maybe a little warned by our story.  With hindsight, the path we trod isn’t one for the faint-hearted.

Heather and Tim, Seattle, January 2020


Chapter 1

Friday 28thNovember 2014

“Tim, Honey…”

Heather’s arm looped through mine, occupying my free, non-dog-walking arm … her sexy body was burrowed tight next to mine, protecting her against the chill Seattle winter. Stealing my warmth to make her feel better as together we walked our child-substitute, Rascal, our three-year-old short-haired dachshund.

I knew that voice.  That slightly upturned upward intonation at the end, that slightly too soft tone.  She was about to ask me something that made her nervous, something to which she wasn’t sure how I’d react.

But we’d just enjoyed a wonderful Thanksgiving the day before and I was in the mood to look favorably on any wifely request she might make – at least I thought I was.

“Yeah,” I answered with slight trepidation, her nervous tone rubbing off on me.

“You know that ‘thing’, that fantasy of yours?  You know, the one with me together with another guy…”

“Yeah,” this time, my answer even slower, more drawn out and cautious as I turned to look into her eyes.

“Well, Honey … I need to know, were you serious about it?” 

She looked so beautiful, so dainty.  Normally an intoxicating mix of blonde femininity and calm, precise intelligence.  But right now, she was a bag of nerves. 

This was obviously something she’d been thinking about for some time.  The flush in her cheeks wasn’t all winter air – it was nervousness at how I might react.  And likely at what might come next – if I reacted as she predicted I’d react.

“Do you really want it?  Is it a serious thing for you … you wanting me to be with another man?”

Our height difference – her five-five to my five-ten – meant she had to tilt her head slightly upwards.  Showing me those beautiful, empathetic brown eyes which now looked hugely different to any time we’d ever discussed this fantasy during the last ten years.

Whenever we’d discussed it before, the best I could hope for was a sense of tolerance, a tolerance that occasionally extended as far as some bedtime roleplay.  Although more often than not, I’d get an even less encouraging welcome than that – more of a ‘no, never, never ever, not going to happen, over my dead body’ kind of reaction. 

Not a reaction born out of a lack of sexuality – Heather was a very sexual person – but a reaction born out of a fear that we might damage the thing she prized above all, our love and marriage. 

However many times I’d explained, she’d never really understood it - ‘why would any man want to see his girl with another guy?’.  But even so, she’d never tried to make me feel ashamed or doubted the genuineness of my desire.

But now, now for some inexplicable reason after ten years of ‘no’ or ‘hell no’, I was suddenly seeing a sea change. 

The way those sparkling, loving brown eyes were looking up at me. 

The nervousness betrayed by her voice. 

The fact my churning gut was telling me the excited flush on her cheeks meant she wanted an answer in the affirmative … all of it told me something had changed. 

Told me something very major … the equivalent of a whole tectonic plate or two – had changed in the mind of my lovely Heather.

~~~~~    

Before we continue, I guess I’d better share a pen-portrait of Heather and myself.

Five years ago, when all this started, we’d been together for fifteen years and married for eleven and still very much deeply in love.

When we met, Heather was twenty-three and I was twenty-six.  Our first meeting had been at a party – a party we’d both gone to with our significant others.

I’d always been a cynic about these things – about the idea of love at first sight.  But that  first evening, as we exchanged a cheeky, flirty smile, I’d felt an unstoppable feeling growing in my chest.  Talking later, we both admitted to each other that we’d both felt it.  That totally irrational, totally illogical feeling and thought – ‘hey, maybe this will be the one.’ … the one that captures my heart … captures it forever … captures it so I never want to let go, never want to be let go of … captures it in a way that means we want to use our love as the foundation, as the heart, as the center for a family … for our family … until we get old and gray, and those family members have to help us in and out of chairs …’

(Overly sentimental?  Overly shmaltzy?  Maybe, but we all have dreams.  Heather and I had both been blessed by loving, stable families – both sets of parents still very much in love even after all their years together.  That had been their blessing to us, and that’s what we wanted for ourselves and what we wanted, one day, to share with our own children.)

Before Heather I’d had more than my fair share of girlfriends.  Female friends, romantic or platonic, had always told me I was handsome with an athletic build.  That I had a good wit, a likable and trustworthy personality which was allied to intelligence, confidence and the charm to know how to treat a woman well.

In short, when we married back in 2003, I’d been ‘quite the catch’ – although the same girlfriends who told me this didn’t mince their words.  If I’d been quite the catch, they told me in no uncertain terms that Heather was even more of a catch!

I could hardly disagree.  I’d started losing my heart to her the very first time our eyes met.  And as I got to spend more time with her and got to know her better, I found the mix of her intelligence, beauty, fun and kindness totally overpowering.  Without having an ounce of arrogance in her, she wasn’t blind to any of this – she was too smart for that- she also knew she had all these qualities and knew just how much men wanted to date and bed her.

All through college and her early twenties, she’d alternated mainly serious relationships with the odd casual dalliance.  ‘Playfully sexy, not full-on slutty like some of my friends’ was how she’d always put it.

Whereas, me, I’d been the normal guy through those same years – a total hound dog, pretty much sleeping with anything that moved.  Although, despite this proclivity, like Heather most of my dating life was with girls like Heather who wanted sex as part of a serious relationship.

So when we started dating, we’d both enjoyed a well-rounded and thoroughly enjoyable sexual journey of discovery, and as a result our own love-life was amazing. 

Compared to some of the women I’d dated, Heather was wonderfully relaxed and invested in sex and all the pleasures we could jointly and singly get from it. 

She loved both the act itself and also how it brought us closer as a couple.  So through dating and the early years of our marriage, sex between us just seemed to get better and better.

Great sex, tender love making.  Both of us always open to new things, open to pretty much doing anything and talking about anything – although in truth, both of us were pretty conventional.  Caning, restraint, ass-fucking or even more way-out stuff just wasn’t our thing.  We were just a healthy young couple who loved plain old vanilla sex in pretty much any position, any room and at any time of the day we could fit it around our increasingly busy professional lives. 

Pretty much the kinkiest thing between us was a strange fantasy I had which, for some inexplicable reason, had taken root and, however much I tried, I just couldn’t budge.  I’d never fantasized about it with previous girlfriends, but for some reason the more I felt comfortable and confident about our love, the more I’d sometimes find myself fantasizing about watching my lovely Heather having sex with some other guy.

This makes it sound like a big deal – like it was something really important for me, but it really wasn’t.  It was something I sometimes thought of, and which after my initial shock had worn off, I’d shared with Heather.

But it was something neither of us ever thought would come true.  It even became a bit of a comedy byline for the two of us.  On the rare occasions I’d bring it up, even as a fantasy, Heather even started using lines from our favorite comedy show, Big Bang Theory, to let me know just how set against it she was.

“Honey, I love you,” she’d always say, good humored but emphastic about it, “how can I put this … No, Nein, Nyet, Hellz No … not even if your junk dropped off and got gobbled up by a ravenous passing dog … leaving me a cock widow with only your tongue and fingers to keep from insanity…”

She always had a way with words, my wife.  I think you get the picture.  But it was no big deal.  We had a wonderful marriage and a great sex life.

As we entered the second decade of our marriage and our respective independent businesses really took off, even these increased work stresses didn’t put much of a kink in our love life.  Even when five years ago slightly reduced blood flow made my average-sized cock just a little smaller than before. 

Result - after years of happily making her cum on my cock, I had to rely on my fingers and tongue.  A little frustrating for both of us, but everything else in candy land was  wonderful and if that was the most we had to struggle with, then we were a pretty lucky couple.

Especially as entering late 2014 – when our story really begins - our careers were both going so well we’d decided we felt financially secure enough to finally start a family.

~~~~~    

We’d just returned from walking Rascal – our child substitute, with Heather late-thirties the real thing not too far away now – and had torn our clothes off and had made love with a passion that work meant we rarely managed to achieve these days.

Our love was stronger than the day eleven years ago when we married, but years of marriage will dull any palette, however deep that love.

But the question Heather had asked about my fantasy … the way she asked it … she’d uncorked something new and powerful for both of us.  And now that she’d cum from my oral actions - my cock hadn’t brought her off for the last five years – and I’d shot my load into her pussy, now it was time to talk.

“So, Sweetheart,” I asked gently, running my hand through her frizzy, golden locks, “this sudden change of heart, this sudden burst of interest … wouldn’t perchance have anything to do with ‘Big Dick Richie’ would it?”

Ever since, just over one hour ago, she’d asked me whether I really meant it about my fantasy, I’d been racking my brains to work out what the hell could have caused such a major change of heart after so many years of ‘Njet, Nein and Hellz No.’ 

With both of us working from home and training at the same gym, the usual avenues of meeting some handsome new co-worker or muscle-bound gym-monkey were ruled out.  So ‘Big Dick Richie’, however remote a possibility, seemed the best place to start my enquiries.

‘Big Dick Richie’ was a guy we’d bumped into in our apartment block waiting for the elevator at the end of one of our Rascal walks a few weeks ago.  An unnamed guy I’d christened this way as his appearance reminded me of the Richie character in one of Heather’s favorite movies - the Magic Mike movie about male strippers which we’d seen as recently as a couple of years ago.

The only time we’d met him, we’d hardly said more than ten words to each other – we didn’t even know his name – but even on that single, brief meeting – I’d noticed an immediate twinkle in my wife’s eye and a friendliness greater than she’d normally show to ‘an ordinary looking guy.’

Waiting and then the elevator ride can’t have been more than thirty, forty seconds in total.  But even as we said our hellos and exchanged basics, two of the three sets of eyes in our little grouping were flirting. 

And in Heather’s case – a big fan of natural but harmless flirting – it was flirting on steroids.  Her smile way too warm and welcoming and interested for what was just a first and social encounter.  And if her smile was sending all kinds of signals, her eyes were accomplices as they drank in every detail of his face and body.

At the time, I remember thinking, ‘what the fuck.’  I’d seen her flirting plenty of times over all our years together – but never in such a strong and instant, ‘something out of nothing, something out of thin air’ kind of a way.

I mean, a woman as sexy, flirty and beautiful as my Heather had been hit on by plenty of real model-quality guys over the years.  But even with guys like this, I’d never seen her react quite like this.     

He was only mid-twenties, a good fifteen years younger than us, but even in that first short encounter,  without even trying he managed to not only make a big impression – but also establish some kind of subliminal dominance through his physical looks and charisma.

He was the kind of guy who delivers a jolt of intimidation mixed with jealousy to all other guys who meet him – especially when seen up close in the three-by-four-foot confines of an elevator car. 

The lucky son of a bitch was blessed not only with a tall and muscular physique – six-four or six-five, with swimmer’s shoulders – but he’s been at the front of the queue when they’d been handing out looks.  Dark brown hair, handsome asymmetric features and piercing blue eyes.  The height, the build, the looks and eyes … he had it all, and he had my Heather virtually drooling and swooning.

Watching her reaction all those weeks ago, I’d tried to look and stay cool.  But inside the close confines of that elevator, my guts had been churning.  A nasty little voice in my head shouting, ‘oi, you, remember who it is you’re married to … stop your drooling … try and get your jaw of the floor before you trip someone up.’  A different, lusty voice in my head calling down to my cock and engaging memory, reminding me of my long-held fantasy.

After that first, brief, random meeting with ‘Richie’, we’d made love passionately and energetically.  I’d not needed to ask why and the distant look in Heather’s eyes had told me to leave it alone.  To leave it alone and just enjoy the side benefits from the man who’d gotten my wife’s juices running extra hot.  And, truth be told, I’d done a little fantasizing of my own that evening. And let’s just say the staring role of the man thrusting away between my wife’s thighs wasn’t yours truly – it was the hyper-masculine, hyper-muscle-bound stripper played by a young Joe Manganiello.

~~~~~    

That had been around a month ago.  

Now here we were and Heather’s question during Rascal’s walk had sparked another round of high-octane sex, the two of us basking in that wonderful lovers’ afterglow. But she’d still not answered my question about who or what had sparked her sudden interest and possible change of heart about the fantasy she’d so long dismissed.

“Sweetheart,” I gently nagged, “this sudden burst of interest in my fantasy of you with another guy … ‘Big Dick Richie’?”

“‘Big Dick Richie’,” she giggled, “I’m quite sure I don’t have the first idea about whom you’re referring…”

But after her initial giggling denial, she was okay as I led the conversation in a more serious direction.  Confessing that she’d seen ‘Richie’ at the gym a couple of weeks ago and that indeed this had been the trigger to her starting to think back to my fantasy.

“Baby, earlier, when you asked me if I was serious about my fantasy…”

“He’s only here for another couple of months,” she smiled as she cut across me.

“The perfect opportunity for some harmless flirting,” she grinned, “some exploration, maybe … seeing how my loving big man really feels about his strange little husbandly request.”

Her words leaving my chest pounding as she kissed me and turned away to sleep.

I tried everything to get her talking – but the drawbridge was up.  My sometimes minx of a wife was too much enjoying the feeling of power, of leaving her husband hanging there, hanging there feet dangling mid-air not knowing what she next had planned.


Chapter 2

Saturday 29thNovember 2014

“Hey, Babe,” I greeted my wonderful wife, finally emerging from the bedroom that served as my work-from-home office, my stomach rumbling as I touched her on her delectable, denim-covered ass.  “Fancy popping out to get something to eat?”

I’d been crunching the numbers on some possible investments for a client of mine, she’d been doing yoga and working out at the gym.  Both of us worked from home with our own small businesses – her tax advice and accounting, me similar but investment focused.  Today I’d been the one having to work a Saturday morning, other weekends it might be switched around.  But now it was lunchtime and time to eat and have some time together as a couple.

Or at least that’s what I’d thought.

“Sorry, Babe,” even at thirty-eight, after fifteen years together, her smile could melt my heart, “I already ate … me and Aleks grabbed something to eat after the gym…”

My slightly quizzical look brought a teasing smile as she waited a second or two before putting me out of my misery.

“Oh, sorry, Honey … I forgot, you don’t know HIS ACTUAL name, do you?”  Grin, grin.  “I think you normally call him ‘Big Dick Richie’, but his actual name’s Aleks … you remember, the guy from last night’s little ‘make out session’ … the guy you should be thanking for getting the benefits of such a horny, needy wife…”

My pulse racing from zero to a hundred in the space of a single second, I smiled nervously at my teasing wife.  Was it really only last night we’d talked about ‘Richie’ and my fantasy?  Shit, she wasn’t hanging around … but then again, I remembered just how badly she’d virtually drooled over him the one time I’d seen them together.

Shit!  This woman … this woman, she could reduce me to a ball of shaking nerves just with the twist of a smile or a flick of those long blonde locks.

When we’d met back in college, I’d not been this way, not so easily manipulated and controlled by a woman.  Back then, I’d been quite the ladies’ man myself.  Well, maybe not the whole nine yards, but I certainly had more than my fair share of success.  If I wasn’t top ten percent, I was definitely upper quartile.

But the more time we’d spent together, the more I’d fallen in love with this amazing woman.  I couldn’t have hoped for a better partner with whom to share my life.

Smart, super-smart.  Loyal and loving and sexy … oh so sexy, five-foot-five of long blonde frizzy hair and a perfectly proportioned body she kept tuned like a race car with daily sessions at the gym.

We shared similar interests and laughed at the same things.  She was the Yin to my Yang and I knew she felt the same way about me.

I might not have been quite so smart as her, or turned quite so many female heads as she turned male heads, but we were well matched.  Well matched and deeply in love – a love that had grown deeper and more trusting with each passing year.

And now … and now we were at the point where we expected to finally start a family.  We both felt it in every sinewy in our body, we wanted a little bundle of joy to complete us.  We wanted that two would become three, and that three would become four and maybe even five.  At least, that was the plan, although we were smart enough to know plans often change as reality and experience bites.

So what a time, what a time for Heather to finally have hinted last night that her dead-set resistance to ever-ever making my fantasy come true might be a wall that might finally be cracking.

And now here we were, just half a day later and that smile of hers was telling me a damned sight more than that lunch plans had to be changed.  Or that a super-attractive nameless hunk who lived in our apartment building was still super-attractive but now had a name. 

No, that smile was telling me a darned sight more, including telling me that any further information about what had or hadn’t happened between her and ‘Richie/Aleks’ would have to be wheedled out of her … bit-by-bit, any details of what had gone down this morning between her and ‘mystery man’. 

The man that was so handsome, masculine and imposing that he was the only man in more than ten years who seemed to have gotten inside of Heather’s armor.  Inside sufficient that she might be interested.  Interested in maybe taking up my offer for her go with another guy, interested enough that she was prepared to do what she always said she wouldn’t.  Namely inject risk into our marriage … all for the sake of making my fantasy come true … but more likely as I looked at her excited face, to now make her own fantasies come true.

~~~~~    

We were lying in bed, our heart rates and breathing finally back to normal and I knew now was the time to breach her defenses.

Rather than try to wheedle things out of her – she was too smart for that to be a good strategy – I’d gone totally full-frontal assault. Picking her up as she alternated between giggles and pretend cries as her fists had playfully beaten down on my back.  I’d thrown her down on our bed, pinned her arms above her head as I kissed the life out of her sensitive neck until her eyes had closed and her breathing had started pushing her beautiful 35C cup boobs up and down in the most irresistible of fashions.

Stripping her and me, a short but energetic visit of my head between her legs and an even more energetic but brief face-to-face fuck and now we were both happy and replete.

Heather’s whole mental outlook transformed as she felt my swimmers trickling out of her, as her hand idly toyed with my chest hair and rubbed at the skin around my cock.

Now she wasn’t in a mood to tease, she was in a mood that needed closeness.  A mood where she needed to share what had happened between her and ‘Aleks’ this morning. 

After fifteen years, a couple – if they’re intelligent and observant – know each other’s tells and rhythms.  And right now, everything I knew about my wonderful wife screamed out that she wanted and needed to share.

All it needed was one little ice-hammer tap and the whole edifice would crack.

“Okay, Honey … Spill!”

And spill she did.  Spill in a way that started in only a way a couple totally secure in their love can pull-off.  My beautiful wife twisted her body around a little and angled her head up to face me.  Her sparkling brown eyes teasing me even before she’d spoken a single word, her fingers toying with my spent cock.

“Mmm,” she purred, “well, I guess you’re right … couples shouldn’t have secrets should they … well, first things first … he’s even more gorgeous than I remember … that body, so manly, so masculine … and, oh, Babe … those eyes … those piercing blue eyes … a girl could drown in those eyes … just lose herself, totally lose herself … for days on end, never want to come out…”

Fuck, the sexy minx … I loved her, but the minx was getting to me and she knew it, purring and smiling as she squeezed me a little harder.

“Oh, my, looks like ‘Little Timmy’s’ getting a second wind…”

She carried on relaying to me details of her interactions with Aleks earlier today at the gym – not only did we share a condo block, but apparently he used the same gym as us, just at different times.

Some of what she shared was rather mechanical and even someone as smart as Heather couldn’t find a way to tease me – some of what had happened giving her ample opportunity to tease as she teased and shared what she’d learned.

Turns out Aleks was twenty-five and was a firefighter who lived down in San Diego but who’d been seconded to the Seattle Fire Department for three months as Seattle already had some new experimental kit that San Diego FD were thinking of buying.

So, as Seattle was his home town, he’d been chosen to come here to get some on the ground feedback to supplement the more technical assessment being done by others. With the plan that at the end of January or early-February he’d head back to San Diego.  The final piece in the jigsaw being that not only was he in the same block as us here in Laurelhurst (an empty unit belonging to a relative), but that he was actually just one floor up in the unit directly above our sixth-floor three bed. 

Apart from these rather mundane facts Heather had learned that he was third generation with a family originally from Eastern Europe, that Aleks was short for Aleksander.  And that – although why she’d been asking I don’t know :) -  he’d had plenty of girls in his life (no surprises there, looking like he did) but that there was no-one special right now.  A fact he’d told my wife with a cheeky smile and the biggest of winks, totally ignoring the fact he could clearly see the ring on her finger. 

“He was so naughty saying that!” she teased me, making clear she’d been anything but offended.

“I hope you put him straight!  Told him you were happily married!” I squawked back, feeling my chest about to explode as for the first time ever I was hearing the woman I loved reporting back about a flirting session with another guy that might actually lead to my fantasy finally coming true.

“Put him straight?  Why would I do that?” she grinned wickedly, looking down at her rings, casually twisting her wedding band round and round, the movement emphasizing just how easily the ring could be removed.

“Why would I do that?”  Now she was looking me straight in the eye.  “Why would I do that when I have a husband whose spent the last ten years telling me how much he wants to see me get down and dirty with another man?”

By now she was slowly pumping my cock, squeezing me extra tight as she worked me all the way up and down, pulling my foreskin right back each time her hand was at my root.

“And that’s why … and that’s why I didn’t think you’d mind that when we’d finished eating, I invited him back, showed him around our place.”

“Showed him the room you were busy working in,” my heart nearly exploding at the realization that this hunk of a man my wife was crushing on had been so close to me when I’d been ‘headphones-on’ and blissfully unaware.

“Then I even showed him my office and talked him through all the changes we plan to turn it into our nursery,” pulling my foreskin extra hard as she teased me wit that little gem of information. 

Her teasing smile suggesting she was wondering which had hurt the more.  The physical discomfort of my skin pulled back so far, or the news that they’d been flirting so close to me and I was totally unaware.  Or the news that she’d shared something so intimate as our baby plans with a man she hardly knew, with a man she found physically irresistible.

“And, you know, Honey … he was a real sweetie.”  (I doubted that, the man may as well have had the letters W-O-L-F tattooed on his forehead.)  “When I told him that you were super busy with your spreadsheets and couldn’t be disturbed, and that we planned to move some of my office furniture around later … he laughed and said if you were too busy to see to ‘my needs’, he’d be more than happy to help the ‘bookworm’ out … you know … if it would help!”

Shit!  How could she smile so sweetly?  Smile so sweetly when words like that were coming out of her mouth?

This time it wasn’t me who threw her on the bed.

This time it was her who pushed me back as she mounted me, sliding all the way down my five inches in one go, her eyes closing in a way that told me it wasn’t me she was thinking about as she rubbed at her clit as she used me and my cock as a living breathing sex toy.  Chuntering to herself, “so handsome … so strong … oh yes, oh yes, right there…’ as she worked herself up to another climax.

Fuck, however much I’d not taken to this guy on the single occasion we’d met, if this was the effect he was going to have on our love life – well then … enough said!

~~~~~   

As we both came down from our wonderful highs, both Heather and I knew we needed to have a serious conversation.

A serious conversation about whether we really did want this thing.  Whether both of us, or neither of us, were really ready to blow the doors off fifteen years of love and monogamy.

Just two days ago our plans had all been about starting a family and bringing little Heathers or little Tims into the world.  Now we both knew we had to seriously talk about where we wanted things to go with this twenty-five-year-old Adonis who’d made such an impression on my wife. 


Chapter 3

Saturday 29thNovember 2014

With the warping influence of lust now temporarily off the menu, now was the perfect time for Heather and I to have ‘the talk’ – just how serious were we both about the possibility of this thing finally happening?  About my beautiful, sexy wife making my fantasy of her with another man finally come true.

As we talked about it, I felt a deliciously painful hollow feeling in my gut, a feeling that combined with a floaty light-headedness. 

Was this thing finally going to happen?  The question and my emotions made even more intense by the nature of the guy who’d turned Heather’s head.   A hyper-masculine, intimidatingly large and drop-dead gorgeous guy who had me shaking at the way he seemed to be able to turn my normally cool and controlled wife into a crushing mess of girly needs.  A man who had somehow managed to unlock a clasp that had been solidly padlocked shut all these years.

Fuck! 

The way she’d looked at him that first time they’d met all those weeks ago … the misty-eyed look that had just come over her as she’d told me about their interaction this morning.  Shit, it was so ‘un-Heather’, so different to how I’d ever seen her before with any other guy.

Sure, she could and often was flirty.  But despite her petite femininity, she’d always been the opposite of the love-struck, crushing, ditzy blonde. 

Despite her stunning looks, she’d always valued herself mostly for what she’d achieved with her brain and her whole marriage and working life was built around the twin factors of control and planning.

So the fact that she was behaving so differently to the normal Heather, that in two short meetings this Aleks guy had such an effect on her had two major impacts on how I was feeling and thinking right now.

Impact one, it waved a massive, red, danger flag in the air – and waved it with urgent and intense energy.  Shit, just how dangerous would it be letting a guy into our lives who could impact my wife so much and so quickly! 

Damn dangerous was the answer.

Impact two, one that I could hardly understand, was that this danger and the nature of the guy – so physically and emotionally intimidating – for some inexplicable reason sent me into paroxysm of twisting, tormented excitement.  It was like I was curled up on the floor, curled up in some protective fetal position, half of me shouting ‘no, no, no more.’  While the other half called ‘bring it on’, consumed by a need to savor the danger and exciting new experience – no matter the risks we might be taking.

Knowing what we were contemplating, knowing just how much my wife was attracted to this guy, I was like a small boat, rudderless and powerless, tossed around on the stormiest of seas … one moment thinking this was the best thing to ever happen to me, the next moment my gut scrunched up in the most excruciating of fears.

When I looked across at Heather, her slightly taut facial muscles told me she was feeling a similar but slightly different set of conflicts than I was.

My excitement was all about a fantasy –a dream exciting in my mind, but also mixed up with all kinds of thoughts and fears about ‘just what the hell’s this really going to be like?’  I thought I’d be aroused watching Heather with another guy – but the reality might be very different, I might actually hate it, torn to shreds by all kinds of jealous and fears.

But for Heather, it was a totally different dynamic.  She had certainty – the certainty of her attraction to a new guy, the first ‘new guy’ she had the thrill of flirting with and thinking about since fifteen years ago when we’d first got together.

She knew she was hugely attracted to him and with his muscles, size and general confidence, there seemed little chance he’d be a poor or inadequate lover.  So for her, there was little risk she’d not enjoy any future encounter.

No, her uncertainty (which I also shared) was all about what might happen next.

“I’m as excited as you are, Honey,” she told me, her nervous smile almost making her words unnecessary, “but we need to make sure we don’t damage our marriage.  Especially not now, not when we’re just a few months away from starting a family.”

Pursing my lips, smiling back with the same nervousness, I agreed with her.  For her this was the risk, for me it was this plus the worry that fantasy and reality might be very different.  That I’d find it a harrowing and terrible experience to actually see Heather in the throes of intimate passion with another man.  

As the two of us worked our way through it, all the words, all the ‘what ifs’, would be a tedious thing to relay.  What was important were the three conclusions we reached.

Agreement between Mrs. Heather and Mr. Timothy Shepherd. 

One, that we both were excited to push things forward with Aleks and see where it led. 

Two, that we should take things slowly, rather than rush into anything we might later regret.

Three, something Heather kept on repeating.

“Tim, Sweetheart … you can always change your mind … any time you feel uncomfortable, just shout and I’ll call a stop to the whole thing.”

Ninety percent of me was happy to hear this.  But ten percent of me was, as ever, analyzing and parsing every word she said. 

Her words told me she was only thinking along the lines that I might be uncomfortable – there was no corresponding thought in her mind that she might not like it! 

The other thing of note, which I’d later reflect on, was that she didn’t say ‘we’d call a stop’, she said ‘she’d call a stop.’  Telling me loud and clear that in her mind it was her rather than us together who she saw taking the lead, making most of this happen.  Right now, this seemed a small thing. But later – as things developed – it was an observation that had far greater significance.

~~~~~    

‘Taking things slowly.’ 

That’s what we’d agreed after my wife had kickstarted the good ship USS Heather & Aleks in its trip down the slipway, kickstarted it with  her unilateral decisions about the trip to Starbucks and his helping her re-arrange our nursery furniture.

‘Taking things slowly.’  Yeah right!

What became very clear, very soon was that Aleks was far too persistent in his pursuit and that Heather was far too keen to be his quarry for anything to move at a speed you’d describe as anything less than ‘breathless’.

Even in the minutes immediately after we’d finished our Saturday afternoon Aleks-inspired love-making, even when we were trying to talk, the texts started coming in from Aleks.

The first one was pretty standard and straightforward.

‘Off to the gym again, but if you need any more help moving stuff, just let me know.  Always happy to help a damsel in distress.  Especially one as pretty as my neighbor H. :) A’

When we’d finished our talk and Heather opened the text, the way she smiled as she read it made my heart skip a beat. 

To see the woman who holds your heart in her hands smiling like that at a flirty text from another guy … well … wow!  Fantasizing is one thing, but seeing that smile, knowing it was for another guy … I suddenly felt dizzy, uncontrollable shakes gripping me as I tried to hide them from Heather.

Not a difficult task, she was so focused on her phone as she read his message three or four times. 

Suddenly, it felt like she was no longer in the room with me.  We’d only just made love, yet already her mind had left me - she was imagining herself with him, picturing his face, his reaction as he received whichever of the various possible texts she might send back.

I’d managed to crane my neck and read upside down his first message, but after that she went into full on tease mode, and I only got to see the rest of the exchange when she went to the bathroom and ‘accidentally’ left her phone where she knew I’d find it and read it.

Aleks’s ‘Off to the gym, happy to help a pretty damsel’ text had earned him a rapid response from my wife.

‘So I’m a ‘pretty neighbor’ … I bet you and the other guys in the fire station say that to all the damsels you get to rescue :) H x’

My wife’s use of the single ‘x’ kiss not going unnoticed either by me or Aleks who’d replied almost as quickly as Heather.

‘Who said anything about the other guys in the fire station … I’d never let any of those dogs anywhere near a damsel as beautiful as you … only me and ‘bookie the bookworm’ are good enough for a damsel like you! :) A xx’

He’d upped my wife’s single ‘x’ to a double ‘xx’ – at the same time putting me down by building on Heather’s jokey reference to me as a bookworm, using her joke and using it to try and drive the subtlest of wedges between her and me.  A joke the two of them could share at my expense – the two of them together, me on the outside looking in.

Fuck, based on just one single meeting, and knowing he was a good fifteen, sixteen years younger than me, I’d taken him as just some young, muscle-bound Lothario.  But his text replies to Heather showed me I’d underestimated him – that my view was way too dismissive.

There were five or six more texts from each of them.  All similarly flirty – him showing his interest in his new married friend, Heather replying in a way that encouraged his attention but which always kept just the right side of proper.

Shit!  If this was ‘slowing things down’, then I’d hate to see what a faster gear would have looked like!

~~~~~    

Apart from the speed at which things were developing, the other two things that prayed on my mind were the guys attitude and personality and the fact he was so much younger than me.

All his behavior to date showed rampant arrogance and conceited overconfidence.  His lack of giving a shit that Heather was married got to me.

And then there was the physical side.  I’d only met him once – that short elevator meeting which was now weeks ago – but the physical and psychological impression he’d made that day had left me feeling intimidated and slightly overawed. 

The age difference just seemed to make this sense of inferiority even worse. After all, all men are aware of how their strength and virility is on an inexorable downward curve after their early to mid twenties.  So that arrogant fuck was at his peak and I was just a mere ten to twenty years past my prime.

Before I’d come out of corporate to set up my own business, I’d bossed people like him around.  Had I stayed, by now he’d likely be my subordinate’s subordinate – that’s what a sixteen-year gap means in financial services.

Yet here he was, openly pursuing my wife.  Openly pursuing a married woman more than ten years older than him and pursuing her with a confidence that said he had zero doubts that she’d succumb to his animal magnetism and physical charms.

That Saturday night, whenever I thought about it, it quite literally took my breath away. 

It took me all the way back to those sometimes painful, often embarrassing days of my youth.  Those days in high school when I certainly was nowhere near the bottom of the pile, but when we all lived in dread of the jock and his jock friends.  That we might catch his eye, or that the girl we were dating might catch his eye and that the laws of the jungle might suddenly swoop down and inflict all kinds of pain and anguish.

That Saturday night, instead of thinking about our plans for the future, about our plans for starting a family – these were the thoughts that were suddenly dragging me back to a much more insecure, unsure time.  The time long before I gained my current confidence, before I won Heather’s heart. 

And if I was honest, probably the days that had spawned my long-held fantasy which was the thing leading to such confusion.  Half my brain full of these confused thoughts about why I felt so excited and aroused when I seemed to dislike this guy so much.  Half my brain wondering if this was a slow start, what the hell was likely to happen in the next few days as Aleks and my wife got more comfortable and better acquainted.


Chapter 4

Sunday 30thNovember 2014

If their Saturday ‘platonic’ Starbucks meet up had led to intense events and discussions, Sunday’s events picked up the theme and threw a couple of gallons of gasoline on top.

Heather and I treated ourselves to a nice brunch at one of our favorite downtown restaurants and when we had to pop into a pharmacy to pick up some anti-biotics for me, Heather teasingly loitered by the condom display.

“What do you think, Honey?” she teased, speaking in a quiet voice but enjoying my discomfort, “you know, just in case!”

Heather was on the pill – we planned for her to come off soon – so strictly speaking there was no need, but her meaning was clear.  Especially when she doubled down, picking up the standard condoms we’d last used some ten years ago before she’d gone on the pill.

“Anyway, not sure these would be big enough for Aleks?” she chirped, playing as innocent as she could, just to aggravate my discomfort.

“What about these?” she asked, picking up and handing to me two packs I’d never had the pleasure of using.

“Magnum or Mangum XL … what do you think, Honey?” she teased.  “Aleks is a pretty big guy, maybe they’d be more fitting … be a lamb, Babe … could you pay for them with the young lady assistant … I’d be too mortified…”

Yeah right, and I wouldn’t!

But as I gave Heather a half-angry, half-terrified look, I experienced the strangest of thrills as I handed the two packs to the assistant – a young girl maybe a couple of years younger even than Aleks.  My instincts telling me that she could see from the look on my face, from my lack of ‘big dick confidence’ that I wasn’t buying Magnum condoms for myself.  If I’d been buying them for myself, I’d have been swaggering … chatting to her with a cool, casual confidence, aware that she’d be impressed and intrigued.

As it was, I was stuttering and stumbling, my cheeks coloring up as I fumbled for my card.

As we walked away, I felt my loving wife’s arm snake its way into mine, making me think my torment was over and she knew I needed some tender love and care.  But the moment she looked at me and slowly licked her lips, I knew she wasn’t done with tormenting me.

We weren’t even out of the shop door, her words audible to anyone listening, when her word bomb went off. 

“He’s a pretty big guy … I wonder if Aleks really does have a big cock?  I wonder if he can make me cum like my husband’s cock used to be able to?”

Finally out the door, she briefly stopped and turned to me.  “What do you think, Honey?  You think he’s ‘big’?  All my girlfriends say it really makes a difference … really helps a girl get a nice cum…”

Then, as if she’d just asked me nothing more than the time of day, she turned and her arm in mine, started us walking again.  Her poor husband in shock, not helped by the way out of the corner of my eye I could see she was smirking.  The more she smirked, the more my own cheeks colored up at having this conversation in public. 

My own cock had always been a slightly short, slightly thin five inches, but in our first few years it had been hard enough to make Heather cum.  But these last few years, a slightly lower blood flow, a slightly smaller size had meant it was only my mouth and fingers that brought Heather to climax.

When she’d always told me it didn’t matter, that in the big scheme of things it was a non-issue, I knew she’d been telling the truth.

But that had been before the appearance in our lives of a man whose cock – if it was in proportion to his body – might rewrite my lovely wife’s idea of what was important and what wasn’t.

As we walked back, I honestly couldn’t make up my mind if I wanted Aleks to have a big cock or not.

My fantasy had always been that the men Heather would go with would be well-endowed.  But now fantasy was possibly going to bump into reality, I was nowhere near as sure this was what I really wanted!

~~~~~    

Sunday afternoon and the texts carried on flowing, seemingly only stopping for a short time when Heather and I were busy looking at different color schemes and furniture options for the room we planned to convert from Heather’s current office into the nursery.  (We’d then share my office and a desk in the living area between us.)

A good chunk of the time was spent wondering how we could move the huge and massively heavy floor-to-ceiling mahogany book case my parents had given us as a wedding present.  We both hoped our children would be keen readers, but it would be many years until we needed something like this, so we’d have to move it into the living room or maybe even into storage.

We’d finally finished our planning and I was just enjoying the peace and lack of texts – allowing my heart rate to return to something vaguely near normal.

Then the doorbell went.

“Can you get the door, Honey?” she asked, something in her mischievous smile telling me this wasn’t an Amazon delivery.

“Hi,” the imposing figure at the door greeted me, even taller and wider than I recalled as he shook and crushed my hand, delivering a non-too-subtle message.  “I’m Aleks … Heather’s new friend from the gym … you must be Tim!”

Course I’m fucking Tim.  I live here, you fucker. 

I swear his tone and the arrogant look on his face made it sound like he owned the place as I felt Heather’s smooth skin on my arm.

“Don’t keep Aleks out in the cold, Honey … where are your manners,” she gently chided, gently but firmly moving to the side so our guest could grin and push past me.  “Come on in, Aleks … I’m so glad you were free … this bookcase is way too heavy for me or Tim to move … but seeing how you made such short work of those heavy weights at the gym earlier…”

And we were off.

At the time, I honestly didn’t know if she’d planned it this way, but her words about how her man needed his help, the easy way he moved what was beyond me, the way the two of them flirted as if I wasn’t even there … planned or unplanned, it didn’t matter .. it was the most bittersweet, humbling and emasculating experience of my entire life.

He must have been there for a good hour or so before, after giving Heather a huge bear hug that lifted her right off her feet, he finally left.

Finally back alone, the teasing smile Heather gave me told me what her game was – that it had indeed all been planned.

“Baby, I hope that was okay … wasn’t too much?  I just thought something like that would be a good test … to see if you’re really going to be okay … you know, seeing me with another guy … with Aleks.”

The blood was draining from my face even as I hated to admit her plan was a good one.  That it was indeed a good test.  If I couldn’t even cope with something like this, then just how the hell was I going to cope with knowing she was being really intimate with another man?

So a little later, when she kissed my cheek and asked me if I was still okay with what we planned, I gave her a weak smile and nodded.

Having got this confirmation from me, even though I now had my wife physically all back to myself – the texts soon started up again.

‘Hi Aleks, just wanted to say a big thank you for the help with the book case.  Even after seeing you in the gym, I really didn’t know you were that strong.  Thanks again, H xx’

Knowing I was okay with the game we were playing, my teasing wife took great pleasure in showing me the text as soon as she’d sent it.  Knowing full well I’d spot how she’d copied the ‘xx’ sign-off that her young Casanova had adopted the moment she’d encouraged him with a single ‘x’.

Just seconds later he’d replied, trying his best to move things on.

‘Heather, always happy to help.  Just sitting down to chill, grab a beer and watch our beloved Seahawks.  Think we got a good chance against the Stealers today.  You and Tim fancy popping up to watch? A xx’

His text accompanied by a photo of him in a sleeveless Seahawks top holding an open bottle of beer.  The photo deliberately posed to show off his ridiculously well-developed arms, chest and shoulders – as well as the extensive collection of tattoos on his arm.

Heather’s jaw nearly hit the floor as she drooled her way over every detail of his physique as she stared at the image for a good minute or so.  So engrossed that she was unable to speak.

Seeing her react like this was had the strangest of effects on me.  However nervous and overawed I’d been just minutes earlier when he’d been in our condo - showing off as he flirted with Heather, now that he was gone a big part of me wanted to speed things up.

Yesterday when Heather and I had our ‘serious talk’, we’d promised each other to take things slowly.  To give ourselves a good couple of weeks to see if this was really something we wanted.

But right now, seeing the hungry way my wife was lusting after Aleks’s hot body, I was all for making up some pretext and sending her alone, all by herself up there, right into the Lion’s den.

But thankfully, however much she was lusting after the macho twenty-five-year old’s body, my thirty-eight-year-old wife had more self-control than I did.

“No, Sweetheart … I agree, it would be hot … but we said we’d go slow, that we’d not rush things … so we should stick to that … give ourselves maybe a couple of weeks to really check we’re both onboard with this.”

Thinking with my little head rather than my bigger head, I gave her my best puppy dog look, but she held firm, despite her own infatuation with the strapping large and handsome young firefighter.

“Two weeks?”

Sighing deeply, one part relief to two parts disappointment, I slowly nodded in agreement.  She always was a planner.  Always liked keeping things under control.  That night I think she saved us from rushing right into a burning building!

Instead, my fantasies had to satisfy themselves with the fallback pleasure of the slow, simmering excitement of watching my lovely wife continuing her text romance well into the night! 

I knew she had a busy week ahead of her at work and, in normal times, she’d have been asleep by nine or ten. 

But tonight I was the first one to say my ‘goodnights’ as she was still busy texting Aleks.   But for me, all the cumulative adrenaline rushes of the last two days finally took their toll as my eyes closed just before midnight. 

The last thing I recall being the sly, flirty smile on my beloved wife’s face as her thumbs moved with the speed of light as she tapped out yet another reply to ‘Lover Boy ‘in the condo just one level up – directly above us. 

Just two days into their flirting, it was the early hours of the morning and as I drifted off to sleep, fate had put the two of them barely fifteen feet apart!


Chapter 5

Monday 1st December 2014

With Heather sending such mixed messages, when I woke up on Monday morning, I really had no idea how the day was going to play out.

On the one hand she’d had the self-discipline to turn down Aleks’s invite to watch the Seahawks game.  But on the other, she’d broken all her normal rules about an early night and getting ready for the week ahead.

I guess, just like me, she was totally conflicted, with no map to guide her through the game we’d started playing as both of us struggled to keep things moving as slowly and carefully as we’d planned.

As was normal for us, we breakfasted together, kissed and then went off to our separate home offices.  Which sounds very grand, but which was just us using bedrooms two and three of our three-bed condo so we’d not disturb each other too much.

At about ten, I had to go into Heather’s room to get a book I needed, and what I saw was my lovely wife sitting there with her headphones on texting away just like she’d done the night before.  Thankfully whatever music she was playing as she did some client’s tax returns was distracting and noisy enough that she didn’t notice me loitering silently in the corner.  Noting that in the five minutes I was there she seemed to send three texts and receive at least another two in return.

An hour later my own excitement got the better of me and I had to sneak another look.  New, second look, but same scene – not sure her clients were getting the best of her efforts and focus this morning!

Thankfully – although if I’m honest I felt a sense of letdown – she had to go out for a lunch time client meeting.  I knew it was a longstanding and ‘real’ meeting – this tax client was also one of my clients for their investment needs. 

But when two hours had passed and still there was no sign of Heather, I wondered into her office and spotted that her gym bag was absent from the corner where it normally sat.  Making me feel an instant tsunami of dread mixed with excitement.  Where was she?  Who was she with?  Was she with Aleks?

The hours seemed to crawl by and when she was still not back by four p.m., I couldn’t stand it any longer so I called her.

“Hey, Babe,” she picked up only after the sixth or seventh ring, very unlike my normally punctilious and efficient wife.  She even sounded out of breath a little.  “Sorry, I just got carried away … you know how us girls are when we get talking … I’m at Annie’s … won’t be long, back in about thirty minutes.”

As good as her word, about thirty minutes later she was back.  Back and looking very flushed and rather sheepish and guilty.

“Tim, Honey, we have to talk.”

She guided me to sit next to her on the sofa, and I instantly feared the worst, that her plan to take things slow hadn’t even lasted the day.  That her attraction to Aleks had just proved too strong and that , after the gym, never mind her meeting, he’d somehow managed to seduce my infatuated wife.

Even though my cock was hard and my heart was pounding, I felt terrified that this was why Heather had gotten me to sit down, that this was what she was about to confess.

Damn!  ‘This had been my fantasy forever, but now it was the moment of truth, did I really want it?’  That was what my clammy hands and the cold sweats gripping me told me was the real truth.  Fantasy was fine, but was reality about to crush me?

~~~~~    

Seeing this look of horror on my face, she jumped straight in.

“No, Sweetheart, it’s nothing like that … though I do have a confession to make … but it’s not what you’re thinking … it’s that when I said I was at Annie’s, when you called … well, I wasn’t…”

I felt like my whole world was about to come crashing down around me - I knew exactly what she was going to say next.

“I was at Aleks’s, not Annie’s … upstairs, but I swear to you, nothing happened … well, not really…”

Then she got out her mobile phone.

“Honey, just to prove it, I’m going to show you a sneaky video I recorded when I was up there … so you can see I’m telling the truth…”

Her face was almost pleading with me, pleading with me to forgive her for what to me now seemed only the most minor of transgressions.

“It’s okay, Honey … I trust you … and, anyway, remember, we both agreed to play this game … even if sometimes I look like shit, this has been my fantasy forever.”

My wife’s face brightened at this, giving her the confidence to look me straight in the eye and tell me what was on her mind.

“Okay, but before I show you, there’s something that I need to tell you.”

Now I was back to being petrified, to being terrified, a lump forming in my throat as my heart tried to beat its way right out of my chest.  My own sense of desperation not helped by how guilty and nervous Heather was suddenly looking again.

“Sweetheart,” she began, haltingly.  “I still think we need to give ourselves that full two weeks to make sure we’re both really, really sure … but I need to get something off my chest … that right now, if you say ‘no’, then I promise you we will stop … but that right now I really, really want Aleks … after what happened today, I really, really want him.”

‘What happened today’ … those three little words now had me climbing up the walls with excitement laced with neat panic, almost clawing my way across the sofa to grab her phone out of her hand.  Desperate to know just what the hell had happened today.  Upstairs when she’d been up at Aleks’s.

Her fingers, her voice were shaking even more than mine as she reached for her phone and pressed play.  “Remember, Baby … remember I love you … this is our game … I promise you we can stop it anytime it gets too much.”

The little screen burst to life showing my wife’s retreating back – she’d obviously been sneaky and skilled enough to place her phone upright somewhere without the young firefighter noticing.

“You know, I really shouldn’t be here … my husband’s expecting me back any minute now,” she giggled as the picture suddenly showed a face-down Aleks lying on one of those collapsible massage tables.  Lying there with only his boxer shorts for cover.

“Heather, Baby … you worry too much … Timmy will be just fine … he seemed fine with you and me flirting yesterday … and it wasn’t like I was trying to hide how much I’ve got the hots for you!”

Heather giggled at this.  “Stop, you’re too bad, Aleks … and don’t call him ‘Timmy’ … he hates that…”

“Okay, if he doesn’t like Timmy … how about ‘Booky’ … is that better?”

Another fit of giggles from my disloyal wife.  My own reaction as I listened and watched strangely mixed – embarrassment and a little anger, but also a weird excitement at being spoken of like this.  I could even feel the heat coming off Heather’s face as she sat next to me, whispering a belated, ‘sorry, Honey’ as she realized just how bad it sounded.

As the video continued, it transpired Aleks was complaining that he had a real stiffness in a couple of his muscle groups and that he’d lured Heather up to his condo under the excuse of asking her to find the knots and see if she could do something about the stiffness.

The next few minutes consisted of few words, just a scene of my wife with her hands on the young hunk’s barely covered body.  Sometimes seemingly trying to genuinely help with the supposed medical problem.  While at other times that was little pretense of any medical help being offered - she was just running her hands over Aleks’s huge and muscley body with barely disguised lust.

From the look of out-and-out arousal on her face – clear enough even on a sub-five-inch screen – I was pretty sure she’d forgotten all about the camera.  She just seemed lost in her own little world of lust, rubbing her hands up and down his back, flanks and shoulders like a kid playing with a new toy they’ve been waiting for all year.

“That’s brilliant, Heather … really helpful … there’s also some stiffness in my left abductor … I’m just going to flip over so you can work your magic on that as well.”

Before she’d had any chance to protest – although she was possibly too far gone to have offered any protest even if he’d asked rather than just done it – he was already turned over and I was looking at a picture I’ll never forget. 

My wife of eleven years – a strong, smart professional woman – staring open-mouthed and lust-filled at a very swollen, semi-erect over-sized cock.  A massive male tool covered only by the thinnest of coverings.

“He’s huge, isn’t he!”  It was Heather, sitting right next to me, squeezing my hand as we excitedly watched the short video – her words snapping me out of my daydream.  I was stunned and shocked, but also undeniably highly aroused.  She was reliving the moment.  Maybe regretting that she’d had the strength of personality to pull herself away from Aleks even as he’d shown her what was on offer.

Minutes later we’d torn our clothes off each other and I was balls deep in her pussy – both of us knowing that bar some kind of miracle, in two weeks’ time Aleks would become my wife’s lover.  That – for good or bad – my long-time fantasy would finally come true.   

What he’d arranged, what he’d let her see had been the final nail in the coffin, banishing any last chance Heather or I would have the willpower to resist a seduction that seemed to be gathering  pace with every passing hour.

Although it was a moot point whether ‘seduction’ was the word to use – as Heather seemed just as keen as the over-sized young firefighter was to move things to their seemingly inevitable conclusion.  When my lovely wife would know what it felt like to have a cock that large inside her tight pussy.

As we made love, I gazed down into Heather’s smokey eyes, my mind totally consumed by lust, wanting to make things as intense as possible.

“Tell me, Darling … will he be the biggest you’ve ever had?”

“You mean bigger than you,” she giggled, teasing me as she knew I sometimes liked.

“No … I know I’m pretty small compared to all your boyfriends before … I mean, is he bigger than Kent.”  Kent being a former boyfriend who’d been blessed with a thick cock just over seven inches in length.

“Oh yes, Baby … bigger than Kent … and much, much bigger than you.”

This may seem cruel, but on the few occasions when we’d roleplayed our ‘Heather with another guy’ game, she knew this kind of mild teasing got me excited.  So now we’d moved things from fantasy onto the edge of the real world, why wouldn’t she tease me like this?  A theory proven by the way she smiled, feeling my cock stiffen and twitch inside her.

“You teasing Jezebel,” I cried, even as I covered her mouth and started fucking her as hard and as deep as I could.  The two of us loving the new energy and excitement we’d found for a fourth straight day of heightened passion.

‘Thanks, Heather. Thanks, Aleks?’

A strange thought, especially as I still didn’t like the guy.  Felt belittled and intimidated by him.

As Heather and I cuddled after our early evening fuck, I wondered how long I’d be thanking him and how long it would be before I might have very different feelings.

The last words that passed between us that night being a short and nervous conversation started by Heather.

“Tim, Honey … we are doing the right thing, aren’t we?”

Despite everything that had happened earlier, how she’d baited and teased me, she was still having second and third thoughts. 

(Only natural given the enormity of the step we were just about to take.  When we’d been thinking to add a third to our marriage – it had been a baby not a lover that we’d had in mind!)

“Honey, are you really sure this is what you want?  If we do this thing, there’ll be no going back … once I’ve been with him, felt that huge cock inside me, there’ll be no way to undo it … and I’ll likely just want him more and more until I’ve gotten him out of my system…”

Those beautiful brown eyes were looking straight at me, straight into the very depths of my soul.  Questioning me, begging me to think and think hard.  She wasn’t saying it out loud, but those eyes were saying, ‘Tim, I love you … please, Baby, please make really sure you’re onboard with this, because I’d hate to screw up or wreck our marriage over this…’

She didn’t say this, but what she did say was a repeat of what she’d said several times before.  “Honey, if you’re not sure, if you’re getting cold feet, it’s not too late, we can call a halt … call a stop.”

But just as with her, while I had enough fears and doubts for the both of us, I was on fire with lust and desire.  The more I looked into her eyes and saw that swirling mix of her own nerves and desire, the more I wanted it too.  Wanted it for her and for me.

The fact she was giving me an opt out - whilst not for a minute hinting that she herself had any doubts - just made me want it even more.  Knowing Heather was fired up with lust and desire for this big, young neanderthal of an ape-man just made the whole thing ten times hotter in my own mind.  Just made me want it even more.

“Honey?”  My wife’s gentle voice broke my day-dreaming as she touched my cheek.

“Sorry, Babe,” I apologized, “million miles away,” I smiled softly, savoring the softness of her lips on mine.  “Thanks for asking, Honey … for now, I think I want it … but let’s just stick to our plan, take it slow and see how we still feel in a couple of weeks.”

She smiled back.  A loving, deep smile.  We were aligned.

Or, at least I thought we were.




Chapter 6

Tuesday morning 2nd December 2014

If Monday night had ended with Heather in a slightly thoughtful, reflective mood, checking that I really was okay with the idea of her and Aleks – Tuesday morning saw her in an altogether different frame of mind.  Far happier and chirpier, our talk last night seemingly having washed away any nerves and doubts she’d had.

She didn’t say it out loud, in actual words, but everything about her jaunty mood told me Heather had taken huge encouragement from the way I’d responded both to her confession of visiting Aleks’s condo and then the video she’d then felt confident enough to show me.

The way I’d torn her clothes off afterwards and fucked her to within an inch of her life – the way I’d gotten excited when she’d teased me about the prodigious proportions of Aleks’s cock … well, it was just the medicine my happy, humming wife needed to perk her up at the start of her busy day.

Knowing that she was now on much safer ground, that her husband wasn’t showing any signs of buyer’s remorse, as we started our respective days working, she deliberately left her door open. 

This wasn’t her normal thing – normally she preferred to shut her door so she could really focus and concentrate.

But by leaving her door open, she knew (as I’d confessed my Monday snooping) that whenever I passed by, that I’d be unable to resist the urge to snoop again. And on the multiple occasions when I did this, I never had to wait more than a couple of minutes before I’d hear the telltale ‘ping’ of an incoming message. 

Even from my position in the doorway (she knew I was there, but headphones on, pretended she’d not seen me), each time I’d see my wife’s face immediately light up as her eyes scanned top to bottom, reading and re-reading.  Her excited smile then giving way to a more pensive expression, before a moment or two later those thumbs would work their magic as she smiled whilst replying to Lover Boy.

This was pretty much our morning up until just before noon time, our shared Google calendars telling me my beautiful wife had no lunchtime appointments today. 

Often on days like this it was normal for us to go to the gym together – Heather always the one to take the initiative, keen to spend even just a little more quality time with her man.

But this time I didn’t feel the customary wrap of my wife’s soft arms around my shoulders and the gentle waft of her perfume in my nostrils as she asked, ‘Honey, do you have time today?’

Instead I just got nothing more than the briefest of pecks on the cheek, a cheeky smile and a teasing, ‘see you in a while, not sure how long I’ll be today.’

The flushed look of excitement on her face telling me better than any words ever could that she and the six-foot-five-inch brute that was pursuing her had already synchronized their plans so they could pick up where they’d left off yesterday – now that Heather knew I’d been okay with her visit to his condo and the massage games they’d played.

The next minutes and hours seemed to pass by with a painful, glacial slowness.  I could hear my heart pounding in my chest, my mind full of the massage images I’d seen yesterday.  Full of pictures of the big, handsome brute’s hands on my wife’s stomach or ribs, or just under her boobs as he ‘helped’ her with a hand here and a hand there.

As her absence extended beyond the one-hour mark, I started picturing her being led by the huge, handsome firefighter into a dark and private corner of the building.  Being led there and bent over the nearest bench or piece of equipment, being unceremoniously pounded from behind as she screamed his name and came all over his huge cock.  Until he was done with her and my breathless, flushed wife was reduced to silence as he just flipped her shorts and panties back into place and carried on as if nothing had happened.  As if he’d not just fucked my wife.

~~~~~    

Thankfully for the welfare of my forty-one-year-old heart, Heather was there and back with still damp, freshly showered hair in just under two hours.  But even then, given everything that had happened these last few days and how much was going on between her and Aleks, the sight of that damp hair gave me pause for thought.  Gave me palpitations as I wondered where she might have showered and with whom.  As I wondered if, knowing I’d reacted so well to yesterday’s events, they had actually done some of the things I’d conjured in my mind.

My teasing, minx of a wife - having lost all the nerves and contrition she’d shown the day before - smiled wickedly at me as soon as she’d put her bag down.

“What do you think, my naughty, kinky husband … do you want to see a ‘gym special’ … me and my new trainer?”

With a build-up like that, the color drained from my face and my eyes bugged wild and scared as she pressed play and snuggled up close to me.

Just as I’d imagined while she’d been gone, all those mental pictures of her and Lover Boy sneaking off into some quiet corner of the changing rooms or finding an unused janitor’s cupboard came flooding back.

But instead what I got was a twenty-minute side view of Aleks helping Heather through various exercises and weights sessions.  Nowhere near as graphic as I’d feared or hoped – I honestly wasn’t sure which of the two felt stronger in my chest - relief or disappointment.

But there was still plenty of very open flirting.  Plenty of sly or not so sly little touches as he helped Heather move between positions or tried to improve her posture.  Even as I watched I thought chances are, she actually knows better than him what the right stance is – but she was more than happy to play dumb if it meant she got the sizzling excitement of the touch of his strong young hands on her shaking, sweating flesh.

I couldn’t hear what they were saying, and sometimes they were on equipment that wasn’t in camera shot – but the smile and touches that I did see told enough of the story.

After it was finished, Heather’s face was positively glowing with excitement.  I thought she was going to drag me off to bed in the middle of our working day and have her wicked way with me.  And if we’d both not had upcoming client calls, who knows, she might well have done just that.

But as it was, the next outpouring of my wife’s lust wasn’t directed at me, it was directed at someone altogether younger, more masculine and more ripped.

We’d both finished our respective calls and I was trying desperately to concentrate when Heather waltzed into my office her face lit-up with the grin of a Cheshire cat.

She handed me the phone and gave me her best sweet smile.  “Which one, Honey?  Which one do you think I should send?”  She then proceeded to thumb her way through five different very sexy bikini and lingerie shots – shots she’d taken but which were far too sexy for her to put on her various social media accounts.

While I was still figuring it out, she showed me her Facebook account where Aleks had been added as her newest friend.  Then she took great pleasure in showing me how he’d apparently gone through all her sexiest photos liking and commenting.  All, that is, except the ones which included me – where he’d either done nothing or he’d made some slightly snide or dismissive comment about me.

As I looked through the photos, looked through this very public display of his flirting with my wife it genuinely took my breath away – his very public actions showing just how dismissive his attitude was to me and the fact that Heather was married.

When Heather and I had agreed to play this game, to live out my fantasy before he headed back to San Diego, this wasn’t what I’d signed up for. 

A highly public pursuit and romancing of my wife going hand-in-glove with an equally public set of slights towards me hadn’t been what I’d had in mind.

But even though I hated it, even as I felt the searing pain slide though my chest like a red-hot poker, I actually felt an inexplicable excitement and swelling of my cock.

How the hell could this be?  It just didn’t make an ounce of sense.

“Ahum,” she coughed, reminding me of her question, thumbing over the five photos again.  “He texted me, ‘begged’ me to send him something even more sexy than the photos he’s already liked … something that I maybe held back.”

I was still in a state of shock at how quickly this whole thing had moved into the most public of domains – the pages were all of Heather’s friends and many of their husbands could wonder at who this handsome young guy stalking my wife was. 

Her girlfriends no doubt jealous and wonder at what encouragement she might have given him, their partners and husbands no doubt wondering if ‘poor old Tim’ had any idea what was going on.

Even as this painful set of thoughts tormented me, I found the lizard part of my brain, the part of that had wanted this for more years than I can remember, was actually choosing the sexiest of the five photos Heather had offered.  A photo showing Heather wearing a scandalously tiny set of blue thong panties and a matching strapless bra so small it looked like her 35Cs would fall out into the open at the slightest jiggle or movement.

“That one!”

Was it me speaking?  It sounded like me, but it felt like the intelligent, conscious part of my brain had been totally subsumed by the lust-fueled part of me.  I was thinking with lust, thinking with my hormones and cock.  But even as I became aware of this, conscious me didn’t countermand the order, didn’t override what I’d just told Heather.

And from the naughty smile on her face, she was only too happy to send it.  The pit of my stomach scrunching itself up all over again as I heard Heather’s words.  The words she was tapping onto her screen to accompany the image.

‘Here you go … it’s just a little something to say thank you for all those likes and nice things you said … although I kinda noticed you were less kind to Tim … H xx’

One minute later:

‘Tim who?  Oh, Timmy Boy?  Bookie?  Forgot all about him:)  … I only have eyes for one occupant in Apartment sixty-three … and it’s the hot blonde, not her geeky husband LOL A xx’

Only the mildest of rebukes flew back.

‘Now, now … play nice … H xx’

In fact, hardly a rebuke at all, but again I found my chest and gut experiencing a strange, bittersweet pleasure at the way he was taunting and belittling me to the woman who would wore my ring and who would soon bear our child.

~~~~~    

The rest of the afternoon was pure, unmitigated torture.  I had three new portfolios for which I needed to prepare recommendations for meetings the following day, but concentrating seemed impossible.

The only thing that cheered me up was that whenever I passed Heather’s open door, I could see she was having the same problem.  I’d often catch her looking out the window, staring into space as she looked out over Union Bay.

When I was finally done for the day, I turned my laptop off and wondered in to see how Heather was getting on, but she seemed still in the thick of it.  Obviously with all of that gazing out of the window, she’d been struggling to focus even more than I had been.

“How much more to do?”  I asked, my horniness and emotional turmoil meaning I really, really wanted to spend some time next to my lovely wife in the bedroom.

“Sorry, Honey … maybe an hour?  Maybe a little longer,” she replied, sensing my disappointment.

“Okay,” I replied, trying to sound a little more upbeat for her benefit,  “I’ll take Rascal out for a nice long walk … I’m sure he won’t mind.” 

Inference being that he might not mind, but that I most certainly would as I really needed some ‘close time’ with Heather.  Everything was so swirling, so confused.  I needed the kind of time we’d enjoyed the night before, time which had made everything better.

“Okay, Babe,” she replied quietly, stopping and pulling my hand back as I was moving towards the door.  Pulling me close before she looked up, touched my face and kissed me softly.

“You know I really love you, don’t you, Honey?”

‘Of course,’ I smiled to myself, thinking it a strange thing for Heather to say right now.  “I know, Honey … and you know just how much I love you, right?”

Her soft, loving smile nearly broke my heart in two as she kissed me.  “Tim Shepherd, I really don’t deserve a man like you,” she cooed before giving me a second soft kiss and gently dismissing me.  “At least Rascal will be happy with the extra long walk.”

~~~~~    

Our walk was a long one,  a full forty five minutes.  A fact I blamed on the coronary history of the men in Heather’s extended family, several of whom had suffered from heart problems shortly after their fortieth birthdays.

I’d turned forty a full eighteen months ago and as I’d put on a few extra pounds, the day after my fortieth, Heather had started dragging me to the gym with her and, just for good measure, making sure I walked Rascal two times a day for a full forty-five minutes.

All through our walk, I could think of only one topic - all the things that had crowded in on our lives in the last few days.  As I went back over everything that had happened – all the talks, all the random and less randoms meetings between my wife and the hunky super-stud firefighter, all their flirting and game playing. 

So much had happened in such a short space of time, as I replayed it all, it felt like it was three or four months’ worth of events.

But it was only four days since Heather had first brought up the topic of ‘maybe’ finally making my fantasy come true.

If this is what ‘going slow’ felt like, then just what the hell would the real thing feel like?

Would my heart and my chest and my head feel like they were in a permanent clamp?  Unable to breathe or think or function as my whole being and world got consumed by the intense feelings that must go along with knowing your wife was in the arms and in the bed of another man.

If watching her flirt felt like this, then the real thing would surely render me helpless with an overwhelming mix of excitement and panic. 

How could the effect be anything but – a truly sobering thought for a man who’d fantasized for so long but who was smart enough to know that fantasy and reality rarely feel the same.  Who knew that fantasy and reality often carry very different flavors and are often best left unmixed and unfulfilled.  The world of fantasy being far safer, far less painful … even if the price paid is the lack of true exhilaration.

If we did push forward, would I be able to cope with such a mixture of feelings?  Would I be able to cope with such a bittersweet set of experiences? Or would they crush me and fracture the love and bond that was the center of my universe?

With all these thoughts spinning over and over through my mind, poor Rascal got little of my attention.  Twice he had to bark at me when I nearly tripped over him.

“Sorry, Boy.”  He was the best companion a man could hope for.  ‘So loving and forgiving,’ I thought to myself as I soothed my earlier worries with the knowledge that Heather and I still had two weeks before we’d finally make up our minds and that the one constant in the mix was that she told me time and time again that anytime I wanted to reverse course, we could do.

But still, even as I repeated her words in my head, something was nagging away at me.  Something about the way she’d been just before I’d left for my long walk with Rascal. 

There had been something in her demeanor, almost a sadness, almost a sense of resignation.  But try as I might, I couldn’t work it out, telling myself that maybe I was just imagining it.  After all, the last few days had been more than intense.

But when Rascal and I did finally make our way back home, I found out that my antenna had been spot on.  That I hadn’t been imagining a damned thing.


Chapter 7

Tuesday evening 2nd December 2014

“Hey, Honey,” I smiled at her as Rascal leapt off his leash and jumped all over his mistress as I carried on talking with my back to her, hanging up my heavy winter coat.  “Glad to see you’re finally done with work.”

“Any thoughts about dinner?” I added, an innocuous and natural question as I turned back around.

My eyes immediately making me see the error of my ways as all kinds of alarm bells went off.  My wife of fifteen years, my beautiful Heather – soulmate, best friend and soon to be mother of our children – was in a trance-like state, her eyes wide and unblinking as she stared straight at me.  Able to stare but unable to speak.

Rushing over, sitting right next to her, taking her hand, I let my presence slowly ease her back into the land of the living.  For now, the best I could give her was my comforting physical proximity; the touch of my shoulder against hers, my hand on hers and the patience of my soft, loving smile.

Her words when they came were barely a whisper.

“Take me to bed … make love to me, Tim … I need you … need to feel you inside me.”

Her words, the needs she’d just confessed, the way she looked – they all told me one thing.  But rather than question her, make her feel even more self-aware and bereft, I knew I needed to move slowly, to move gently and let her take things at her own speed.  To speak, to explain only when she was ready.

Moving towards her, knowing the truth she’d soon be telling me, my mind raced back to Saturday night – the first night we’d really seriously talked about the prospect of her and Aleks.  When her supposedly reassuring words about her being able to stop things at any stage had revealed her real inner thoughts – that she’d be the one driving this thing forward, rather than us driving together.  The look on her face, her desperate need for reclaiming sex telling me that while I’d been out with Rascal, she’d been driven far and fast.

Kissing her softly and tenderly as I went, I pulled off her clothes and then my own as I led her into our bedroom and slipped the both of us under the cool, cotton sheets.

Even though my heart was racing and my head was filled with all kinds of fears, as my skin touched her’s, I realized I’d not felt this thrilled, this full of electricity in many a year.  Maybe even since all the way back to that very first time we’d been together as man and woman … fuck, what a thought!  My brain, my chest were exploding with fireworks – good and bad – but even with all these fears and terrors, it felt like I was seeing my wonderful Heather as a woman for the very first time all over again.

In this post-sex, vulnerable state, she was just so beautiful, so fragile.  I wanted to hold her, to comfort her and, more than anything, I needed to know the full enormity of what had gone down while I’d been out.

“Make love to me … fuck me,” her tiny voice begged, the neediness in her tone making my cock extra hard and I didn’t need to be asked a second time as I sank my throbbing five inches balls deep in one smooth stroke. 

The instant I was inside I knew I was feeling something very different.

When she was particularly amorous, Heather could be very wet and given my limited girth and length, I rarely if ever had difficulty in sliding smoothly in.

But this was something entirely different.  This was lubrication of a totally different order of magnitude.  As I rested with my full weight on her and I saw her guilty look up at me, I knew that what I was feeling on and around my cock wasn’t my wife’s own feminine secretions. Her eyes, the guilty flush of her cheeks were telling me my cock was basting in the juices and sperm of another man, another man who’d been in her pussy before me. 

Who’d seeded her before me and whose juices were already owning my territory, adding insult to injury as they clung to my cock like some form of pollutant or glove and even oozed around the sides to provide visual torment to go hand-in-hand with the mental anguish this realization was giving me.

“Make love to me, Baby,” she whined, pulling me down into the most urgent and needy of kisses.  “Tell me that we’re still alright … that you still love me…”

“Always, Baby … Always, Honey,” I replied even as I felt the circuit boards of my brain start to fry with all kinds of conflicting emotions and thoughts.

“Always, Sweetheart … I love you always, nothing … nothing will ever change that, Heather, Baby…”  I knew I needed to tiptoe, knew I needed also to be strong – strong for both of us.

Looking at those eyes, seeing a face wracked by nervousness, I knew she was the most vulnerable I’d ever seen her in all of our fifteen years together.

I could have asked, could have shouted all kinds of things … things about a two week wait, things about going slow and her promise we could always stop if I needed … but what was the point? 

It was all already done – you can’t un-fuck a pussy any more than you can uncrack an egg or reverse a pregnancy. The creamy white fluids oozing around the side of my cock told me that the deed was already done and that the woman I loved needed me emotionally now more than ever. 

Needed me to make her feel loved and accepted and whole again.  Words that echoed around my skull, even as other words hissed in the background.  ‘Your fantasy, Tim … it was always your fantasy not hers … she gave you what you wanted, the least you owe her know is unconditional love and support.’

Part of me was angry.  Part of me felt let down and betrayed.  But those hissing words bit into my heart and conscience and I pulled Heather to me, kissing her softly and with a love I knew she’d feel through my actions.

~~~~~    

Heather must have sensed the emotional change in me. 

She must have because I could feel the tension slowly start to leave her body. She relaxed, her muscles less tense and she started slowly moving in time with my thrusts. 

Our eyes now locked together.  She was so beautiful.  Somehow even more beautiful than the day before.  Than before another man had tried and succeeded in bedding her.

Through all the years of my fantasy, I’d lost track of all the things I’d read about male competition theory.  About how when another woman is desired or is at risk of being lost, the male brain and hormones kick into super-overdrive.  Lusting more, appreciating more and desiring more.

Looking down at my beautiful wife, thinking how I’d never ever wanted her more, all I can say is all those theories suddenly made sense.  Suddenly seemed to come to life as they stomped around in my head in their size twelve boots, telling me I needed this woman and would never, ever give her up.  Even to a huge, much bigger, much more handsome and younger guy like Aleks.

Even as my cock pumped in and out and she wrapped her long legs around my back, Heather must have seen the changes in my face and a shy, nervous smile appeared on her lips.

“Ask me, Baby … ask me all the things you know you want to ask … you know, the things you always ask when we’re roleplaying,” she smiled, mixing shyness and seduction. 

“Only, this time, Baby … it won’t be roleplay,” she grinned. 

She didn’t have to finish the rest of the sentence … ‘this time it will be for real’ was implied, implied and proven by the sticky white fluid of another man that was clinging on and polluting my own dick.

Oh shit!  Oh shit!  Did I have the strength to ask? 

But the truth was the opposite, that I knew I didn’t have the strength to NOT ASK!

Fuck!  Fuck!  My chest felt like it would explode, would blow the roof clean off the whole building, but I knew I had to ask … even if I was tiptoeing into the equivalent of an emotional minefield that could maim and harm my ego.

“And you’ll tell me everything … honestly?”  I asked, having to know I didn’t have to worry about things held back, things that might hurt my feelings.

“Yes,” she smiled wickedly, “always honest … always totally honest … and you too?”

Damn.  This had to be a two-way street, didn’t it.  It might be hard to admit and discuss the things in my fantasy.  Things no longer just pretended and roleplayed, things now painfully and excitingly real.  But she was right, if this thing wasn’t going to tear us apart, it wasn’t just her who needed to be honest.

“Yes, pax,” I teased.  “Total honesty from this hombre here as well…”

“Okay,” she beamed, “ask away … what is it you want to know first?”

“Was it Aleks?”  I almost felt embarrassed, nerves getting the better of me as I asked a real dumbass question.

“Who else,” she grinned, sensing I’d started with the easiest of warm-ups, finding my feet, testing the ground.

“Was he big?”  After ten years of discussing my fantasy, she smiled, fully understanding the significance of my question.  She’d known from the very earliest days of our marriage just how insecure I was about the size of my manhood. 

That however confident I was in all my strengths and attractiveness to the fairer sex, that my modest endowment had always been my Achilles heel, had always made me fret.  That my thin five inches had always worried me, especially being married to a woman as beautiful and smart as her.  A woman who I knew loved me more than life itself - but who I knew would always be chased and pursued by armies of other guys.

I’d seen the massage iPhone feed, so I already knew the answer, but from all our roleplaying, Heather I needed to here this truth from her lips.

“Yes, he was big!” she smirked, squeezing her legs extra tight around me, as if to send some kind of accompanying physical message.

Cutting me off before I could speak again, she really rammed the blade in deep.

“So big.  So very, very big.  Absolutely massive down there,” she grinned, her eyes never leaving mine even for the briefest of moments as each new word banged an extra nail into my own personal cross of sexual inadequacy.  A cross that sizzled and burned and seared into my consciousness in ways that hurt like hell but which also made me twist and contort myself with the most delicious bittersweet of sexual ecstasies.

Looking into those eyes, I swear that however much she loved me, she was loving this game, loving my emotional and sexual discomfort even more.

“Did he fuck you good?”  I asked.

“Ooh, yeah … the best … much better than you, Honey … I love you, Baby … but he fucked me so, so much better,” she purred with the purest and sweetest of acids.

Hussy!  She’d not even waited for a question to invite her to comment before she’d banged these especially sharp and piercing nails into my hands and feet.  I’d asked whether he was good, I’d not asked her to compare him to me, especially not in such a disparaging way.  That hadn’t been the answer to my question – that had all been her, her wanting to tease and taunt.

Slut!  But she was my slut and I loved her, and I’d been the one who’d always wanted her to play this game and on the rare occasions when we had roleplayed these games, she said stuff like this and worse.

The only difference was that had all been make-believe.  Pretend, made up shit.  Whereas what she was now telling me was real, very real!

Left to her own devices, Heather would have been more than happy to build our loving lives together and stay - no matter how many men pursued her - as a one-woman man. 

I’d been the one who’d nagged away until finally Aleks ‘the Unicorn Man’ had come into our lives and turned my wife’s head in such a unique way that she was finally interested in giving me what I wanted.

Or at least, giving me what I thought I wanted.

“Did he make you cum?”  My heart pounding as I went for the kill.  Unsheathing the last sharp nail I needed to understand.

“Make me cum?” she teased, as if she didn’t understand the question.  Bitch!  “Oh, you mean like you CAN’T DO … oh, let me think, it’s so long since I enjoyed a nice dick cum, I need to dredge my memory banks,” she teased before exploding in a welter of mock ire.

“Of course he made me cum!  A massive, huge cock … a handsome, charismatic big-bodied macho stud who knows exactly how to use his huge cock … knows exactly what a girl like me wants … of course he made me cum!” she exploded. 

Before dramatically calming her voice and almost whispering,  “unlike someone else we both know.” Tenderly stroking my face in a way that was simultaneously both loving and mocking.

Harlot!  But she was my harlot, doing what I’d asked her to do and now her big brown eyes were sparkling up at me.  Challenging me, testing me. 

We were now well past the point where she needed loving and reassuring – the point where she needed to know I still loved and accepted her. 

We were at the point where her eyes were telling me she wanted and needed to be fucked and fucked hard.  She needed and wanted to be reclaimed, reclaimed in a way that the size of my cock and my sexual prowess would allow.  A caveat and condition both of us got and understood without either of us having to spell it out as I rammed my lips down on hers and set off on what I knew would be one of the shortest but most intense fucks we’d ever have.

“Fuck, fuck I love you, Babe,” I screamed.

“Love you too,” she moaned, nails digging deep into my shoulders as my hips scrambled and clawed at her sex as if my very life depended on it, ramming in and out as fast as I could, even as both of us felt the sap urgently rising in my cock.

Heather had already been well fucked so even trying to make her cum again wasn’t really a consideration, especially as I knew this wasn’t something I’d achieved anytime in the last five years.

I just wanted to fuck as hard and as fast as I could and paint the insides of her pussy with my jizz.  To dilute the swimmers Aleks had already planted there. 

“Take it, take it, Bitch!” I cried as we tried to eat each other’s faces off.  For me a cruel, violent act of reclaiming what was mine.  For her an equally desperate act of absolution and assuaging guilt, of letting herself know that despite playing with fire she’d not burned the whole fricking house down as her husband was still here and with her.

I screamed at the top of my lungs as I came.  Screamed with passion and power, imagining Heather was doing the same.  She was clinging tight to me, sucking and biting at my lips just like I was doing to her.  But she didn’t scream, she didn’t cum.  We both knew that was the whole point.  The whole reason this fantasy had sunk its talons so deep into me.  So deep that we’d finally, after all these years, made the fantasy come true.

Now that I’d cum and we’d both reclaimed each other in our different ways, what we needed to do was work out ‘what next’ and assess how we felt about things.


Chapter 8

Tuesday evening 2nd December 2014

“Tim, Honey … are we really okay?”  Now that the sexual storm was finally subsided, now that we were only thinking with our proper heads, it was the most obvious and important of questions for Heather to ask.

And as she asked it, I saw the nervousness and fear that had earlier been on her face suddenly return.

Hugging her close, pulling her close, I answered from the heart.

“Always, Honey … we’ll always be okay, Sweetheart.  Nothing on God’s green earth, no one on earth is ever going to come between us,” I smiled, knowing the look in my eyes told her just how deeply I meant every word of what I was saying.

“I’m sorry, Babe,” she whispered.  “I know we said we’d wait a couple of weeks, go slow … but when he turned up at the door … I’m sorry, Babe … I just melted, I wanted him so much … I tried to resist, but I couldn’t … I just simply couldn’t…”

Slowly, over the next half hour, the story of what had happened while I was out walking Rascal came out.

Apparently, according to Heather, he must have been keeping an eye on my routine as no sooner than Rascal and I had left than he was down at our door.

Making some excuse to be let in, as soon as the door was shut, he’d taken Heather’s head between his hands and given her a passionate and soulful kiss, forcing his tongue all the way deep into her mouth.

“Tim, Honey … I promise you, I told him, ‘No’, told him, ‘I was a married woman,’ and that he had to stop.”

Apparently his reaction had just been to kiss her again, only this time the kiss lasted even longer and this time his hands were rubbing at her boobs and ass and pushing my wife’s tummy against the very hard and very large lump in his shorts.

As she carried on telling me what had happened, shame and excitement seemed to be fighting for control of her face.  “Then he started kissing my neck … kissing and sucking and giving little nibbly bites … you know how I am, Honey … how I get when you kiss my neck … how sensitive it is…”

I did know how she was.  Ever since our first serious make-out sessions, I’ve known that Heather is putty in my hands when I pay special attention to the hyper-sensitive skin on her neck.

So as she told me how things had started happening, about how she’d tried to resist, I knew that when he’d started this paying of special attention to her neck that she had indeed been lost.  Any possibility of resistance and sticking to our two-week plan almost certainly impossible for her to stick to.

But as I looked at her flushed face as she carried on talking, a sudden thought occurred to me.

“All those flirty texts … did you discuss that kind of thing?  You know, sex stuff … positions … erogenous zones?”

Her face colored up with guilt and shame, suddenly realizing she’d been the one who’d been responsible for her own downfall.

After he’d started kissing her neck both he and Heather knew that all of her resistance had ebbed away and that he could do just with her as he wanted.

Apparently, to prove his power over Heather and tempt her even more, he’d then been insistent to push her down to her knees so that her face was just inches away from the thin grey material at the front of his shorts - the only thing separating her from the impossibly big throbbing piece of meat hidden underneath.

“Sorry, Honey,” she apologized all over again, “he told me to take it out, to play with it, get it properly hard and see how much larger than my husband’s cock it was.”

“And you did all of that?” I asked with the biggest of lumps forming in my dry throat, knowing that if I was honest I wanted to hear Heather confess just how smitten and besotted she’d been with Aleks’s massive cock.

“Yes, Baby,” she whispered, her look of anguish and shame making the moment somehow even more exciting and delicious for me, even if it did amplify my pain.

“What did you do?  Wank him up and down, get him hard?” I helpfully suggested, as I pushed a little too hard, alerting Heather that I was in no way angry with her – that actually I wanted to hear every gory little detail.  Her expression changing from guilty confession to teasing temptress as she turned the tables on me.

“Yes I did … his cock was just so gorgeous, I just couldn’t resist … I was mesmerized, playing with it, feeling it’s weight … it was so heavy, much heavier and bigger than any other cock I’ve ever handled … and all the veins, the knotted, ribbed map of veins and knots … shit, Honey … they just made it look so manly … so masculine … even just playing with it, I could feel myself creaming at the thought of how a monster like that would actually feel inside me…”

She had me.  Totally had me.  She was now playing with my much smaller cock even as she told me how manly and amazing her young lover’s cock was.  As if by telepathy, she knew exactly what I was thinking and wanted to hear – even if I knew how hearing the truth would be torture and painful.

“Sorry, Honey … but it was just so magnificent … so much bigger than your Little Timmy … I couldn’t get enough … can’t get enough … I had to feel it throbbing in my mouth, had to taste him … see how he tasted … see if he tasted different to a much, much smaller cock like yours.”

Ouch!  Fucking Ouch!

But from our earlier roleplay, from the way my cock twitched, Heather knew this was exactly the kind of talking that inexplicably set my heart on fire - so she just carried on down the same track as she described what happened next.

“While I blew him and explored that beautiful monster of his … honestly, Honey … I don’t think I’ve ever seen a more beautiful, more manly cock … while I was doing this, he tried to take my clothes off … but I told him you might be back any time so he just opened my blouse, pulled my tits out and bent me forward over the counter…”

“I whined at him to stop, but he just pushed my panties to the side and rubbed that massive plum-of-a-cockhead of his up and down my pussy, rubbing it all over my clit … telling me if I really wanted him to stop, then I should tell him,” my wife’s words trailing off as she remembered what it had felt like to feel her first new cock in over fifteen years. A cock much bigger than what she was used to, much bigger than any cock she’d ever experienced before.

The previous teasing look on her beautiful face swinging back to full-on blushing embarrassment as she described the moment of her final surrender.  When her need to feel the young firefighter’s massive cock inside her meant her last vestiges of resistance had finally collapsed into a heap of debris and she let him slowly sink all the fat inches of his cock into her.

As I heard her tell me again just how thick he was, and just how much he stretched her and went so much deeper than any cock before, I couldn’t help but wonder if her blushing embarrassment was real or was for my benefit.  Designed to make me think she’d put up more resistance than she actually had.

For some reason this painful, gut-slicing thought that she might even now be holding back, not telling me the whole story sent more arrows of molten pain searing through my chest as my cock hardened at the thought.

Her description of his cock finally sinking balls deep into her womanly tunnel suddenly rang huge alarm bells in my head, alarm bells about something that had been so far totally absent from her retelling of events.

“What about the condoms?”

“Sorry, Honey,” she replied, this time her blush and embarrassment definitely genuine.  “His cock just felt so good, stretched me out so good, I lost all power of thought … all ability to stop him or ask him to put one on…”

By now I was horny again and I felt a cruel sense of power and revenge as I pushed Heather onto her knees and thrust into her from behind, pulling on her long blonde hair as I started slamming in and out again.

“That’s how he did me, Baby … pulling my hair, calling me his married slut … slamming into me like you … only he went deeper … much, much deeper,” she teased without even bothering to look over her shoulder at me.

“Did he make you cum?”  I could match her in the taunting game as I listened to her tell me how she’d come over and over again as his massive manhood reamed out her depths and stretched her like she’d never been stretched before, as I turned her over and finished her off in missionary before shooting another load deep into my beautiful wife’s already drenched pussy.

The furnace-like heat now gone, the two of us were happy to just share a long series of tender kisses as we recovered.

But as we kissed, I just had a nagging thought in the back of my mind.  A thought that I couldn’t quite put my finger on, something linked to how she’d seemed a little odd and distracted just before I left to take Rascal on his walk.

“Wow … I really love you, Honey … I love you so much … thanks for making my fantasy finally come true,” I smiled down at her as our eyes locked together.  “Is there anything else you want to tell me, Honey?  Anything else you missed out, you know, coz you think it might hurt my feelings…”

“No, Baby, that’s everything,” she cooed back at me, maybe just the smallest hint of a blush on her face, or maybe I was just imagining it.  ‘Yes, that was likely it,’ I told myself.  Tonight had been so darned intense for both Heather and myself that I was sure I was just being over-sensitive, letting my imagination get the better of me.

~~~~~    

With two sticky, sweaty bodies between us – Heather had now had sex three times (Aleks once, me twice) – it was time to shower and then cuddle.  Both of our reserves of physical and emotional energy now running dangerously low.

As we cuddled and talked, our conversations were much more low key.

“Are you okay with everything, Honey?” Heather asked.  “How was your fantasy compared to what you expected?”

But even before I could answer, her phone pinged with another incoming message.  No prizes for guessing the sender as she giggled and her face lit up all over again.

“My young Romeo says that’s the best sex he’s ever had.”  She looked so proud, I guess not unreasonable having received such a compliment from such a young hunk as Aleks.  Her fingers moving quickly across the screen as she pressed send.

“I told him it was the same for me.”  We both knew she was happily mixing up our teasing, taunting game with the truth.  Her face suddenly turning more serious, turning back to the Heather who lived in my world.  Not besotted, crushing Heather – but professional, independent business woman Heather.

“I told him that he mustn’t breathe a word to anyone about what happened … and that we can meet tomorrow in Starbucks to sort things out.”

‘Sort things out.’

What a wonderfully vague expression I thought to myself.  An expression that almost certainly guaranteed I’d not be getting much sleep tonight.  Although, thankfully, despite this expectation sleep did come soon.  The last thing I remembered as my weary eyes closed was the sight of Heather smiling as she exchanged yet another text with the new man in her life.  Her massively-endowed, six-foot-five hunky young firefighter.


Chapter 9

Wednesday 3rd December 2014

‘Sort things out.’

That’s what Heather had said when she texted Aleks back about the need to meet up at Starbucks the following day.

Right after she’d texted him back to confirm that, just like he thought, she agreed that the sex between the two of them was the best she’d ever had.

‘Why thanks!’ the pity-party piece of my brain could have whined as I reflected on this last set of words - but what was the point? 

I knew that Heather loved me with all her heart – she’d chosen me as her husband and the man she wanted to father her children – but I’d never kidded myself that the sex between her and me was the absolute best for her.  At least not for the last few years, since my slightly less hard and slightly less big cock had stopped her cumming on my cock.

It was the middle of the morning, around ten-thirty I think, when Heather had once again broken away from her normally ironclad work routines to go and spend time with Aleks.

Their relationship (if that’s the right word to use) was barely five days old, but my ever-focused, serial planner of a wife had allowed her infatuation with the hunky young firefighter from the condo above to blow her seriously off course.

She’d done barely an hour’s worth of work, when she told me with a flirty smile that she was off to the gym and then she was planning to meet up with Aleks so they could ‘sort things out.’ 

That phrase again! 

A phrase so vague she could use it as cover for pretty much anything under the sun.

Seeing the spring in her step as she checked her gym bag, I had few doubts that they’d already coordinated their schedules so they could both work out together.  Another chance to mutually ogle and touch in public without arousing too much suspicion.

Then they’d no doubt head to Starbucks to ‘sort things out.’ 

The optimist in me thinking this would be the serious, socially conservative part of my wife reasserting herself and emphasizing to Aleks that he needed to keep totally secret what had happened between them, not go bragging to all his buddies in San Diego or in Fire Station Ten here in Seattle.  And that this was all they’d be discussing.

But when Heather’s ten-thirty departure had stretched all the way to two-thirty and there was still no sign of my wife back home, I knew damned well that ‘sorting things out’ had a decidedly wider and more physical aspect to it than my optimistic interpretation had suggested.

At least one good thing, Heather’s protracted absence gave me a chance to think through where my mind and emotions were at after experiencing such huge, life-altering changes to our marriage in the last few hours. 

Changes which, judging by the excited way Heather had left to meet Aleks, were likely to continue for the next couple of months until Aleks finally headed back to San Diego when his secondment ended.

‘How did I feel?’

That was a damned good question.

This thing – Heather going with another guy - had been my fantasy more years than I cared to remember. 

And now, after many years of nothing more than the occasional roleplay and believing it would never happen, it had finally come true.

The more I tried to analyze my feelings, the more I realized my emotions were truly all over the place.  A real mixed bag.  A real mixed bag of highs and lows.

I’d loved seeing Heather being so youthful, so free-spirited and sexual – despite her thirty-eight years, returned to the sexy, free-spirited woman I’d fallen in love with all those years ago.

And sure, seeing her fawning over a new guy, giggling and blushing like she was back in high school, crushing on the star quarterback had more than a few negative undertones. 

Inevitably, part of me wished it had been me, rather than some other guy, who was bringing this out in her.

But I knew this just wasn’t possible, that I held a different and altogether more important place in her heart and in her life.

And in a strange, twisted and masochistic way – a way that I was only just now beginning to recognize and partially understand – the fact she was crushing on some other guy was the whole source of the sizzling, scintillating eroticism I was feeling.

But when I thought about her and Aleks together – even together in the simplest and most innocent of social situations – it felt like I had the whole world pressing down on my chest.  Such was the intense pain, the intense difficulty in getting my lungs to work, in focusing on anything other than on the two of them.

Before the last few days, I’d fantasized.  But that had been harmless, utterly controllable and decidedly two-dimensional.

What I was now beginning to live through and beginning to glimpse was something of a totally different order of magnitude.  It was like comparing an abacus to a whole chain of super-computers – the fantasy and the reality were really that far apart.  Both in terms of excitement and in terms of the pain that went hand-in-glove with that excitement.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized two things were true. 

One, that I was glad that Heather had finally given me this ‘gift’ – had finally allowed me to experience this fantasy of mine, as it was a million times more intense than ever I’d imagined.  Both a million times more exciting and a million times more nerve-shredding and painful.

And two, that I was hugely glad Aleks would be heading back and heading out of our lives in just two months’ time.

Living just four days of this kind of life had been overwhelming enough.  I couldn’t begin to fathom how people could live this kind of life on a long-term basis. 

Just how the hell did they function?  How did they manage to get any work done, or keep their marriages from becoming anything more than a hollowed-out shell as their wives focused much more on their exciting new partner than on the man they’d sworn vows to?

~~~~~    

Sitting there alone in our kitchen area, sipping slowly at a piping hot cup of coffee, now I’d vaguely understood my own feelings, naturally enough my mind turned to where Heather was at.  The last few hours having been just as revolutionary and life-changing for her as they’d been for me.

As I pictured all the ways she’d spoken, all the things she’d said and all the various emotions I’d seen passing across her face, I tried to tell myself she was likely just as confused and conflicted as I was.

I found myself gazing at a favorite picture I’d taken of her recently.  All happy, full-of-life smile and cascading frizzy blonde hair.

The reason I loved that photo was that she looked so full of life, so utterly happy, like nothing else mattered, like life was just one giant bowl of candies.

As I thought about it, I realized over the last few hours – pretty much since we’d first agreed to play this game, and especially since her first time with Aleks last night – I’d seen this ecstatic, euphoric look on her face more and more.

Sure, there had been moments when she’d needed my reassurance.  When small, dark clouds of doubt had scuttled across her face.  But with the right words and comforting from me, these clouds had soon scattered.  Scattered to be replaced by more looks of radiant happiness.  More looks of joy at the fun she was having, at the amazing sex she’d just experienced and at the anticipation of what the next couple of months held for her.

It was a realization that made my stomach churn with all kinds of mixed feelings.  Happy that the human being I loved more than any other was so excited and so fulfilled.  But also feeling gut clenching, chest pounding fear that something in the games we were playing, in the things we were doing would start unmooring Heather from me.  That the sex, the orgasms and the huge cock that Aleks could give her and which I never could would slowly start levering her away from me.  Not because she wanted it that way – Heather loved me too much for that – but because sex and excitement and emotions are the bedrocks upon which love and relations are built.  And that by playing these games – by allowing another man to give these foundational things to the woman I loved I was having the most intense of short-term sugar rushes but that before long I’d have to pay the price.

It was a sobering thought.  And a thought I was glad I was having now.  This new game, this new set of experiences was bound to have a big impact on Heather.  And by fronting up to this and making sure we communicated and didn’t hide from anything … well, that was what would give us our best shot at staying safe.

~~~~~      

Just an hour before, when I’d sat down to reflect, this new world had felt a frighteningly confusing place.  But now that I’d reached these triple conclusions I felt a whole lot better.

It wasn’t like I suddenly thought there were no dangers to go along with the highs and excitement – it was just that now I thought I had some kind of map to help guide us through.

And it felt good.  Far better than feeling unmoored and lost.

A feeling of quiet contentment that was made even better when just five minutes later Heather waltzed back into our condo – the clock telling me she’d been gone a full four-and-a-half hours.

What had she been up to?  My quiet contentment already lanced by the searing pain of this simple question.

Never mind the length of time she’d been away, it was the look on her face which was the giveaway.

“How’s Lover Boy?” I asked, trying not to sound as acerbic as the words may have sounded.  “Did you get things sorted out?”

Heather seemed deaf to my mild sarcasm.  She looked thoroughly well-fucked, virtually floating on a cloud of happiness that no amount of husbandly-sarcasm could puncture.

“He’s fine, thanks,” she beamed, “and yes, we did get things sorted out … he understands the need for discretion … with me being a professional woman with a reputation … and being married.”

Interesting I thought that the married bit came second, but I decided to let that one pass.

“Do you want to go to bed, Honey?  Hear what happened … what we talked about?”

Fuck, woman.  Don’t you use your feminine wiles against me.  I’m trying to be all angry and husbandly and you’re doing this shit to me!  And, anyway, didn’t Big Dick Richie give you enough lovin’ … have I now got myself an insatiable nympho for a wife?  And what use would my little wiener be too you having just been fucked by a huge salami like that bastard has swinging between his legs?

All these mixed-up thoughts whizzed through my head as I groaned inwardly, knowing damned well Heather and I would be lying entwined together in bed in the next few minutes.  That there was no way that, even in a mood of mild self-pity, I was going to pass up on an offer like this. Even knowing full well that she’d be offering me her well used body even as she teased and tormented me with a blow-by-blow account of what had happened since she’d left out little marital nest all those hours ago.

Sinking my cock all the way in, I got my first reaction from my wife.

“Umm .. be gentle, Honey … Aleks fucked me real hard … real hard and real long … I’m quite tender and a little bit sore down there.”

Oh fuck, now he wasn’t just denying me my woman by keeping her physically away from me from hours upon end … now he was denying me my woman by the vigor and length of their sessions together!  Putting her off limits even when she was back in my arms and back in our bed! 

Why the hell did my disobedient cock stiffen even more at this revelation?  At these teasing words from the woman I loved?

By rights I should have been reaching for the number of the nearest divorce attorney – though of course the reality was that I’d been the one who’d encouraged my otherwise faithful wife into this way of behaving! 

Feeling a squelching, wet presence as I pushed all the way in, I felt a painful ache in my chest at what I I knew my cock was experiencing.  Knowing I had no choice but to ask, ashamed with myself at the answer I knew I wanted to hear.

“You’re very wet, Honey … condoms?”

Last time she’d said that she’d been too stunned by the beauty and size of his cock to follow through on our condom plan.  This time she didn’t even voice an answer.  Knowing her ‘little girl lost’, ‘little girl wants her pony’ look was sufficient to answer my question. 

Just a variation on what had happened last time – in her mind, his cock just too magnificent and their game just too exciting to allow anything as mundane as condoms to intrude on her little piece of heaven.

The smile on her face telling me I’d better get used to fucking a flooded pussy – a thought that twisted my stomach into knots, as she changed the topic on to things she did want to talk about.

“After we worked out and talked in Starbucks, we went back to his place … and, Tim, Honey … it was magical … heavenly … yesterday we were worried about you coming back … everything was so hurried and urgent … but today, today, Baby … it was wonderful … utterly wonderful.”

Fuck, why was I waiting with baited breath, my tongue virtually salivating, Heather knowing exactly where she had me as she continued to layer detail upon detail.

“And it wasn’t just hard and fast fucking, Hun … most of the time he stroked that monster in real soft and slow, letting me really enjoy it, letting me really stretch and enjoy every fat inch … oh, Baby, it was magic, magic … absolute magic!”

My heart in my throat, just what a husband wants to hear!  But Heather could tell from the look on my face that however it was tearing me up, this was exactly what I did want to hear.  She didn’t spare me any of the details as she told me everything.  Told me how he made slow, sweet love to her for more than two hours.  How they’d kissed and looked deep into each other’s eyes.

How as he worked that monster slowly in and out he’d insisted on Heather sharing details about our love life.

‘Does Tim fuck you like this?’

My blushing wife admitted she’d told him that ‘no’, I didn’t fuck her like this.

‘Does he make you cum like I do?’

‘No, no … he doesn’t,’ she’d replied, something which he loved and which he made her repeat over and over again.

‘Whose cock is bigger?’

‘Yours is, Aleks,’ she’d giggled.

‘And whose cock is better … whose is it that you prefer?’

She toyed with my cock as she relayed every little detail.

“Sorry, Honey, but he kept on asking me, and if I’d lied, it would have just been worse,” her cheeky smile telling me she was gaslighting me.  That she knew however much it hurt, the details she was sharing were catnip to me.  Her smile telling me she’d enjoyed telling Aleks these things and almost as much enjoyed the fact of coming back and telling me all about it.

“Honestly, Honey … I’m surprised you didn’t hear me … he fucked me so good I had to tell him to turn on some music so we’d not disturb the neighbors,” she teased, knowing damned well that one of those neighbors was her own husband.  Making me feel even more of a chump as during one of my journeys away from my own music system, I’d heard the music she was mentioning but hadn’t put two and two together.  Even though Heather had already been gone three-plus hours by this point.

This teasing game could only have one ending, my excitement way too much as I exploded within a minute or two of entering her pussy, shooting my stuff deep into her pussy.  The brevity of my performance probably just as well bearing in mind how sore Heather said she was down there.

Cuddling afterwards, Heather then threw me a curve ball.

“Tim, Honey … as you love hearing all the naughty details … would you like it if I could arrange things so you could watch?”

“I’d love for you to watch,” she continued.  “It would make me feel extra close to you, like it was something we were sharing … you and me, a special bond.  And I think Aleks would be up for that.  From the way he kept talking today, comparing him and me to you and me, I think he’s one of those guys who gets off on the whole ‘cuck’ thing.”

Shit, I hated that word. ‘Cuck’ – just four short letters, but so demeaning, so humiliating and belittling. 

But my mind had bigger fish to fry.  Heather had just thrown me a huge curve ball – and I had no idea how to answer.

At one level, watching Heather with another man – especially one like Aleks with his massive body and huge cock – would be the ultimate high.  But the thought also terrified me.  Once seen, things like that can’t be unseen.  How would I feel as I watched the woman I loved in the throes of passion, being fucked a hundred-times better than I ever could.  By a guy sixteen-years my junior with a cock twice as large as my own.

Would I be able to stand it?  Would it tear my heart right out of my chest?  Make me unable to ever look Heather in the face again?  Make me feel far less of a man with her, feeling that she could never again respect me as she did now – ever relegated from my position as the man in her life.

Heather saw the immediate change in my face and to her credit she went into full-on ‘are you okay, speak to me’ mode.

“Sorry, Honey … you just caught me totally off guard,” I pleaded, playing for time.  “I know it would make you happy, and you know I always want to make you happy … but honestly, I’m really sure how I’d respond … actually being in the room … seeing it for real … seeing you and another man having sex … especially a guy like Aleks … the way you say he makes you go crazy with lust…”

Heather instantly knew she’d over-reached, that I wasn’t ready for what she was suggesting and after much discussion, like we always did, we reached a compromise that worked for both of us.

Just like last weekend when he’d tried to get closer to Heather by inviting us to watch the Seattle Seahawks with him upstairs, apparently he’d invited Heather and me upstairs this coming Saturday evening to watch the Jazz-Pacers NBA game with him and a couple of buddies - having already discovered that both he and Heather had a shared love of the Jazz.  The team they’d both switched to when the Supersonics had sold out their fanbase by moving the franchise all the way to Oklahoma City.

The plan that I thought would give me just the right mix of excitement and angst was that I’d give my excuses – pleading a prior commitment with friends and then while I waited somewhere in my parked car, just like she’d done before she could discreetly hide her iPhone and I could listen while she and Aleks excused themselves from his buddies so they could make the most of my ‘meeting with friends’ to have another fuck session. 

His buddies almost certainly were in the picture and having a good laugh at my expense as the hapless, cuckolded husband while their friend fucked the hot married cougar just one floor below where they were watching the game.

Who knows, from everything I knew about Aleks’s arrogant, conceited personality, he’d probably take it as a challenge to see if he could fuck Heather so hard and so well that she’d be so noisy his friends could here moans and cries of pleasure!

Having agreed to this plan, Heather gently pushed, asking me if – as I’d already have the sound turned on – I might like to have video as well.  But the look on my face answered her question.

“Honey, trust me … for any husband, listening is going to be intense enough!  Baby steps … right?  Unless you want your poor husband to end up in a funny farm”

“Okay,” she smiled lovingly at me.  “I take your point, but maybe you could get an extra kick just coming down for the first few minutes, seeing Aleks and his buddies before ‘meeting your friends’ … and then again at the end of the game … when I’m sitting there like the ultimate naughty wife … some of his seed swimming upstream, hunting for their prey … some of his swimmers slowly seeping into my panties…”

‘Woman, you’re going to kill me!’ I just stared at her, feeling both terrified and excited by what she’d just suggested.

“Think on it, Baby,” she smiled as she kissed me softly and stroked my cheek.  “Only agree if you want to, Honey …”

And that was the whole problem, the whole thing terrified me and aroused me in equal measure.  With a side order of confusion that the extra, humiliating things she was describing excited me far more than I was comfortable admitting.

Heather knew she’d pushed things far enough and the next thing I felt was the wonderful feeling of her warm body burrowing into mine. 

For the next while we just hugged and cuddled.  Neither of us with the physical or emotional energy left for anything sexual.  What we both felt a strong need for was emotional closeness.  For Heather and Tim time, to reconnect emotionally as a couple.


Chapter 10

Thursday 4th December 2014

Waking up on Thursday morning – one of those bright, clear-skied and crisp mornings that makes you appreciate winter – I felt the slumbering warmth and softness of my wife next to me.

Beautiful morning.  Soft, yielding, loving female flesh.  I should have been thinking ‘all’s well with the world’ – but instead I found myself thinking just how much our lives had changed in the space of just a few short days.

This time last week we’d been playing games over breakfast, trying to outdo each other to find the most outlandish and ridiculous baby names we could think up.  Heather’s ‘Fifi Trixiebell’ finally winning out over my choice (or anti-choice) of ‘Gaylord’.

And now here we were less than a week later and I was gazing at my lovely wife imagining her lovely body wrapped tight around the huge muscular frame of our upstairs neighbor.  Imagining her crying out in ecstasy as he took her to places I never could.  Imagining all those cruel words she told me he’d forced her to say as he sexed her.  All those cruel but truthful words, words about how much better he was in bed than me, words about how her own husband couldn’t make her cum and about how she’d never had sex as good as she was now enjoying with her young firefighter lover.

Fuck, what was wrong with me?  Why was my morning wood getting even harder the more I thought about it. 

This new humiliatory side to my long-time fantasy troubled me.  I wished I could just tell myself it was unreal or maybe just transitory.  But even after just two days of knowing Heather was sleeping with another guy, I knew that would be a lie – it would be deluding myself, which instinct told me would be a dangerous place to go in this dangerous new world we’d just started to explore.

Even as I felt my mind aching with this troubling thought, I felt the soft but firm squeeze of Heather’s hand on my morning erection.

“Mmm, something’s got you all riled up,” she playfully teased, squeezing extra hard and working back my foreskin. 

“Thinking about me?” she asked with an enigmatic smile.  “Or was it me AND Aleks you were thinking about?  Me and Aleks TOGETHER?”

I didn’t want it to, I really didn’t want it to – but the upward twinge in the cock gave me away.  “A-ha, thought as much!” she squealed, her hand now working me for real until she pulled me on top of her for a rare start of day fuck.

“Mmm, you feel a little bigger than normal,” she smiled as I easily slid all the way into her pussy, “wonder why that could be, wonder what could have gotten my husband extra hard?”

“Uhh-fuck,” I moaned, looking straight into her eyes, “tell me, tell me, Baby … is his cock bigger than mine?”

“Oh, Baby,” she cooed, knowing my game, and stroking the side of my face in the most gentle but belittling of ways.  The way a mother strokes an upset child, not the way a woman touches a powerful alpha male.  “Of course his cock’s bigger than yours!”

“Much bigger?” I asked between gulps for air as I started fucking as fast as I could.

“Much, much bigger, Sweetheart … yours looks like a little toy compared to his, compared to Aleks’s big, manly cock … a man’s cock, not a boy’s!”

Ouch!  She saw me wince at that one, but she knew I was the one who’d asked, who’d started it.  I was the one who wanted to be tormented and told how much better the giant young firefighter was than I was.

Her reaction to my wince being to wrap her legs around me even tighter and move up even another gear.  “Come on, Honey.  Fuck me like a man … see if you can make me cum … we both know you won’t be able to, but at least try … show your wife how much you love her by at least trying to make her cum like her boyfriend Aleks does!”

‘Boyfriend!’

The word hit me like a hammer in the face.  The first time Heather had used that word to describe our upstairs neighbor, a man she’d only slept with twice – that is, if she had told me the truth.

And now she was already calling him her ‘boyfriend’ – a word, a thought that sent me scrambling to fuck her harder, to punishment fuck her, dragging her hands up above her head as my hips slammed extra hard, as I bit down on her nipples, feeling her breathing coming extra fast as I cried out and pumped another load deep into my wife.

Two minutes of recovery time and she was looking lovingly into my eyes, kissing me softly.  “Love you, Babe,” she purred, all her teasing tanks now empty.  Just looking at the man she loved, wondering how the next stage of our new game would play out.

~~~~~    

My empty balls, the closeness we’d just shared meant I was better able to concentrate than I had been the day before – the first day that I’d been trying to work with the knowledge that my wife was now an adulteress, albeit only because she knew this was my fantasy.

But when she headed out to the gym just before lunch, giving me a flirty smile and making a point of not enquiring whether or not I wanted to go with her … well, then my ability to concentrate disappeared like a snowflake in the dessert.

At the one hour mark I was thinking that, knowing how busy she was at work, there was a faint chance that her trip to the gym would remain just that – nothing more than a keep fit and toning exercise.

But as two hours came and went and there was still no sign of her, an acidic, tart thought bit into my ego.  The only keeping fit and toning my wife was doing right now was at the end of a handsome young firefighter’s dick.

And when three hours came and went the phrase I couldn’t get out of my head was the seven words that seemed to summarize our whole situation - ‘the horse has well and truly bolted.’

Right there, right then, sitting alone in our condo awaiting my wife’s return, the whole English language seemed to be mocking me.  So full of apt phrases to describe my newly gut-wrenching predicament.  ‘No point crying over spilt milk’ … ‘Be careful what you wish for’ … ‘No point bolting the stable door…”

The list could have gone on and on – all of them different ways of describing the same simple truth.  Until the next two months were done and Big Dick Richie returned down the I-5 to invade some other couple’s marriage – they’d be nothing remotely normal about things between Heather and Tim Shepherd.

As if to prove the point, when Heather did finally re-materialize – freshly showered and smiling in a way that told me she’d just been well and truly fucked – she ran her tongue inside my ear, nibbled my earlobe and whispered to me.  “Don’t go anywhere, husband of mine.  When I’m done with my work, I need some sweet, husbandly loving from that little cock of yours … to soothe my poor, battered pussy after a very challenging, very rigorous inspection I’ve just had from the fire department and its fireman’s pole…”

Ninety minutes later my wife and her battered pussy were sufficiently rested that I was hauled off to bed and we enjoyed a carbon copy of yesterday afternoon’s loving session.  Only this time I was hearing some extra verbal kinks young Aleks seemed to have invented.

“Oh, Baby,” my pneumatic wife moaned as she helped me to pump her up and down.

“Do me good, Babe … fuck me while you can … Aleks says its him who owns my pussy now,” she giggled.  “He was so naughty … he wouldn’t stop … he just wouldn’t stop … all the time he was fucking me, he wanted me to keep saying how much better he was than you are, Baby.”  The smirk on her face telling me she’d been only too happy to play along – not that she was really ‘playing along’, she was just telling him the truth.

The day before, after we’d had our ‘post-Aleks’ love-making session, Heather had felt the need for a protracted bout of cuddling and getting close as a couple.

Today, she wanted the same thing again, but her appetites were changing, growing.  Because when I returned from giving Rascal his evening walk, the flirty, cheeky smile on her face told me in a flash that while I’d been out, she’d not been idle.

I’d only been gone for forty-five minutes but even without her saying anything, I knew that she’d either been upstairs or he’d come downstairs. 

The shocked look on my face just making her smile all the more.  As she just pointed her right index finger directly up – indicating who had gone to whom. 

As she pulled me by the hand into our bedroom, whispering in my ear, “Baby, he fucked me so good … so, so good … but now I need my husband … my husband to love me … and who knows, maybe even give me another cum…”

Hussy!  My hussy and I loved her.  But that was uncalled for, even if she did know it was fuel on our fire, making us both more hot and horny.

~~~~~    

Friday 5th December 2014

Friday I woke real early.  The little red digits said four-thirty.

I should have been able to get back to sleep.

Normally I’d have been able to get back to sleep. 

I could feel the tiredness in my bones, in my chest.  A mix of more sex than I was used to from my newly-horny thirty-eight-year-old wife and the emotional stresses and strains of the edge-of-the-cliff game we were playing.

But even with the benefits of last night’s post Big Dick Richie pre-owned, reconnection fuck from my wife – parts of this were hard, other parts, less so– I found myself restless and unable to get back to sleep.

Looking across at the peacefully sleeping face of my softly breathing wife.  Her face more beautiful, more desirable than ever, laying there nestled at the center of that matted web of frizzy blonde hair.  To me, more beautiful than ever in its natural, messy state.  All sleep tangled and chaotic until she’d had a chance to shower, brush out and apply today’s war paint. 

A sharp stabbing pain lanced through my chest at the thought that she’d be mainly applying all those foundations, blushes and colorings to make herself as beautiful as possible to the eyes of another man.  A man we’d only really known for a matter of days.  But nonetheless a man who’d fucked her several days over each of the last three days.

Sitting there gazing at my wife, I couldn’t help but wonder what this whole thing was like for her.

What it was like both physically and emotionally.

Heather had certainly not been one of the slutty girls at college – she had too much self-confidence and intelligence for that.  But, that said, I knew that back before we met and settled down, she’d had her fair share of hook-ups that were more about the sex than about any thoughts of a relationship.  A super cute guy who caught her eye but who aside from his cuteness didn’t measure up for her.  Or maybe one of the sports jocks who had a great body and the confidence born of years of female attention.

But that was all fifteen-plus years ago, since then sex and love had gone hand-in-hand for her.  Sure, she was still one of the world’s biggest flirts.  And, even if she’d been faithful and monogamous, I knew the simmering lava of her sexuality was never far beneath the surface.

But still, to suddenly go from, ‘I love you honey, but this things never going to happen’, to what we had now … wow!  That was a hell of a change.  A change which that big brain disguised by those ditzy blonde locks had to be trying to work through and figure out.

And that was just the emotional side.

What about the physical side?  I knew that in her eyes our own love life was ‘just fine’.  Loving and tender with my talented mouth and fingers always able to make her cum.  But that wasn’t the same as the mind-numbing, earth-shattering climaxes she described every time she gave me the play-by-play of her latest roll in the hay with Big Dick Richie.

‘How did this feel for a woman?’ I found myself asking myself, my cheeks blushing even as I asked silently.  How did it change things?  How did it redefine, remap her ideas of what was good and what was even a passing mark in the bedroom? 

Did it mean that the insidious little worm of reduced respect had woken from its pupa, its path to full-grown development now difficult to arrest?  That was my biggest fear.  I could cope with the knowledge of knowing I wasn’t her best lover – lovers at university had been better endowed and slightly better in the sack – just so long as I was still the only man she loved.  The only man to whom she gave her heart.

I tried to bring this troubling thought to a halt but instead I just found myself looking at it from a different angle, through a different lens.  The lens of the physical.

No guy can ever fully understand it, but from all my talks with previous girlfriends and then with Heather, I knew just how much of an intensely emotional act it is for a woman to accept a man’s penis into her body.  You could write essays on the topic … the deep vulnerability, the act of submission, the prospect of raising this man’s child … where do you stop?

And I found myself morphing these generalities into the question of how did it feel as a woman to take a new penis that penetrated you far deeper and stretched your pussy walls far wider than with any other man you’d ever known?

And not just exceeding your previous emotional experiences of sex by a little bit – the way Heather described Aleks and the massive size of his cock, he was in a whole different league than anyone whom she’d ever allowed inside her before.  From the way she described it he was both a good two to three inches longer than any other lover she’d had before and probably double the girth. 

With me, she loved me, but she’d become used to a slightly thin, slightly short five-inch chipolata of a sausage.  Something she could easily wrap her fingers around, could easily deep-throat without breaking sweat.  A cute little toy that she could use as a handy, everyday kind of human mini vibrator.  A toy offered and used in love.

But with Aleks – even just four days into their relationship – she was being fucked several times per session and several times per day by a monstrously large piece of flesh.  A blood-infused, iron-hard rod of man meat that the moment it entered her womanly channel would stretch her as wide as she could go, straining the nerve-rich walls of her pussy until she was screaming with pleasure, stretched right to the limits.

And then just for good measure, he’d drop that muscular, rock-hard ass and slowly drive each fat inch further and further into her body, going deeper and deeper, no comparison to what it must feel like to take my toy cock as his fatness went past the highwater mark of my five inches.  Barely half of his fat inches in, carrying on pushing deeper and deeper until finally he was all the way in.  His huge, crab apple of a cockhead nudging her cervix, as deep in her body as a woman can take a cock.  Her arms and legs no doubt wrapped tight around her manly conqueror as she screamed out his name, every inch of her pussy, every inch of her body enflamed by what that massive cock was doing to her insides.

Shit!  Even just thinking about it, I found myself breaking out in a cold sweat.  And this was just thinking about it  Playing back what she’d told me.  What would it actually be like listening to it?  Listening to the woman I loved calling out another man’s name.  Telling him how much bigger his manhood was than her husband’s.  Telling him how much better he fucked her than the man whose ring she wore.  Telling the arrogant young firefighter it was only him who could make her cum through proper sex, that her sad-sack husband hadn’t achieved anything remotely like that for more than half a decade!  Telling him it was him and not her husband that now owned her pussy

Fuck!  I knew this was coming. 

On Wednesday when I’d agreed to see if I could cope with the emotional turmoil of listening in to Heather and Aleks during Saturday’s Jazz-Pacers game, Saturday had seemed a lifetime away.

But today was already Friday, just a day-and-a-half to go until Saturday night’s NBA game.  When I’d act the loving, out-of-the-loop, unknowing husband as I smiled and joked and gave my apologies as I handed my wife over to Aleks and his buddies before heading to meet my imaginary friends.

Shit, if listening to Heather’s post-game descriptions of what Aleks and his monster dick did to her were soul-destroyingly exciting, just what the hell damage to my ego would actually listening in real time do?  Would it feel me feeling numbed and destroyed, leaving me with no choice but to tell Heather we had to call a halt.  An option which my loving wife repeatedly told me was always on the table.

Damn, I was glad I’d had the resolve to turn down Heather’s request that I actually watch the two of them together.  No way was I ready for that!  In fact, I wondered if I’d ever be ready for that … however long I’d held this fantasy, however much hearing Heather’s descriptions made my cock dance and swell.

~~~~~     


Chapter 11

Friday 5th December 2014

It was no good – no way I was getting back to sleep anytime soon.  All these mental summersaults thinking about Heather and Aleks had seen to that.

Shaking my head to clear away the debris, to try and get some kind of mental peace, I extracted myself from my side of the bed as slowly and gingerly as I could.  It was still only four-forty-five and I didn’t want to wake Heather.  Maybe a bracing early morning walk to Starbucks in the local Hospital would help clear my head, would put things in perspective. 

The twenty-four/seven nature of their clientele meant they were just about the only place open at this ungodly hour, my seven or eight-minute walk should get me there just after five when they opened.

But try as I might, even on that short walk I couldn’t empty my head of Heather and Aleks thoughts.  Having tortured myself with a whole encyclopedia of imaginings of what things were like for my wife, now my head turned to Aleks.  Not because I gave a damn about the arrogant prick – even if he had unlocked the key to my long-term fantasy – but because I couldn’t help but wonder what his next moves would be.

Already in the space of just four days he’d managed to find the only time when Heather was home and I wasn’t, using the time to come down and give her a power fucking she’d never forget.  A first fucking that was followed up in short order by fucking her in his own condo – just fifteen feet above where I’d been working, blissfully ignorant as he played all kinds of mind games.  Getting Heather to tell him every little detail of the inadequacies of our own sex life as he moved from power fucking to making love, all the time getting Heather to massage his ego by telling him how much more superior he was as a lover.

Damn, I knew for Heather it was part game-playing and part truth, but even so, if he’d done all of this in the space of just four days, it begged the question what was next on his play list. 

Shit, he’d even got my smitten wife to go as far as telling him it was him not me that now owned her pussy.  Just what the hell had he gotten planned to top this?

~~~~~    

With all these thoughts whizzing through my head, when I pushed through the doors into the warm fug and unmistakable aroma of the Starbucks, I nearly had a heart attack.

There, sitting in the corner in full firefighting regalia was none other than Aleks.  I’d wondered at why he always seemed to be available to spend time with Heather during the day – wasn’t he meant to be down here trialing new equipment? 

But seeing him sitting there next to two firefighting buddies - all three of them helmets off, hair matted and sweaty from a long shift – it all made sense.  The equipment was no doubt used at all hours of the day and night, so once Heather had started showing an interest, he’d no doubt shifted his work commitments to leave him free for his daytime romancing and sexing of my wife.

Fuck!  What the hell was he doing here?  ‘Don’t be a schmuck, Tim … discount coffee and plenty of pretty young nurses now doubt as appreciative of his charms as my Heather had been,’ I answered my own question.

Pulling my collar up and my head down, I ordered in as quiet a voice as I could.  After the last half hour I’d had with a head full of angst and doubts, the last thing I needed was an early morning set of mind games with Big Dick Richie.

Order placed, I had no choice but to sidle across to the delivery part of the counter, the best I could do was keep my head down and my back to him and his buddies – sitting at a table barely three feet away.

“I tell you guys, she’s a total babe … thirty-eight years of total smoking hotness … boy does she know how to fuck!  And her blowjobs, her blowjobs are to die for … sucks harder and faster than some of the pumps we’ve got on the number one tender … sucks like she wants every last drop of what my big balls got to offer!”

All three of them bursting out in peals of laughter, looking at the image Aleks was showing on his phone. 

Fuck!  I had to hope it was something harmless, maybe something from her Instagram or that pantie and bra photo she’d sent him as a thank you for all of his likes and social media comments.  I had to hope it was something relatively harmless rather than something she’d let him take during one of their fuck sessions. 

From the context of the conversation, it had to be something showing her face.  Not even an arrogant jerk like Aleks talks about someone as a babe while flashing up photos of a sodden and destroyed pussy.  But a topless shot showing face and boobs, or maybe even face and boobs after he’d coated her features with a layer or two of his baby batter … I wouldn’t put either of those scenarios past him.

“Anyway, you’re both gonna meet her Saturday night … invited her and her hapless husband over for the game … wanted to make him squirm while he sees just how much his gorgeous wife’s into me … let him see the chemistry and wonder about what might be going on right under his little cucky nose … but turns out he’s already got plans.”

“Stupid fuck would rather spend his Saturday night with his pals than with his hot babe of a wife,” he continued, “so plan B, once he’s gone, I’ll take her back downstairs and fuck the living daylights out of her while dick-less Dan’s out with his pals … anyway, even if he were at home, from what she tells me, his little noodle of a cock can’t get her off anyway … that’s why she gets as much of my big cock as I can give her.”  His hand dropping to his crotch and squeezing as they all laughed at his description of the strange three-way dynamic that had put a woman as beautiful as my Heather in his bed as often as he wanted.

“You and your big dick,” one of his buddies smirked, “honestly, Aleks, I’m not sure if it’s a blessing or a curse … I know you, man … how long until you get bored with this one too and move onto the next little foal who needs breaking in two?”

More laughter, Aleks slapping his friend on the back before taking a more serious tone.  “Nah, this one’s different … there’s something about her … even if she’s ten years older than me, ain’t throwing this one back in the sea … leave aside the looks and how hot she is in bed, there’s something about her … she’s smart, witty, kind and loving … he may not be able to fuck her properly, but her husband’s a damned lucky guy to have put a ring on it with Heather … fuck, if I’d just been a little bit older … met her before she met him…”

“Ahh … little Ally’s in love,” the other, slightly shorter guy teased, his other friend joining in as they mercilessly ribbed ‘Ally.’  In this kind of tight-knit macho group, short of a family bereavement or losing a limb or two, sympathy wasn’t the order of the day.  Merciless mockery and no quarter given were the rules that bounded life in the fire station.

My coffee had finally, finally arrived.  Not a moment too soon.  I’d come here to clear my head and ended up suffering something even more intense than my own mind had managed to conjure up, and it had been doing a damned fine job before reality and Aleks’s macho bravado had kicked things up a notch or eight.

But walking back, when I was safely out of recognition distance, I was shocked to realize I had to adjust my gait to avoid presenting any early morning passersby with an unwelcome show of lewdness – my cock was even harder than when my thoughts had been torturing me back in the safety of our condo.

Fuck, it wasn’t even five-fifteen in the morning and already the day was shaping up to be a hell of an ordeal

~~~~~    

When I arrived back home, although she was still a little bleary-eyed, Heather was awake.  Alerted by reaching over and finding the body she’d slept next to for the last fifteen years missing, she was sitting up in bed tapping away on her phone.

“Oh, there you are,” she smiled sleepily, her reactions jarred into action as she took in the pale and worried look on my face.

I told her everything.  All the thoughts about how things were for her, my own surprise that I was enjoying the darker and more humiliating aspects of the game, my inability to sleep and then finally what I’d found out when I’d bumped into Aleks at Starbucks.

“He was doing what?”  She’d not minded one bit at the fact that he was talking to his pals about her, and the fact that a handsome stud thirteen years her junior had called her a ‘smoking hot babe’ had brought a blush of pride to her cheeks.  Even the bit about her blowjobs being to die for hadn’t caused a problem – she tried to hide it, but she seemed almost as proud of this as being labelled a ‘smoking hot babe.’

But when I got to the bit about him showing them photos, she blew a fuse.  Her anger suddenly turning to nervous guilt when I asked her if there were any more ‘intimate’ photos which he might be sharing, that she’d allowed him to take.  Her answer being a decidedly less than confidence inspiring, ‘he wouldn’t do that … I know that he wouldn’t.’

Before I’d gone out for my work, I’d been mentally preparing myself for today to be another carbon copy of the two days before.  When I’d lose Heather to the newly heightened attractions of a lunch-time gym visit which would only end three or four hours later when she’d return well fucked and eager to have her reconnection session with her husband while she told me all about it.

But when we’d already gotten to quarter to twelve and she was showing no signs of moving, I sensed today was going to be different.

“I was thinking our favorite little Italian place for lunch, Honey?” she suggested.  ‘Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth’ I thought to myself – but my raised eyebrows prompted an explanation.

“I was thinking today I wanted to spend more time with my husband,” she said, blessing me with a smile that could melt my heart a hundred-times over.

“Besides which, I think young master Aleks needs to be brought down a peg or two … to be reminded I’m not just some inexperienced, crushing, besotted little bimbo he can treat as he wants,” the irritation really showing in her voice.  “I asked him to be discreet, and then I find out he’s doing this…”

‘Not crushing, not besotted’ … hmm, not exactly the way the evidence of the last few days had been pointing, but from the stern look on my Heather’s face, now wasn’t the time to be more factual.

Oh well, how sad.  ‘One person’s loss is another’s good fortune,’ I thought to myself as we headed out hand in hand.

A wonderful romantic lunch – no mentions of Aleks, no mentions of our plans for Saturday – was followed by blowing off work for an hour plus as we made soft, tender love and then snuggled up like we’d done when we’d first started dating.

Our tender closeness only eventually interrupted not by the call of our desks and laptops, but by an incoming message on Heather’s phone.


Chapter 12

The moment I saw her pensive thoughtful look, followed by an even more thoughtful level of concentration as she stared at her screen and chewed her lip … well, it was obvious who it was … not even her most important tax client could cause that level of reaction in her.

Without even realizing it, I found I’d started almost holding my breath, like a nervous sports fan waiting for the game-deciding kick to go over, waiting to see which way Heather was going to jump.

As she carried on thinking, carried on staring and chewing, I knew that her morning anger had cooled sufficient that she was having to think.  If he’d have texted this morning he’d have already received his reply – and not a very pleasant one at that.

But time and familiarity with his crime had taken the edge off her anger and now she was chewing as she worked out exactly how to calibrate her answer.

Always a planner, always thoughtful and smart, it was just these last few days she’d let her guards down and acted with the reckless abandon of the college girl she’d once been - rather than with the thoughtfulness of the late-thirties smart, professional woman she really was.

Then, as suddenly as it started, the chewing stopped.  Her decisive mind made up, her thumbs tapping and whizzing with a faster speed than I could ever attain.  A very pronounced, downward movement of her right thumb telling me she’d hit ‘send’.  Only then her head turning, her eyes engaging with me.  She’d been so focused, I may as well have been invisible until that turn … her whole mind, her whole being had been focused on the dynamics of the new Heather-Aleks relationship.

“Sorry, Darling … I needed to get that one right … it was important … he wanted to meet up … wondered where I’d been … but I told him that a friend of a friend, someone who overheard a conversation had told me he’d been shouting out around about him and me, showing photos in public places … that I was more than a bit pissed with him … that I didn’t like seeing him right now…”

I didn’t doubt that all of this was true … I didn’t need to see the text to know that this was what she’d said … but even as I listened to her, my antenna picked up something subtly different … something that only antenna attuned to my wife’s moods and tones for so many years would have picked up.

It wasn’t what she’d said that was the key … it was the way she’d said it.

This morning he’d have received both barrels.  He’d have received a much more terse and angry communication.  One that would have left him smarting and wondering if he’d blown up his budding relationship with this ‘smoking hot babe’, a babe he was so enamored with that his pals had teased him about him being in love.

But to the trained ear, this message was subtly but importantly different.  It certainly did include huge dollops of Heather telling him off and marking his card – letting him know what was and wasn’t acceptable.  But it was more like a shot across the bows rather than a full-on broadside designed to sink and destroy.  It was her way of telling him he had fucked up, but at the same time trailing a kite in front of him to tell he needed to try harder, to make amends – but that he shouldn’t give up.  That this wasn’t what she wanted.

Again, just like the I’m ‘not crushing, not besotted’ comment from earlier, I could have called her out on the game she was really playing.  But I thought ‘what’s the point’ – like all good husband’s I knew that even if I was right, that wasn’t the point … calling her on it would merely antagonize her.  Likely making her nearly as mad at me as she professed to be with Aleks.

So instead I just stayed quiet – partly because it was my best move and partly because a strange, twisted part of me was intrigued by watching the moves unfolding before my very eyes between my wife and this big dicked young stud.

I’ve never played it, but always loved the idea of 3D chess, and it occurred to me that this was exactly what I was watching unfold – the phase two moves in a game of relationship 3D chess. 

Any normal man, any normal man who didn’t hold the fantasy shared by me and millions of other guys, would have been horrified at the thought of their wives playing these kinds of mental games.

But for me, the fact that the woman on the other side of the chess board was my wife made it all a million times more fascinating, a million times more erotic.

3D chess.  That’s exactly what it was.  That’s exactly what played out for the rest of the day as Aleks, not as dumb as I sometimes liked to think of him, recognized the kite trailed in front of him for exactly what it was. 

And like a smart, good boy … who wanted more of the sweet sugar, a man who was becoming just as besotted with my wife as she was with him, he played the game.  Responding with just the right mix of good boy contrition and bad boy charm. 

Too much good boy, and Heather would lose interest – after all, she had me for the ‘good boy’ role in her life, the safe dependable man to love and marry and with whom to raise a family. 

Too much bad boy and not enough contrition, and Heather would sense that he wasn’t taking her seriously.  Wasn’t showing her sufficient respect – not a mistake you’d get to make twice with a woman as sure of herself as my lovely wife.

But judging by her mood, judging by the secret little smiles she tried to hide and the words she chose to share, he was playing it just right. 

Just enough good boy to let her know he’d listened – listened and heard. 

Just enough bad boy to keep her interested, to keep her panties moist and to keep her focused on the man she knew would be her farewell fling – her farewell fling before the demands of motherhood made these kinds of games impossible.

After all, no woman gets to have it all!

Until these messages started whizzing back and forth that Friday afternoon, the power dynamic seemed all one-way.  Although she denied it, Heather was the one who was besotted and crushing on the much younger man – wowed by his huge, muscular body, piercing blue eyes, model good looks and by what she knew he had between his legs.

But as the messages flowed back and forth, I could feel it in my bones that the relationship between the two of them was morphing into something deeper, something more complicated.

The first signs had been there at Starbucks, when he’d insisted to his pals that Heather was different … that he wasn’t just going to have his way with her for a few days, then throw her back into the sea and move on to his next conquest.

But now as the texts passing between them topped twenty or thirty – and all in the space of a single afternoon and evening – I could just feel his rising level of interest. 

He knew he was handsome, hung and physically blessed.  And I was sure his whole life had been a never-ending success story of women falling for his charms or throwing themselves at his feet.

But with Heather, never mind the age difference, he knew he’d met his match.  That he’d met someone who was just as physically desirable and sought after as him.  And moreover, she was at least as smart and successful as him (who am I kidding, she beat him hands down on both counts) and she had the added attractions of being funny, quick-witted and married!

Everything that Heather had told me about the things he got her to say in bed – about him being so much better than me, about only him being able to make her cum and owning her pussy – it all pointed in one direction.  That to him the fact that Heather was married was the the ultimate cherry on the cake.  All the other stuff was brilliant, really brilliant – but Aleks had shown his hand.  He loved being with Heather not only because she was sexy, beautiful and desirable – but because she was married and he loved the idea of cuckolding and humiliating the man whose ring she wore.  The fact that this man was me … well, what did he care. 

To him I was just collateral damage, collateral damage that he actually enjoyed inflicting.  To him just further proof that he was the best and that I was the loser.  All of which may have been true, but he was blissfully unaware that I was using him just as much as he planned on abusing me.

~~~~~   

Needless to say, little work got done in either the investment or the tax advisory sides of our home offices that Friday.  There were too many texts, too much thinking and reflecting going on.

Switching to the factual and the practical, aside from texts to apologize and reassure Heather (the image shown was, he promised, just the lingerie shot she’d shared with him), the other texts seemed to focus on two topics.

One set of texts focused on tomorrow.  These texts ranged between flirty and downright pornographic as he described to Heather exactly what he was going to do to her once her ‘cucky’ husband had dropped her off to watch the Saturday night Jazz-Pacers NBA game.

The other set of texts had a more immediate and urgent focus.  Namely, now that he was sufficiently back in my wife’s good books (there was no talk of calling Saturday off), that she should find an excuse so that the two of them could get together today.

Heather only read to me selected highlights … but they were enough to paint a picture of both his strong desire for my wife and his powers of persuasion – smart enough to know just which buttons to press to get my wife squirming in her chair as she tried her best to resist.

‘Come on, Babes … I’m climbing the walls here … missing your pretty smile and your pretty p***y so much A xxx’

‘Heather, Heather, Heather … is there no soft side?  You punished this poor boy enough … this poor young man, a long way from home … surely you can find a few minutes to come and comfort him? A :(‘

‘Come on, Baby … you telling me you’re not missing me at all?  That you’re dreaming about how I made you feel these last few days?  Surely it wouldn’t hurt for hubby to give Rascal an extra-long walk tonight so I can give you some extra long, extra thick, extra special lovin’ tonight?    (‿ˠ‿)  plus 8====D equals :) Heather ??  A xxx’

The texts went on and on, but Heather held firm.

“I want my hubby tonight … and I want Big Dick Richie/Aleks to know that it’s my hubby I want tonight,” she said more than once.

“Besides, I think it would be good to slow things down a little,” was another of her go to lines as the texts flew back and forth.

“He needs to know I’m not just here waiting for him, waiting at his beck and call like some crushing, besotted, lovelorn little puppy dog … saying ‘no’ … letting him know he’s not always my top priority … that I have a husband who comes first … he needs to understand all of that…”

That speech, in one version or another, must have been repeated three or four times through the rest of the day.  And each time Heather made it, it seemed to me more and more she was saying it more to persuade herself rather than to make a point to Aleks.  To try and convince herself that she wasn’t crushing or besotted, or putting her husband second.

But which of us is perfect, I kept quiet and supported her in the things she needed to tell Aleks and tell herself.

Aside from analyzing Heather, I found myself analyzing what I really wanted to happen tonight and analyzing the reasons she was so adamant that she wanted to reverse the patterns of the last few days and stay here with me.

For my own desires, I found myself admitting to myself that deep down part of me wanted her to give in and go to Aleks. 

After all, wasn’t this part of the whole humiliation theme that seemed to be becoming a surprisingly significant part of my fantasy?  What could be more humiliating than your wife setting her mind to resist her lover’s charms, setting her mind to spend the evening with you, only for the pull of his big dick and her womanly needs to prove too strong.  Overpowering her self-control – showing beyond doubt who was superior and where the power lay in our three way dynamic.

But despite my truly mixed-up desires, Heather stayed true to her desire and stayed the evening with her forty-one-year-old ‘hubby’ rather than with her twenty-five-year-old super-stud of a lover just fifteen feet away in the condo directly above us.

Which, however much some parts of me may have been disappointed with, left other parts of me to enjoy an evening of elevated blood flow and wonderful marital pleasure which only ended after Heather and I had made love two more times – three times in one day not being something we’d managed since the very early days of our courtship.

Which brings me to the question of why she was behaving so differently than the last few nights.  A change that by now went well beyond her earlier anger with Aleks.

Why was she so adamant that, despite all the temptations put in front of her by Aleks, she really wanted to stay here with me tonight.

This was a question that just wouldn’t go away for me, and one I only solved right at the end of the evening when we were cuddled up and all this husband-wife sex was finished. 

This nagging question seemed linked to the whole tone and choice of words Heather had used the many times she’d repeated and emphasized her desire to stay here with me tonight.

As we cuddled, Heather was lost in her thoughts and I was lost in mine, and for several long minutes I couldn’t put my finger on it, on what was bugging me about her tone and word choice. 

It definitely reminded me of something, but I couldn’t work out what – but it felt awfully familiar, like something I’d seen on countless TV shows and in numerous movies.

It was really bugging me – it was like some kind of inside-the-skull mental itch that I couldn’t scratch.

And then it suddenly came to me.  What the tone, what the word choice reminded me of.  The mood it seemed to create. It was like some damned death row inmate’s last meal.  A sobering thought, and one I couldn’t shake even as I tried to figure out why it felt like this, persuade myself the feeling was nothing more than an overactive imagination.

But the more I thought about it, the more I thought that the feeling, the analogy was maybe an apt one for our current situation.  Even if it was a little over dramatic.

Because, lying next to my wonderful Heather, it definitely felt like something tomorrow was going to change and change forever.  Listening to my wife for the first time ever in the throes of passion with another man.  An experience like that had to change things for ME, change things for HER and change things for US forever. Surely. 

And the fact this seismic, life-changing thing would happen not in some random, sterile hotel bed or even in Aleks’s condo, but right here in our condo, in the little piece of Seattle we called home … our workplace, our refuge, the place where we made love and shared all our thoughts, hopes and fears … if that wasn’t a definition of marriage changing, I don’t know what was.

No wonder that despite our epic bout of love-making, it was another couple of hours before I finally fell asleep.


Chapter 13

Saturday 6th December 2014

It was the wafting smell of the bacon that first woke me – the smell so wonderful and strong that the source had to be close.  My sleepy, slowly opening eyes noticing first the beautiful blonde holding the tray.  Smiling softly, patiently – knowing she had the advantage until my rebooting brain at least reached gear two.  Physically having the edge, too.  Her perfectly made-up, frizzy blonde loveliness contrasting sharply with what I knew I looked like.  A picture of early morning, unkempt slovenliness.  I’d brush up just fine – just not quite yet.  Caffeine, bacon and the love of a good woman were needed to get me into any kind of state where I was worthy of partnering the tray-holding vision of loveliness in front of me.

Tray handed over, first sip of coffee waited for, first bite of bacon taken, it was only then she reckoned me ready for any kind of conversation.

“You know, Tim, Honey … we can cancel this if you want … we don’t have to go through with it…”

Something in my face must have sparked a need to explain.

“Darling, you look so pale … so nervous … you look just like you looked yesterday morning, when you came back from Starbucks … after meeting ‘you know who’…”

Shit, is that what it had come to?  Even after just four or five days?  That she felt she couldn’t even mention his name … that the mere sound of his name might set me off, might cause her loving husband to collapse in an emotional heap.

I actually felt offended.  Offended and belittled.

I know Heather hadn’t meant it this way, and I knew our marriage had always been one of equals, but right now I felt a need to show my masculine, strong, husbandly side.  No matter how conflicted and twisted my real emotions were.

“Sweetheart, when we started this thing … this was all mine, wasn’t it?  But now,” I smiled sweetly, “that’s all changed, hasn’t it?”

The tiny blush I’d caused was sweet, softening my mood as I continued.  “Honey, this is just as much your thing now as it is mine, isn’t it?  No judgment here, Sweetie … not that I ever could … but you’re loving this just as much as I am … the hot young stud, his big dick, how he does it with you … all of it, you’re loving all of it just as much as I am … even if it is scary and confusing as shit…”

I pursed my lips, squinted and softened my eyes, sending that most human of little signals. ‘I’m not being mean or challenging you Honey, just being honest,’ was what my face was trying to say.

She thought for a moment.  Never one to dissemble or obfuscate, or play for time, she was testing and weighing her own feelings and thoughts before answering.  It was too important a topic for a flippant or shallow answer.  The slight blush coming to her cheeks the first signal of how truthfully she was going to answer.

“Can you blame me, Honey … we all need a little change now and again … however wonderful our significant other is,” she threw in at the end, her only sop to softening her message. 

“I mean … the looks … the body … the charisma and confidence … and that dick,” her eyes lighting up as she thought back, remembered about this last attribute.  “That dick, Baby … forgive me for saying this … but it’s like some kind of magic wand … it seems to go on and on, when he’s pushing it in … and it stretches me so wide, makes me feel all woman, like I’m being fucked for the very first time…” 

Now she really was lost, lost in the moment.  Thinking back, her hunger made stronger by a whole day without.  The look on her face making me wish I’d not opened this can of worms, but at the same time exciting me beyond my powers of description.

Wasn’t this what it was all about?  Wasn’t this the thing that had always been the power behind my fantasy.  I wasn’t a bad catch, a bad catch at all … but I’d always known that I wasn’t quite a match for Heather.  Dating her, marrying her … I was playing at least one or two leagues above my natural habitat. 

And sharing her with a guy like Aleks … a guy who might be younger, but a guy whose habitat was her league, was like some kind of safety net.  Or at least, that’s what it felt like.  My moment of psychological realization.  That sharing her with a guy like Aleks meant that, even if I was only doing it by surrogacy, I was giving her what she needed.  What was her due.  Giving her the physical side that matched to her own beauty and sexiness.

Psychological mumbo-jumbo?

I don’t think so.  Hell, I couldn’t even make her cum with my dick.  I couldn’t even perform the most basic of male, husbandly tasks.  Husband 101 was beyond me.  Yet hum, Big Dick Richie, could seemingly make her cum on demand.  Even from what I’d seen yesterday when she was pissed at him, her attraction to him and his big body and piercing blue eyes so strong that even a text from him would have her squirming in her seat.  And that on a day when she was trying to be mad at him!

All these thoughts were running through my brain at a hundred miles-an-hour.

Heather had been honest with me – painfully honest, taking me right back to that first night she’d been with Aleks and how she’d insisted afterwards we had to be total honest and open with each other if this thing wasn’t to tear us apart.

Had that really only been four days ago?  It seemed like a life time, so much had happened, so much seemed to have changed since then.  And now it was my turn to be as honest as she’d been with me, although I tried to mix honesty and humor as the best way to mask my nerves.

“Well, that’s settled then!” I joked, “no way I can take my special girl’s new shiny toy away … what kind of husband would I be if I buy you a new pony, let you ride him a few times, find out how much you like ‘riding him’ … then take him back to the stable, leaving my sweet girl all horny and frustrated.”

Her loving smile, her little chuckle told me I’d pitched it just right.

“I know it’s all a bit fucked up … a bit confused and mixed up … for both of us … I’ll not deny parts of it might not be hard, be painful … but if we cancelled it now, I promise you, my overwhelming feel would be regret and disappointment…”

She smiled back.  Playful.  Mirroring.  “Well, I couldn’t have that on my conscience now, could I?  I mean, what kind of wife does that to her special boy,” she pretend sighed, “so I guess I’ll just have to grit my teeth and fuck that handsome, blue-eyed, big-dicked stud a time or two … not for myself, you understand … but for my husband … my kinky, strange, loving husband…”

~~~~~    

The day seemed to drag interminably.  By evening time, I’d lost count of how much time I’d spent thinking about what was ahead, how many times I’d nearly changed my mind and chickened out.  The whole day was a Kaleidoscope of conflicting emotions.  Sky-shooting levels of excitement and anticipation.  Gut-wrenching pits of fear and angst.  The only emotions absent were the ones in the middle.  Indifference and boredom were off the menu today.

After our breakfast time conversation, by unspoken agreement Heather and I agreed not to discuss it any more.  I think we were both afraid we might each spark the other into some kind of spiral, and for our very different reasons we both wanted tonight to go ahead. 

I knew my own desires, and from her face – however much she tried to mask it – I could see her desire building more and more with each passing hour.

I believed her when she said she’d not gone with Aleks on Friday to make a point to him, to spend more time with me and to show to herself that she had the willpower to go a whole day without.

But however positive her intentions had been, her actions almost had the opposite effect of what she’d intended.  After such an explosive few days of exploring the physical pleasures of a handsome new lover and his gigantic cock, a whole day without had her climbing the walls with frustration. 

A fact that was clear to me when out of the corner of my eye I’d catch her staring into the distance.  The vacant, smokey-eyed lust I could see in her eyes told me exactly what and whom she was thinking about – however much she tried to hide it.  The way she was trying to hide it just making me love her all the more – as well as making me even more horny and excited.  There was something weirdly hot about a woman who loved you lusting after another guy and feeling she had to hide it.  All part of the buzz and high of forbidden, taboo fruit I guess.

~~~~~    

Eight p.m.. 

Heather was dressed in suitable clothing.  Not too slutty – her husband wasn’t meant to know she was cheating on him with the hunky upstairs neighbor.  Just sexy enough to be what any self-respecting flirty girl would wear when they knew they’d be the only girl watching sports with three younger guys.  A white front-buttoning blouse – tight enough to show the shape and fullness of her 35C cup boobs, but not too ‘come and get me.’  Sexy mid-thigh black leather skirt and matching heels, the kind of thing any wife might wear to look good at a neighborhood party. Black stockings and suspenders completing the outfit, sexy enough to impress and grab their attention, but not so sexy as to make her horn-wearing husband suspicious.

It was finally time to head up for the game.  For me to head out to ‘meet my friends’, for me to ‘hand over’ my beautiful Heather to another man for the evening.  For an evening of her hanging out as his ‘significant other’ in front of his knowing friends.  For him – as soon as I was safely out the building - to make his excuses to his chuckling, knowing friends.  Then take my lovely woman back down into our condo, back down into our home where he’d then fuck my wonderful Heather nine ways to Sunday.  With her loving every moment, fucking him right back as she screamed and came all over his huge cock.

Fuck!  My legs were like jelly as I pulled our condo door shut with what seemed an apocryphal bang.

“Hello, Heather … hello, Tim … you look nice, Heather, going out are you?  Saturday night … me and Mr. Olson, rest his soul, always used to go out on Saturday nights when we were your age.”

Just what we needed on such an eventful night like this – to bump into our Mrs. Olson, our next-door neighbor, the well-meaning but incorrigibly gossipy seventy-five-year-old who unless her kids or grandkids were visiting had little else to do but meet up with the other older residents for a good old gossip.

Just our luck – the only time in the seven years we’d been living here that we planned to do anything remotely scandalous, and we had to have the misfortune of bumping into old lady Olson.

“Actually, we’re just going up to watch the game with a neighbor upstairs … Aleks, I don’t know if you know him?”  my cool as a cucumber wife answered while I tried not to blush.

“Aleks … oh yes, of course I know him … oh yes, handsome young Aleks, such a manly man … a real man’s man … just like men used to be before the country went to the dogs…”

Thankfully we were saved by the elevator car arriving and Mrs. Olson telling us, ‘she couldn’t stand here gossiping’, as she and her spaniel, Norbert, needed to make their nightly walk.

~~~~~    

Several deep breaths, legs still like jelly and I was finally able to take what felt like the condemned man’s walk as we took the stairs up – Heather stopping me halfway up with an anxious look on her face.

“Tim, Sweetheart…”

‘What now,’ I thought to myself under my breath, her nervous tone making me think she was going to offer me one last chance to cancel out.  ‘I love you, Baby … and I know you’d only offer that out of love … but you’re not making this any easier … I’ve just about screwed up my last reserves of courage to push through, and now you’re going to make me go through that wall of fire all over again!’

But I’d got her wrong – not that the actual topic was any easier.

“Tim, Baby … there’s something we should probably discuss … you know, just so there’s no misunderstandings later…”

I looked at her quizzically … just what the hell was she going on about now?

“Umm … later, you know … when Aleks and me go downstairs … does it matter to you which bed we use?”  As she raised a nuclear-scale question in the most roundabout and delicate of ways.  We had three bedrooms, but two were used as our offices, each having both a desk and a single or queen-sized bed, as sometimes a nap was good, or a very late night would mean an option to avoid waking the other was useful.

So, although we only had one double bed made-up, there were multiple options for where the two of them would do the dirty deed.  Although this would be the fifth time they’d been together, this would only be the second time Aleks had gotten to fuck Heather within the sacred confines of our marital home.

And I knew damned well what Heather was hinting at. 

Their one and only previous time had been a rough and hurried dicking of her bent forward over our kitchen counter while I was out walking Rascal just four days ago.

No prizes for guessing what she was hinting at – what Aleks wanted to do as another step in his mission to take stuff from me, his mission to show Heather who was the better man.

Staring straight at her, seeing her worried, nervous look, I could see her need, that however much she tried to mask it, she didn’t want anything to get in the way.  A strange, shiver of excitement running through me as I gave her what she wanted.  Or, at least as much as I could give.

“Honey … I can’t deal with this right now … I really can’t … you do what you want to … what you feel’s right … okay?”

For a moment I thought she wanted to discuss it more … her mouth started moving … ‘please, Honey, please … I can’t deal with this right now’ … she took the hint, smiled nervously, “Okay.”

~~~~~    

“Hey, you made it!”  Shit, he was tall!  It was right back to that first elevator meeting.  Right back to all those times in my youth when I’d felt intimidated by some over-sized jock or other.  It was a truly weird feeling.  Here I was, a successful forty-one-year-old with my own small business, married to a wonderful and beautiful woman, about to start our own little family … and yet I felt intimidated by this over-sized young man.  “Great to see you, Tim … glad you could make it … even just for a few minutes…”

Heather was behind me as he semi-crushed my hand and ushered us in, her position behind me making me wonder what eye games might be going on unseen by me.

We were soon sitting down, introduced to his two buddies – Paulie and Vlad, the two guys he’d been with in Starbucks when he’d been bragging about Heather.  Both were about Aleks’s age and with a similar height and build, Paulie being the slightly shorter of the trio.  Six-five, six-three, six-two - if I had to estimate.  Vlad’s name, blonde mane and prominent cheekbones suggesting some kind of Russian or Slavic heritage similar to Aleks’s – maybe second generation, judging by his accent being present but very understated, only noticeable if you listened hard.  Paulie I had to think had some kind of Italian heritage – the dark hair and choice of name (‘what can I say, my dad loved the Godfather, worships De Niro’) being my hints.

Without being inappropriate – Vlad and Paulie were all over Heather, metaphorically speaking.  Peppering her with questions, making disparaging comments about their buddy, Aleks, and generally strutting like peacocks for the beautiful lady peacock they were seeking to impress.  Needless to say, said lady peacock blushed to an appropriate level, but otherwise lapped it up and did nothing to discourage their admiration.

Apart from the odd bone thrown in my direction, I soon felt like a bit of a spare part.  If I’d not been there, had slunk off, I’m not even sure any of them would have noticed.

But rather than take offense, I dwelt on the fact that even though nothing overtly sexual was happening, my cock was already beginning to flood with blood.  Shit, this was so fucked up. 

All these years I’d held my little fantasy, I’d had no idea that I’d enjoy this kinky set of bittersweet tastes.  I’d always thought the thrill of seeing Heather with another man was all about the physical spectacle and seeing her being pleasured and cumming on a cock in a way I could no longer provide.

But turns out that was just a part of it.  The masochistic, humiliatory thrill of being largely ignored and subtly belittled was just as powerful as an aphrodisiac.

~~~~~    

“Honey, isn’t it time you were going?” her voice so sweet, “don’t want to keep your pals Chuck and Dan waiting, that would be rude!”

Chuck and Dan?  Ha-frickin-ha.  ‘Chuck’, a none too subtle play on the word ‘cuck’.  Dan a slightly more subtle reference back to the disparaging nickname Aleks had used for me when I’d overheard him in Starbucks.  ‘Dickless-Dan’, had been the handle he’d given me, and now my own wife was using it to gently, lovingly twist the knife. 

All done with the sweetest of assassin’s smiles on her beautiful face.  Her words hurt me, but I knew she’d only hurt me because she knew this was all part of the game I’d said I wanted to play.  Although whether or not I’d still be wanting to play by the end of the evening was another question.

“Urgh … yes, you’re right, Sweetheart,” I said leaning over to give her a kiss on the cheek as I made to leave fifteen minutes earlier than we’d planned.  My wife was dismissing me so she could have more attention-time and play-time with her three handsome young firefighters.  Two of whom would carry on peacocking as long as their buddy allowed, one of whom would be using a different kind of cock to make my wife a very happy woman.

~~~~~    

Duly dismissed, feeling the acid burn of excitement and pain in my gut as I scuttled down towards our parking spot, I wanted to get to my pre-planned listening post as soon as possible.  A place just outside a local bar on the edge of the city’s university district. 

Maybe overkill, but after the earlier coincidence of me randomly bumping into Aleks and his friends at Starbucks, Heather and I had worked on a cover story.  I was meeting old college friends to enjoy a little nostalgia, reliving old times in bars we’d frequented while studying.  The last thing we needed was Paulie or Vlad popping out for some beers or chips and spotting me just a block away huddled over my phone listening to their pal boning my wife like there was no tomorrow.

~~~~~    

Two minutes later, my efforts at calming my nerves by using the stairs for some mind-distracting exercise has singularly failed, as yet again I found myself in the lobby face to face with old lady Olson and her faithful spaniel Norbert.  Norbert who evidently had the smallest canine bladder in all of Washington State.

“Hello, Dearie.  Heather not with you?”

“Uhhh … no, we had kind of a diary clash … I’d arranged to meet some old college friends … it’ll just be boring old talk, best she just stays and enjoys the game…”

“Oh, I see.”  I hoped she didn’t see.  The last thing I needed right now, my chest already exploding with nervous tension, was our gossipy neighbor wondering why I’d left my sexily dressed wife alone with ‘oh yes, handsome young Aleks, such a manly man’.  My heart had enough to cope with without this extra stress.

“Anyway, have a lovely evening Mrs. O. … sorry, got to run, I’m already a few minutes late and the last thing I need is to give my buddies an excuse…”

~~~~~    

Ten minutes later, 45th Street, 20th Avenue and 55th Street had taken me to my parking spot just outside one of my favorite old pubs, my two phones sitting on my empty passenger seat – the seat where Heather normally sat.

We’d both just upgraded to the latest iPhone models, but had kept our old phones as backups and it had been my super-smart wife’s suggestion that we use these phones to double up on our lines of communication. 

Our new phones left open to be used for normal communication if it all became too much for me and I had to call to use our pre-agreed safe word – ‘Peach’.

Our old phones used for the always-on audio link between our bedroom and me sitting two miles away my body swimming in adrenaline as I wondered just what the hell I’d let myself in for.

Having only just parked and, feeling like some kind of sexual super-agent as I laid out my phones, I was now trying to calm myself down.  Doing my own version of Lamaze breathing to try and avoid a coronary, my heart leapt into my throat as I saw an incoming call from Heather’s normal phone.  The one planned for emergency use only.

Some sixth-sense told me to stay quiet as I picked up.  To stay quiet until I had a better sense of what was going on, of why she’d rung – assuming it was her, not Aleks or one of his friends playing some sick joke on me.

Holding my breath, listening as hard as I could, I focused on every little sound.

“So, Heather, what do you see in a big oaf like Aleks?” 

From the slight Slavic accent, this was tall blond Vlad who was trying to both tempt my wife and find out more about just what was going on between her and his friend.

“What kind of a question’s that?”  I could hear the lightness, the teasing humor in her tone as she answered.  Not denying the premise in Vlad’s question, but also not confirming what he was suggesting – that she and Aleks were an item.

Fuck!  At that moment, I’d have given anything to have been a fly on the wall in the condo, to see what was going on, who was sitting where and who was doing what to whom.

My imagination pictured Heather sitting on Aleks’s lap – maybe that was what had provoked Vlad’s question?  But then again, if she was sitting side-saddle on his lap, feeling his swelling cock, why would she have bothered to have answered Vlad’s question in such a coy way?  But then again, my wife had always enjoyed teasing and flirting, so maybe she was lap-sitting and just fancied making Vlad work for it?

Fuck, I could carry on second and third and fourth guessing all evening.  A realization that made me almost certain that it was Heather rather than one of the guys who’d opened the line by calling me.  Although I’d only know this with total certainty later when Heather was home.  That is, assuming she did come home tonight.  I was smart enough to know that games like this have a habit of ending up very different to how they’re originally planned.

But, in the meantime not knowing for sure whether it was Heather or one of the guys who’d opened the line added even more layers of tormenting, bittersweet stress and agony.

Oh, you teasing, tormenting little minx!  Probably.

~~~~~    

The conversation between Vlad and Heather and then between Paulie and Heather went on for some time.  Only Aleks seemed reasonably quiet, maybe just soaking in and enjoying the jealousy of his friends that he’d landed a babe like Heather.

I wasn’t just listening to the words and Heather’s tone of voice, I was listening in for any little clue as to what might be physically happening.

Was Heather on his lap?  If she was, were they just sitting there enjoying the physical closeness, but otherwise, reasonably well behaved?  Or was Aleks being altogether more forward?  Demonstrating to his fire station friends the power he held over my wife by snaking a hand inside her tight white blouse, undoing a button or two, easing down a cup and gently thumbing one or both of her nipples? 

Or maybe he’d moved beyond that?  Maybe he had a hand underneath her brown leather skirt, letting Heather flirt with his friends as he slowly and deliberately rubbed at the sodden gusset of her panties?  Or eased the thin material to one side and started to stroke her love lips and clit, maybe thrusting a large digit or two in and out just to show he could?  Just to show his buddies just how total his control over my wife really was.  That no matter how mature, smart and professional she was – she’d do anything for her young lover’s huge dick and the way he made her feel.  The way he could make her cum like her husband couldn’t.

Ahhhh!!!

These questions, this speculation could go on forever and ever.  I’d only know for sure when Heather returned home – if she returned.

It was like the best of games and the worst of games all rolled into one.  It was that all-consuming adrenaline inspired floating sensation you get just before kickoff in a game you’ve been waiting for all year.  Inspired by that unique mix of anticipation and wondering at how the game that is everything to you is finally going to play out.  Knowing that after months of waiting you’re either going to be euphoric, swinging from the chandeliers with the unbridled joy of victory.  Or left broken and spent on the floor, broken-hearted and despondent, wondering how the hell you’re ever going to pick up the pieces and rebuild a meaningful life.

Full disclosure:  I’ve never felt like that about a sports game, but I sure as hell felt like that as the talking ended and I heard Heather – my Heather – making up a transparently fake alibi to take Aleks downstairs so she could make up for not seeing him on Friday.

“Come on, Aleks … no need to send the guys out for more chips and beers … come and give me a hand … I’m sure Tim won’t mind if we share some of our stuff with you…”

‘No, Tim won’t mind.  It might break his heart, it might send him flying to the heavens … but either way he can’t stand the not knowing any more … one way or the other, Tim has to know.’


Chapter 14

The first sound I heard wasn’t words.  It was giggling.  Giggling followed by a noise that sounded like a hand being slapped. Words only coming after the slap - words that suggested the slap had been part of some playful game.

“Hey you … stop … we came for chips and beer,” followed by more laughter, another slap and then a couple of feminine moans.  Whatever Aleks’s hands were doing to my wife, she obviously didn’t object too much.

“What’s through that door?” his deep voice asked, temporarily distracted from playing with his new toy.

“What’s it to you?” she teased, although knowing her as I did, I could make-out a more nervous undertone that he might have missed.

“Is that your bedroom?  Where you and Dickless Dan sleep?  Where he tries to get you off with that little toy cock of his?”

“Don’t be so mean … but yes, as you’re asking … that is our bedroom, where we sleep.”

‘Thanks, Hun.  Thanks for the full-throated defense of your husband’s masculinity.’  Although I was hardly surprised, even in just four days this trash-talking, this belittling had become central to the mind games all three of us were experiencing.

“Then that’s where I’m gonna fuck you!” he boomed as everything started happening very quickly.  Heather’s squeals of surprise followed by a duller sound than the earlier slap.  More of a thump – maybe her thumping her back as she happily squealed again.

“Stop it!  Stop it, you big lump!  Put me down!”  So he’d picked her up, the sound of a door opening being followed almost immediately by the sounds of two bodies hitting a mattress, followed by no more words, only heavy breathing, heavy female breathing.

It had all happened so quickly.  He was already back with my needy wife in our marital home, but he wasn’t content with that, he wanted to fuck her, right in the holy of holies.

“Gonna fuck you here, Heth … so every time Timmy-boy fucks you here, you’ll be thinking of me, not him … thinking how much you love my cock … how good I make you feel … how I make you cum so good when Timmy can’t even make you cum at all…”

Fuck, he was on a roll.  Laying it out, poisoning Heather’s mind … bigging himself as he brought me down … why the hell did this excite me?  But then again, why did any of this excite me?  What sane man would share his woman with another man? 

Especially not one as large and virile as Aleks?  It was Darwin and evolution turned totally on its head … it didn’t make sense, not one jot … but my throbbing, iron-hard cock told a different story.

Damn!  I was quite literally shaking with nervous excitement as I listened.  If I’d thought listening and not seeing were excruciatingly wonderful just a few minutes ago, this was a million times worse … a million times better.  In part because I knew this time I had an option.

My teasing, ever imaginative, ever loving wife had opened this call as a video call … leaving with me the choice of whether or not I just listened or chose to watch.  Very old school, but she’d even taped dark material to the front of the screen of my old iPhone, meaning I’d have to make a positive decision to watch, rather than just glimpsing their two bodies by accident.

The giggling laughter soon gave way to heavy breathing, the way she was moaning meant he’d gone back to basics, back to his Tuesday night play book that had worked so well … not that he really needed to worry about resistance … all day I’d seen her level of need building until now she was like putty in his hands.

Fuck, the sound of that kissing, the sounds of her soft, needy moan!  Countless times I’d been the one doing the kissing, but now listening to those same soft sighs and moans but knowing they came because of someone else’s lips was insanely hot, insanely hard to take.  In my mind she was like a beautiful rose slowly opening up to the touch, to the lips, to the seduction of another man.  And I was sitting here just listening … not doing a damned thing!  So exciting … so hard… 

“Please, Aleks, please…”

Shit, I knew that needy tone.  She was begging for his big cock.  A cock much bigger than mine.  A cock that would make her cum, something just a distant memory with me … and even then, she never sounded this hungry, this desperate with me.

“Please, Aleks, please…”

In my mind I pictured him rubbing his huge cockhead up and down her slit, making her even more needy.

“You’re a cheating little hotwife slut, aren’t you, Heather,” he cackled, cruelty in his voice, getting her back for denying him yesterday.

“Tell me, tell me, Heather,” he shouted angrily.

“Yes, yes, I’m a cheating little slut…”

“Yeah, good girl, good girl … now tell Uncle Aleks how you love cheating on your tiny-dicked husband…”

“Yes, yes … I love cheating on him … I DO love cheating on him,” she answered breathlessly between gasps for air.  “I love cheating on him with a real man like you Aleks … a man with a real cock…”

“Good girl, good girl … and a real cock that does what?”

“That makes me cum, Baby … that makes me cum…”

“Doesn’t he make you cum?” his tone playfully cruel, not that she needed much leading, she was on a roll, speaking the truth.

“No, Baby,” she whined. 

‘Baby’? Where did that come from, just made me more insane with jealous pain.

“No, Baby, he doesn’t make me cum … his cock’s too small … I need your big cock to make me cum,” she moaned – part stroking his ego, part for my listening ears, but mainly because it was the truth. 

I heard Heather give out a long, low moan … shit!  That’s the sound of her being penetrated.  The sound she always makes when I slip into her.  Only with me it’s quieter, less pronounced … this was louder, more satisfied.  The moan lasting longer as she was stretched and taken deep.  I couldn’t see it – couldn’t cope with seeing it, but in my mind he was now balls deep in my wife’s silky smooth pussy.

“Does he fill you like me?  Does he stretch you?”

“No, Baby … he only gets half the way in compared to you,” she mewled, my mind’s eye seeing her arms wrapped around him.

“Poor baby, poor Heather … so is this my pussy now?”

“Yes, Baby … it’s yours … your pussy!”

“Not his, mine!”

“Yours!”

“So I can fuck my pussy … fuck you anytime I want?”

“Yes, Baby … yes, Aleks … always, anytime…”

“Good girl…”

That was the last of the talking.  Now all I heard were the sounds of two bodies slapping together, the sounds of Heather’s sobs and squeals.  Mind games over, he was fucking her and fucking her hard.

“Fuck … yeah … fuck, yeah … oh Aleks … oh Aleks … I missed this … yes, Baby … fuck me good … so good.”

“Always, Babe … always … gonna fuck you every day,” he grunted between strokes, “gym time … dog walk time … gonna make you sneak out n’ fuck me while he’s fucking asleep … while tiny dicks’ asleep wondering where is wife is…”

“Yeah … oh fuck yeah, fuck yeah, Aleks … have me when you want,” she sobbed, her moans getting louder and louder as she got close.

Shit!  I was so tempted to tear that little piece of materials away and see the images underneath … to see her cumming all over another man’s dick … my forever fantasy.

Fuck … Heather wanted me to watch … I’m sure that arrogant prick Aleks would have gotten a kick … but I didn’t trust myself … I just didn’t trust myself … my gut told me it would be a level of pain too far.  Too much torment, seeing the woman I loved being fucked so much better than I could ever fuck her … however hot it would be to watch.

“Aaaah!  Aaaah! Aaaah!”  She was cumming, cumming all over him … no doubt her juices gushing like I’d sometimes managed. 

“Aaaah!  Aaaah! Aaaah!”  I could picture her face screwed in ecstasy, flushed red, eyes squeezed tightly shut, lungs busting a number as ribs and tits moved quickly, tits no doubt covered by Lover Boy’s big hands, squeezing, stroking making Heather cum even more.

“Aaaah!  Aaaah! Aaaah!”  I felt useless, I felt overwhelmed … I’d never heard anything hotter, more erotic … but my heart was breaking, even as my dick was trying to break out the front of my pants.  To know this was all her and another man … her in ecstasy, getting something I couldn’t give her.

Fuck … fuck, no!

I don’t believe it.  Heather wasn’t the only one who’d cum … without even touching, I’d cum all over myself, cum inside my jockeys and pants.  Shit, how embarrassing … but how weirdly hot … like the last, perfect add to the bittersweet humiliation I’d just suffered.  One of us cumming on a big dick, the other of us cumming on ourselves.

~~~~~    

As things slowed for me, things seemed to slow at that end, manic slaps, sobs and squeals replaced by quiet talk.

“Wow … that was amazing,” she softly cooed. 

“I can feel you leaking out of me,” she giggled quietly, “you came like a fountain.”

Fuck!  He’d cum?  He’d cum, while I’d been spurting on myself, he’d been shooting millions of his soldiers to hunt my wife’s eggs.  Shit, what a demeaning contrast!

“All you, Heather, sweetheart,” he replied, no aggression, all softness and care.  “I missed you so much yesterday, you drove me crazy, saying ‘no’ like that.”

Then the sound of a slap and Heather’s high-pitched laugh.

“Don’t do that again, Baby!  Okay?”

“Okay?”  I could almost see her soft smile – half teasing, half genuine.

“When I need you, I need you.  Okay?  Heather.”

“Okay…”  I could hear the happiness now.  She wanted to be wanted, to be desired like this.  By a big, handsome stud like Aleks.  A man head and shoulders taller than her own husband, a man with a cock twice as long and twice as thick as her own husband’s dick.  She wasn’t ‘in love’ with this guy … but she was definitely ‘in lust’ with him, I could hear it in her voice.

Then the sound of bodies moving … Aleks starting to moan quietly … then moan a little more.

“Oh, Heather, Baby … fuck that’s good … you do that so good…”

Shit!  She was blowing him … blowing him with one of her expert, world-class blowjobs … blowing him because she wanted him hard again … needed him hard again …

“You like that … you like the taste of my big cock?”

The ‘ng-ng-ng’ sound of her blowing him stopped briefly.  “Mmm, yes, Baby … I love the taste of your cock.

“What else you like, Heather, Baby?  You like cheating on Little Timmy?”

‘Ng-ng-ng’ … I could almost picture her wiping of the saliva.  “I like cheating on him when it’s with you…”

“And why’s that, Baby?  Can he fuck you like me?”

“No, Aleks, Baby … you know he can’t fuck me like you can … no one’s ever fucked me like you do,” she purred, my mind conjuring the besotted look that must have accompanied her sweet, infatuated tone.

“You want more of my cum inside you now, Honey?”

“You know I do,” she giggled.

“You gonna fuck tiny Tim later?”

“Do you want me to?”

Fuck, it sounded like she was almost offering to deny me if that’s what Aleks wanted – not something we’d talked about!  Not cool!

“No, Baby … I want you to fuck him … I want him to see how bored you are with his little dick … I want him to try his little nuts off and see it’s pointless … that he’ll never fuck you like I can … that he’ll never make you cum like I can…”

I could almost picture their eyes locked together – arrogant braggart and my in-lust, crushing and infatuated wife.

“I want you to fuck him with all my cum still in you … so he can feel it oozing all around his tiny Tim little cock … my cum, all stretched out … you probably won’t even be able to feel him…”

Listening to this, I was dying.  Listening to him bigging himself up and putting me down, listening to Heather giggling and joining in rather than defending me, I was dying. But my cock was insanely hard – the games Heather was playing, the truths she was telling making my cock throb like it had never throbbed before, throbbing and in need of attention.

‘Oh fuck it!  I’ve already embarrassed and humiliated myself by cumming in my pants.  Why don’t I unzip and play a little?  They’re having fun, why don’t I?  It’s the least I’m due … I’ve given Heather to another guy who makes her cum … he’s just nutted in my wife … so, I’m due.’

And I did.  Careful to be discreet, glad I’d parked in the most secluded and darkest corner of the parking lot.

After a few minutes of Aleks’s incessant moaning as Heather sucked his cock, the fucking sound track started up again. 

Only this time the slapping sounds were more pronounced, Heather’s moans seemed louder and more emotional, making me wonder what was different. 

She was making noises I’d never heard before … certainly sounds and noises I’d never been able to get from her before, although maybe her boyfriend Kent and his big cock had also made her howl like this.  She sounded wild … almost possessed, shrieking at the top of her voice … shrieking so loud the neighbors were bound to hear.

“Oh fuck … oh shit … Aleks, Baby … Aleks … yeah, I never did it like this … me and Tim never did it like this … you’re so strong … Tim could never do me like this…”

Shit!  He must have been fucking her standing up.  Power fucking her as he carried her and dicked her up and down on the end of his huge phallus.  The sounds, the words … it all made sense … and Heather was loving it … absolutely loving it … another first … another thing I couldn’t give her … my own cock inexplicably hardening even more at the embarrassment of this thought.

I didn’t have time to wallow in this self-pity because Heather’s groans and sighs dragged me back to focusing on her … on her and her pleasure.  No more words, she was back to just moaning and sobbing as another climax hit her … then another … then another … it was like a rolling wave, his big dick, the way he was fucking her making her cum every couple of minutes. 

Each new orgasm accompanied by an almost hypnotic chanting of his name. “Aleks … Aleks … Aleks…”  Over and over again, it was like her way of saying thanks to him, her way of letting him know he didn’t just own her pussy right now … right now she was in such a state of ecstasy that he owned her heart, mind and soul.  

After four or five of these normal-sized climaxes the sounds she was making changed yet again … her sobbing cums were replaced by the sound of one giant roar. A roar that made Heather emit an ear-splitting squeal as if she was being murdered … murdered with pleasure as she came yet again as she received Aleks’s second load.

As things quietened down again, I looked down and realized that thankfully, unlike Aleks, I’d not cum again.  I only had one lot of soiling on my pants and jockeys.

~~~~~    

But if I’d been spared this indignity again, life wasn’t done with me just yet as I had to listen to another bout of pillow talk between the woman I loved and Big Dick Richie.  The soft, tender tone of my wife ripping my heart out and stomping all over it … but I never stopped listening, never thought of intervening.

“Wow, that was amazing … where did you learn to fuck like that?” she cooed.  Fuck, I could almost see the arrogant fuck’s face grinning like a baboon.

“Can’t hubby fuck like that?” he teased back.

“No … no, never,” her voice soft and thoughtful … I swear this was for him, that she’d totally forgotten I was listening in.  These weren’t words to fit into my fantasies, this was her forgetting I was listening and speaking honestly. 

“Tim could never do that … he’s not tall enough … or strong enough … and his cock would keep slipping out,” all very matter of fact, very soft and calm.

“Well, anytime you need me, Heather, Honey … you know where I am … and you’re the only one I want while I’m here … I’m not seeing any other girls … don’t want to see any other girls…”

“You do know I’m married,” she giggled.

“I know, but Tim pleasures you … meets your needs what once, maybe twice a week?”

Heather giggled again, confusing me until she spoke.  “He fucks me maybe once a week … but who says he meets my needs … only this ‘big boy’ meets my needs.”  No doubt her soft hand stroked his huge, slimy and spent hose of a cock as she belittled me with the truth.

“Well, then that leaves plenty of time for you and me, Heather, Honey,” he replied, carrying on with the game.  “Only, I don’t just want to fuck you … I mean, sometimes I’m gonna fuck you and fuck you hard … but other times I’m gonna make love to you … make sweet love to you … kiss you all over, drive you wild … look into those beautiful brown eyes and make you fall in love with me all over again…”

Heather just giggled.  “Stop it … I’m married … but I guess a little love-making wouldn’t hurt…”

Followed by her long, low moan, “Mmmmm…”

And they were off again … kissing sounds, moaning sounds … the sounds of two bodies moving back into position.  My self-enforced lack of visuals meaning all I could do was guess at the exact details of what was going on.

I heard that long, low moan Heather always makes when she takes my cock – so at least there was one thing I knew for sure, Aleks’s huge cock was back in Heather’s body.

“Fuck me big boy,” she giggled, “fuck me hard!”

“Nah, think I’m gonna use this nine-inch bad boy to make love to you instead,” he teased, winning a giggle from Heather, “after all, I wouldn’t want you thinking I’m nothing more than just a big old piece of meat … big body … big cock … just a playtime play toy for you to fuck your pussy on and then put me back in the box … I know I look like a piece of work, but I got feelings … so this time, I’m gonna make slow, tender love to you Mrs. Shepherd … or am I allowed to call you Heather now?  Are we close enough for that?”

This time there was no giggling from Heather.  He’d masked it with humor, but both of them knew he was sending a signal, saying something serious.

“Yes … I’d like that, Aleks,” I heard, followed by the sounds of slow, tender kissing, my imagination telling me my wife rather than the young firefighter had been the one to start it.

“And yes, I’d love for you to call me Heather … and I’d love for you to make ‘slow, tender love’ to me,” more kissing sounds making my chest ache with pain as I pictured my loving wife pulling him down for a second kiss.  Trying to make up for treating him as less than important, treating him just as a toy.

Shit!  This was worse than listening to the last bout of wild non-stop orgasms the two of them had shared.  This was personal and intimate, the sexual now joined by even more painful layers for me to take in as my cock somehow hardened yet again.  The more painful it was, the more taboo, the more excited I became.  What was wrong with me?

Thankfully this intimate talk between them stopped and instead the sounds were of two bodies moving together interlaced with frequent bouts of kissing.

All my instincts told me they were doing it missionary style … so they could look deep into each other’s eyes as Aleks repeatedly worked her with that huge cock .. all the way back in, all the way out … stretching her, penetrating her womanly canal as deep as a woman can take a man.

They fucked silently for a few minutes, aside from the bodies, the only sounds I heard being Heather’s constant moans of contented happiness and the odd grunt from Aleks.  But after a while Aleks’s deep voice broke in again.

“Tell me again, Heather.”  His voice sounding almost soft this time as, not giggling, this time serious she answered him.  “Yes, you do fuck me better than my husband … Tim has never and will never fuck me like you do…”

This wasn’t just her playing to her loving husband audience – this was her so focused on Aleks and what he was doing to her that she’d forgotten I was listening in.  This was her just telling the truth – because it was true and she wanted to make her lover happy by letting him know how amazing and special this was for her.

“You want another load of my virile seed, Sweetheart?”

“Mmmm … you know I do,” her voice almost dreamy, as if she was already imagining it.

“Okay, then … last request … I love it when you call my name … it makes me feel close to you…”

“Aleks … Aleks … Aleks.”  Said with a light-hearted humor this time, but all three of us knew when he was fucking her properly, she’d be calling his name for real … meaning every word, every syllable.

The final teasing but serious mind games over, I heard the slow, steady strokes start … strokes of possession … strokes of pleasure … strokes to win just a little bit more of her heart … to add extra layers of meaning for them … extra layers of angst for me … extra layers which would only be soothed when I was back with Heather later … back with her physically … back with her emotionally.


Chapter 15

Even the short drive back felt like forever … my head filled with the sounds and voices I’d just been hearing … all the words about bigger, better … about the two of them getting together whenever he wanted, whenever she wanted … all the words about who owned her pussy, who felt so good, so amazing, who could make her cum … the words just repeated over and over in my head, like some horror movie echo chamber … all that was missing was the messianic, diabolic laughter … add this in and it would have been a Stephen King horror show running on a looping reel as I drove the two miles back.  Two miles that felt like two thousand miles.

I was desperate to reclaim Heather … to have her next to me, know she was still mine, feel that it was us not her and Aleks who were the real couple, the couple that would last.

But before that I had to walk through a wall of fire … the emotional wall of fire of sitting in a room with these three young alphas … sitting with them when Heather sitting at their center, me the evening’s outsider … two of them inwardly laughing at me, laughing at the cuck … the third one knowing he’d just fucked my wife, made love to her far better than I ever could … knowing it was his seed my wife carried in her belly, not mine.  I may have been the man she planned on having a baby with, but right now the biological evidence said different.

Parking the car, quickly changing my soiled pants and jockeys – shit, that was a strong smell of air freshener in our condo - screwing up my courage, I couldn’t put it off any longer.  I wanted what came afterwards – me and Heather together – but this I didn’t want.  With a sinking feeling in my gut, I rang the bell and waited.

~~~~~    

I swear he made me wait extra long.  How the hell did it take a full minute to answer the door in a sixteen-hundred-foot condo?  Had he tied his shoe laces together?  Was he practicing on crutches or on stilts?  Fuck you, Aleks … right then I think I couldn’t have hated a human being more.

“Hey, there’s my man!  My man, Timmy!” 

‘It’s ‘Tim’ you cunt … I know damned well Heather’s told you I hate the name ‘Timmy’ … but you’re a cunt, you’ve just fucked my wife three times while I was out with my imaginary friends for the express purpose of giving you free rein to fuck her and pump her full of your virile young seed.  You wait until you’re may age and you’re in love with a woman who needs more, and are cursed with a faulty cuck gene, something that went wrong in childhood…’

Pull yourself together, I told myself.  You’re the man here.  You’re the one she loves, the one she chose … the one she’s going to have a family with … he’s just got a big dick … she’s using him, just like you’re using him …

“Hey, Ally … how are you and BOYZ,” I smiled charmingly at him, make him unsure of whether I was taking the piss, retaliating in kind, a confused look passing across his face.

“What have you and the guys been up to?  Hope you’ve been behaving yourselves … I know my Heather can be quite the flirt when she’s had a beer or two inside her … hope you haven’t let her lead you astray…”

“Fuck, man,” he looked genuinely surprised, “you got one of those drone-cams snooping on us…”

Shit, where the hell was this going?

“She’s got us in there playing strip poker … only … we thought we were good, but turns out your missus ain’t as sweet as she looks … turns out she’s some kinda board-certified hustler…”

As I walked through the door and into the living room, I was assaulted by the sight of Heather dressed as I’d left her – only minus a blouse – but compared to the other two, she was definitely ahead of the game.  Vlad and Paulie were both down to just their underwear, although quite how hard they’d been trying was open to doubt.

“Heather Shepherd … what are you doing to these poor young guys?” I joked.  “I don’t know what’s worse, you flashing them your titties when you know you’re a spoken for married lady … off-the-market for two decades now … or trying to embarrass the poor guys by getting them down to their tighty-whities so you can see what they’re packing and maybe make them go one step beyond…”

Turning to greet me, I could see she was tired but still on some kind of high … her tired shoulders but playful smile telling me she still wanted a little latitude.

“Oh, Honey … you abandon me for your old college buddies and you expect me to not have a little fun … and Paulie and Vlad were kind enough to make me feel appreciated when you left me.”

“And kind enough to pretend they’re useless at this game and to pretend to let me win, so they can show me their junk…” she chuckled.  Aleks – still fully clothed – took the opportunity to sidle up behind Heather and embrace her around the waist in a clear signal ‘she’s mine.’  Only the empty beer bottles giving any kind of cover for an otherwise mildly inappropriate act – not unnoticed by him, me or Heather – but the kind of thing that happens at drunken parties everywhere.

Looking at her – topless, seductive cleavage pushed up by her tantalizing bra, tired but still game to tease and win extra male attention.

Looking at them – one proud, semi-satisfied alpha who’d already had her … two swollen, semi-naked alphas who’d seen the prize but hadn’t tasted it … fuck, I was in a dilemma.

This whole thing had started in my strange, weird fantasy.  A fantasy of sharing a woman who most guys would have erected walls and a moat to protect.

Ten minutes ago I’d been broken and needing close, intimate time with my woman … time to know she was still mine. 

But the beast was now back in control … tempting me as I looked at a woman full of carnal desire, even if she was tired.

And looking at two new men, even more full of desire, who given half a chance would drag her off to a side room and fuck her until she couldn’t walk.  Who’d fuck her because she was beautiful and sexy .. who’d fuck her because she was the prize and to them it was partly all a big game with Aleks.  Aleks the guy who’d come up from San Diego and who needed to be shown he wasn’t the only one who could pull the sexiest, most beautiful women.

Fuck!

It so tempting.

So damned tempting!

She wanted it, they wanted it … and a big, big part of me wanted it!

But something deep within my psyche – some deeply rooted sense for self-preservation - told me we needed to drag this thing back.  That we needed to find some sliver of sanity, some sliver of solid ground, of solid foundation. 

If I caved now, I might not see Heather again until Monday.  And maybe not even then, maybe she’d be a woman whose head had been so turned by what was on offer that the other part of her life wouldn’t be motherhood and a family, it would just be sex.  Sex and more sex … and then even more sex … professional, tax accountant Heather would still be there … but the only balancing item in her accruing balance sheet would no longer be me and a family we built together, it would be sex.  It would be Aleks … Aleks and Paulie and Vlad … and a countless procession of other men just like them.

Fanciful maybe .. but I saw something in her eyes.  Eyes which were as torn and confused as mine.  If I’d flipped the switch, if I’d said yes, or even just ‘maybe’ … then she’d have slid into the pool .. head set to re-emerge I don’t know when.

But propelled by my love for her, by my love for us, I summoned my strength and stood tall.

“Heather, Sweetheart … I hate to be the party-pooper … but I really think we should be going…”


Chapter 16

“Shit, that was so hot!”  Her voice husky and dripping with desire as she looked at me.  She’d already been fucked three times by Aleks – fucked right here in our marital bed – and yet she was still on fire, needing more.

Damn, she looked and sounded hot.  Her skirt and stockings showed little hint of her earlier debauchery – looking near identical to when we’d left three hours earlier.

Only the tight white blouse was the giveaway - only buttoned half-way, hurriedly re-assembled as I’d pulled her away from under the covetous, wolf-like leers of two horny young firemen.  No doubt cussing me, wishing I’d come back just fifteen minutes later, by when they’d have backed themselves to overcome the last of my beautiful wife’s resistance.

“So hot, Baby,” her eyes smoky with desire, pulling me toward her as I smelt Aleks’s cologne and odor on her.  A man who’d fucked her three times already tonight – but amazingly, she was still hungry for more. 

Not the emotional, reassuring sex she’d wanted after her first time ‘cheating’ just four days ago – already things had evolved so far that what she demanded now was more of the same high-octane, wicked sex that her young lover had just given her.

“Fuck me, Honey … fuck me … make me yours again!”  Her voice pure sex siren – professional woman and mom-to-be banished for the evening’s debauched games.  Sultry with desire, as she threw off her blouse, pushed her skirt up, and laid back on the same bed where she’d already just taken three loads of another man’s seed.  Where she’d already been dicked to countless orgasms – when we both knew I’d struggle for one.

My smart, loving wife had been transformed by Aleks and his big dick.  Transformed into a woman burning with lust as she looked up at me through hooded eyes like a black widow looks at her mate.  The strangest of sexual and emotional dynamics shining through our eyes – she wanted me, I wanted her, even though we both knew I couldn’t even give a fraction of what Aleks had given her.  What he’d no doubt continue to give her for the next few weeks.

The look between us – part love, part a terrible, twisted mental lust – both of us for some strange reason getting off on my inability to pleasure her like the man whose cum was currently swimming around in her womb.  The man who was sixteen years my junior, stood half a foot taller and who was blessed with a Thor like physique and a cock that was double what I could give my loving wife.

Despite my feelings of inadequacy – maybe because of them - I didn’t need a second invitation.  Stripping in record time and feeling a weird and contrary sense of pride as I saw her eyeing up my thin five inches as I jumped right on top of her.  We both knew what she was thinking, and as I pushed all the way in, I couldn’t resist going for the jugular.

“That’ll teach you, my cheating little darling,” I barked as I pinned her hands above her head and rammed my tongue into her mouth as she rammed back, pretending my savage thrust had caused her pain.  The truth we both knew was that she was so stretched and flooded that she could barely feel me in her.  But it didn’t matter, our emotional need was so intense we still tried to suck each other’s faces off as my hips slammed up and down in a way we both knew was a pale imitation of the way Aleks had fucked her.

“Come on, Baby … come on, Timmy … you can do better than that … you can fuck better than that,” her lips breaking clear from mine long enough that she could start the taunting game she knew I loved.  Her use of ‘Timmy’ all part of the game, copying Aleks, knowing it would hurt and excite me even more.

“Did he fuck you good, Baby?  Did he?  Did your selfish, stupid boyfriend fuck you good … did he make you cum all over his huge cock … did he pump you full of his cum … did he fuck you better than me?” I yelled, stopping my strokes and looking straight into her eyes.

“Oh, Baby, it’s not your fault,” she said changing gear, throwing mocking tenderness back against my made-up anger.  “I mean, your old … over forty … a big brain … but a little dick, a little dick that’s not even as big and hard as it used to be … I mean, I love you, Honey … but Aleks!  Aleks, Baby … he’s the whole package … a huge cock, charismatic … confident, a hunky, muscular, manly body … handsome as sin .. and those eyes … those piercing blue eyes.”

She was tearing my heart out.  Handing it to me on a spoon, not even a hint of a playful smile on her face, a world class actress, although we both knew she wasn’t acting … just telling the truth. 

If I’d not known she was only saying this because she knew it excited me, I’d have been suicidal and crushed.  But knowing this was a game we were playing together, both of us shaking with excitement, I looked down and mouthed, ‘I love you,’ before picking up my pace again.  Rewarded by her legs curling around my back as I fired my load in to join the three Aleks had already put there before me.  Planting my flag a distant second to her hunky young lover.

~~~~~    

For both of us, it took more than a few minutes to recover, our ‘back together, reclaiming my woman fuck’ had been so intense.

We just lay there, both staring up at the ceiling, hand in hand, waiting for our lungs and pulses to come back down to earth.  Naked next to each other, only the skin of shoulders and hands connecting us, Heather was the first to break the ice as she rolled over, perched on her elbow and teasingly smiled at me.

“Wow, something got you going, Honey!  You haven’t fucked me that energetically in a long while.  Wonder what that could have been?” she teased, before touching my cheek and switching to a more serious, sympathetic face.

“Are you okay, Darling?  I know you were nervous, thought you might not be able to cope … how are you?”

Looking deep into her eyes, I thought just how much I loved her.  Just how strange and bizarre this game was.  I’d just listened in while my wife was sexed and made love to by another man in a way she’d evidently loved and which I could never match. 

And to add insult to injury, while their bodies gave each other so much pleasure, much of their talk had been about Aleks being a much more capable lover than me.  Talk and sounds I’d reacted to by shooting my bullets all over myself - while the younger man was shooting his bullets deep into my wife’s body.

Judged by any objective, sane standard – I should have hated it, should have been packing my bags.  But in one totally contrary, inexplicable way, it had been both the most overwhelmingly erotic but also the most insanely painful experience of my life. 

Two side of the same coin, impossible to strip apart, I couldn’t prove it, but I instinctively knew I couldn’t have the euphoric ecstasy without suffering the pain. That somehow the pain and suffering was what fueled the power of the ecstasy.

All these thoughts were slow to form in my mind and as I tried to make sense of these whirling vortex of thoughts, I could see the anxiety building in Heather’s face.

“I’m okay,” I smiled weakly, “it’s just there’s a lot to process … it was … it was wonderful, amazing … yet … yet, at the same time, some of the time I felt like I was having my heart wrenched out through my throat, stamped on by some vengeful demon and then thrown into the depths of Puget Sound…”

My words made her look even more anxious.

“Honey, I really AM okay … I promise you, I’m just trying to explain … trying to help you understand … trying to be honest with you.”

Her facial muscles were still tense and she still couldn’t drag her staring, searching eyes away from mine.

One last go, “I promise I’m okay … really.”

“I think we should stop this thing!’ she blurted out from nowhere, no warning, her face a picture of love and worry.

I squeezed her hand, stared back into those beautiful brown eyes.  Just letting the words sit there between us.  Acting on instinct, I pulled her to me.  Held her tight.  This felt like a time to hold and just be – not a time to talk or argue. 

Words could follow later.  We just needed to BE, to BE together.

~~~~~    

Half-an-hour later we were both feeling considerably more at peace with the world, more at peace with each other.

We’d made love - slow, tender love.  All thoughts of earlier, all thoughts of Aleks banished.  Not even an effort, it came naturally.  The natural expression of our love for each other that was far deeper than anything physical sex could ever challenge – however amazing, however phenomenal the sex.

Still naked, we were hugging, needing to hug, to feel emotional closeness.  Heather’s blonde curls lying beautiful and comforting on my chest. 

I was lost in thoughts of just how much I loved this person, how much I knew she loved me.  The fact she was a woman almost incidental.  This was someone I knew planned to spend the rest of their life with me, who’d do virtually anything I asked.  She was the yin to my yang, just as I was to her, a two-way truth she knew as deeply as I did.

“I don’t want us to stop!”  Where did those words come from?  They were mine, from my throat, but I’d not willed them … they just arrived, fully-formed in the air between us.

“Me neither.”  Heather’s voice was softer, less assertive, but nonetheless sent a shiver of excitement through me.

“But I have to know what’s okay for you … what’s not … I’d never forgive myself if I did anything to really hurt you, really hurt us, even if just by accident,” she whispered, mild anxiety back in her voice.

“Me neither … I’d never forgive you if YOU did any of those things … never forgive you and file suit,” I teased, earning me a slap.  At least she was less anxious.

“I’m serious, Honey,” she complained.

“Okay, okay,” I smiled back, “how about I promise faithfully to tell you if anything gets too much … if ever we get the whole pain, pleasure thing the wrong way around?”

“That would help,” giving me a smile that made me fall a little bit more in love with her – as if that was possible. 

Finally able to relax a little, I allowed my imagination to conjure images. 

We’d come through tonight’s ordeal.  I’d proven to both of us I could hack it to listen in while my long-term fantasy happened for real.  No longer just hearing about it after the event – but listening in real time, listening and excited, even through the more difficult parts.

In my mind we’d be a sexual Bonnie and Clyde. Rampaging through sexual rules, taking no prisoners, not giving a damn, doing only what we wanted.  Our everyday lives – tax accountant, investment adviser – so proper and dull, it felt good to have discovered our sexual alter egos. 

Superman and Superwoman, by day all tax credits and portfolio returns, by night bounding tall sexual buildings.  Aleks might have thought he was the true alpha, but lying there next to this wonderful woman – smart and beautiful – I knew that he was the fake and I was the real deal.  After all, I was the guy that got the girl – she was lying next to me, not him.  Even if he got to sample my beautiful wife’s pussy and lips, he was just the guy we were using to spice up our love life. 

He thought he was fooling me, and every instinct I had about the guy told me he’d be totally mad if he ever found out the truth – that all along we’d been fooling him.


Chapter 17

Sunday morning 7th December 2014

Sunday morning was less Bonnie and Clyde and more Chandler and Monica (if you’re a Friends person) - or maybe Frasier’s Niles and Daphne is more fitting given we were snuggled up post-brunch in the fair city of Seattle.

Now we’d really reconnected – another, third bout of love making when we woke - and soothed each other’s mutual fears, we were much more comfortable picking over the details, answering each other’s questions. 

I was more than happy to take the lead – leading like the man in the relationship felt another way of restating my claim to my wife, our condo and even our marital bed!

“Boy … Aleks really seemed to get off on all that trash-talking … all that ‘call my name … tell me I’m better than him … tell me he can’t make you cum shit’ … I mean, what’s with that?  Can’t he just be happy he’s sleeping with an amazing, beautiful woman…”

Even that flagrant but true effort at flattery didn’t get my question past the radar of my ever astute wife.  The trouble with a woman as smart as Heather, especially one who’s had fifteen years practice at sniffing out my husbandly BS, is that she can spot a half-honest question a mile away.

“Hey … I thought we said we’d always be totally honest with each other!”

I blushed and stared straight back as she gave me her best teasing smile.  She knew damned well my dismissive tone about Aleks was my way of opening a topic that excited me but which I was too embarrassed of to open in a direct and transparent way.

“Sorry, Darling … you’re right … it’s just I feel a bit ashamed admitting how all that belittling of me, all that bigging him up turned me on,” my cheeks deep crimson by now, the only upside being the sympathy it won for me.

“I guess it is kind of weird … I mean, I know you’ve had this fantasy forever, but I guess neither of us quite expected you’d find that bit quite as exciting as you do,” her words trailed off as she allowed me to escape with a wifely equivalent of just a minor fine for my infraction of being less than fully honest. 

In another mood, in another fuller conversation we’d have been using words such as ‘humiliation’, ‘masochism’, ‘shame’, ‘deviant’ or maybe even ‘degenerate’. 

I mean, wasn’t it bad enough that I got off on knowing my wife was sleeping with another man.  How much worse to get off on the active mockery not just of him – maybe to be expected – but also of the woman who professed to love me.  It was certainly the strangest of games we’d stumbled into – strange on so many different counts.

“Honey, do you want to talk about it?”

My cheeks burned a little brighter.

“Honey, I really think we should talk about it,” her voice still soft, but now insistent.  “Remember, after that first time with Aleks … we said honesty, openness…”

And gently, lovingly she led me and us into the first ever really deep conversation we’d been brave enough to have about these newly emerging truths I was facing.

“You want to know what I think?” she asked rhetorically, knowing she would, as always, be perceptive and likely bang on the money.  My nodded head gave her husbandly permission to proceed, the loving look between us telling her I knew she was just trying to help.

“Sweetheart, I think that even though you’re a handsome, smart, confident guy, something crazy must have happened when you were young … something got buried deep … something you likely can’t even remember … and that this thing, whatever it is, has warped your sense of reality … it’s made you weirdly, illogically insecure about your masculinity … about the size of your cock…”

“I mean, it’s crazy, right?  You’re a successful, loved guy who most of my friends would die for to date or fuck or marry … you never had any shortage of female company … yet here you are, and there’s this weird thing … this weird thing where you want to share me with someone else … which I sort of get … but then there’s this other, far out thing where you like being teased and taunted … humiliated, made to feel small … made to feel less than Aleks … and however much you hate it, you also know that you love it!”

She paused for breath, letting her words sink in, looking across, judging my reaction … seeing if anything she’d said was wide of the mark or had upset me … but all she saw was slightly sad, guilty agreement and admission.

She hugged me, hugged me tight.

“Honey, if this is who you are … if this is your truth … then I’m glad we found it … let it breathe … ‘better out than in’, isn’t that what they say?” she added, trying to lighten the mood.

“Thanks, Baby … I’m the luckiest man alive … to have such a loving, smart, accepting and understanding woman to call my wife.”

We shared a moment.  She drank in my words, resisting false modesty.  We just looked at each other, two people genuinely loving and wanting the best for each other.

There wasn’t the smallest of traces of condemnation or judgment in her words.  She loved me just as I was … accepted every single atom and molecule of me, whether fit and upstanding and ready for the country club … or whether more at home in the psychological equivalent of a sleazy back street bar.  And I loved her all the more for her unquestioning, unconditional love of who I really was.

I guess this thing we were discussing – if a monologue is a discussion – had always been there.  Even if it had been like the proverbial iceberg – only the tip, the relatively safe fantasy visible and known.  What the last few days had taught us was that the genesis of the fantasy had far more degenerate, far more dark and hidden roots.  Roots we were only now just beginning to understand and explore.

~~~~~    

But even as I looked lovingly at the woman who’d been so gentle and accurate in her diagnosis, I knew we’d only held the glass over half of the symbol.

Her love for me was so total, so deep that she didn’t think any less of me for having these strange desires. Proven by the way she’d held the magnifying glass over my Yang and helped us both see what was there.

And so it wasn’t in a spirit of meanness, but in a similar spirit of love that I kissed her and said five simple words.

“Sweetheart, and what about you?”

Now it was her turn to blush.

Not because of her obvious enjoyment of the amazing sex Aleks had given her.  She was, after all, only flesh and blood.

No, what she was blushing about was that I knew her just as well as she knew me.  That I was gently saying we needed to be just as honest about two things we’d discovered about her that were as nearly as shocking as my king-sized kink.

Maybe the first thing wasn’t totally surprising, but it was certainly something Heather would rather not dwell upon – namely, just how smitten she was with her handsome, blue-eyed young lover.

I’d seen pictures of Kent and the other guys Heather had dated before me.  Looking as she did, from middle school and up, she’d been no stranger to the attentions of handsome boys and young men.  And I’d always known that, objectively speaking, I was right on the border line of the graph, compared to the other guys she’d dated.

But in Aleks – Aleks with his confident, charismatic ways … Aleks with his muscular six-foot-five frame and model good looks … Aleks with those piercing blue eyes and that piercing nine-inch cock – she’d finally found someone who outgunned her in the physical attraction stakes.

Not by much.  But by enough.  And this, combined with the crossroads her life was at, combined with the aggressive way he’d responded to her flirting, had her heart all of a flutter.

From the first day we’d discussed it, she’d never hidden the attraction she felt towards Aleks.

But what she’d always tried to slightly hide was just the true extent, the true depth of that attraction.  To me, and not because of my strange fantasies, she seemed infatuated and besotted.  Crushing like a high school freshman lusting after the most handsome, charismatic senior.

I saw it, but I’d never pushed her to admit just how strong it was.  But she was the one who’d insisted on total honesty and openness – ‘the only way to avoid us being torn apart,’ she’d said, so I really wasn’t being mean by holding the lens to her feelings about Aleks.  I was just doing what she said we needed to do.

“Sweetheart,” I was being as gentle as I could be, “what about you and Aleks?  I’ve seen the way you look at him … if I’ve got my ‘strange likes’ … I think we both need to admit just how much into him you really are…”I honestly think her cheeks colored up even more than mine had done when I was forced to confront how I loved these new belittling, masochistic games.

“Sweetheart … it’s okay … it really is … we’ve talked about my truth … now we need to talk about your ‘truth’ … there’s nothing to be ashamed about…”

“Yes there is, there’s everything to be ashamed about,” she spat, her anger directed at herself, not me.  “I mean, he’s what … twenty-five … he’s virtually just a boy … and there’s me gushing and crushing … fawning all over him … joining in all these games when he puts you down … telling me he can have me any time … telling him my body belongs to him,” too embarrassed to say the ‘P’ word she’d actually used to describe what belonged to him.

“Honey … sweetheart … it’s okay … it’s just a bit of fun … a bit of short-term fun, before he heads back to San Diego … it’s like you said yourself … just so long as we’re all open and honest, it’ll all be fine … if we’re open and honest, we all just have fun, make everything exciting for all of us … it’s only guilt or shame or dishonesty about our feelings which will lead to problems…”

“Sweetheart?” I repeated, seeing her thinking, hoping my words had landed.

“I guess … I guess you’re right.”  She was half reassured, half feeling better.

“Honestly, Honey … when I actually think of just how much you’re into Aleks, I know it’s crazy, but it just makes me even more aroused … makes things even hotter.”

Her look slowly morphing from confused embarrassment to relieved acceptance, before moving beyond that as for the first time in a while she smiled.  Giving me the confidence to move on to the second thing I felt we needed to discuss.  Something that was even more delicate.

“So I’m okay - more than okay - about just how much you got the hots for Big Dick Richie … and I want you to be chilled and relaxed … but what about the other elephant in the room?” 

She looked confused, so I made it painfully clear.

“Remember this,” I teased, “’Oh, Aleks … you’re so big … you’re so deep … you fuck so good … make love to me, Baby … make me cum like my tiny-dicked husband can’t…’.  Ring any bells, Sweetheart?”

Her cheeks certainly flushed, but she was past the stage of full-blown embarrassment.  She blushed but also grinned and fought back.

“Well I guess some of it’s because I know my kinky, degenerate, deviant husband loves it … and if it keeps Aleks’s cock nice and hard and hungry for my pussy, then that’s no great hardship…”

She was playing me … leaving me hanging there…

“But, I guess, a little bit … a tiny little bit’s because I kinda like it … being the mean, bad girl my parents always told me I shouldn’t be … being mean, cruel to my husband … my little-dicked husband…”

That was it … that was it … I grabbed her by the wrists and flipped her over.  Enough of the serious talk, that coquettish smile needed an answer.  I may not be as ripped or as huge as Aleks, but I still had five inches and forty pounds on my darling wife, easing her knees open and sliding right in.

“Are you in yet?” she bitchily teased, playing the mean girl all over again, the mean girl her parents said wasn’t allowed.

“I mean, Honey … I love you an all, but you saw Aleks … you saw what he’s packing … how he stretched me, made my toes curl … but don’t be down, Baby … fuck me, fuck me as good as you can … who knows, maybe if you do a good job, I might even cum!”

Her taunts, my reaction, my pounding hips … we were both in heaven … our talk had made us comfortable to know that nothing was off limits … we were doing this thing together … and it felt good, very good.

I’d survived the test of listening, the test of having to sit in the same room as the alphas who’d given her what I never could and we were fine, closer than we’d ever been.  Fine and loving every moment of our newly turbo-charged love life.

These were thoughts in my head, the thoughts I could see behind her eyes as we fucked on and on.  Me fucking as hard as I could, her moaning and loving the sex, loving the closeness and loving the license she had to tease and taunt. 

Until both of us exploded in a shower of lust and love, holding each other close, Heather taking yet another load as by my reckoning I’d finally overtaken Big Dick Richie in the race to see who could pump more baby batter into her this weekend.

It might have taken me four times as long, and my loving wife hadn’t cum on my dick once, but it still felt to pull ahead by the shortest of noses, four to three by my reckoning.  A thought that gave me a warm, fuzzy feeling as we dozed off yet again.  Four times in less than twelve hours.  Maybe having this Aleks guy living in our block wasn’t so bad after all.

But sixteen years my junior, he’d still looked full of beans after his roll in the hay with my beautiful wife.  Whereas for me the physical exertion and the emotional stress of our deep discussions had really taken a toll. 

I wanted to stay awake, there were things I still wanted to discuss, there were still unanswered questions I needed to discuss with Heather.  Heather whose soft hair on my chest, whose softly purring light sleep were making it hard to stay awake.  Making me realize I was fighting a losing battle.  My last waking thought being an unanswered question as I wondered how Aleks getting his wish to fuck Heather in our marital bed would affect things.  After all, when a wolf gets a taste for one sheep, it’s not long before he’s coming back for something larger and tastier.


Chapter 18

Sunday afternoon 7th December 2014

Unaccustomed to mid-day naps – even at the weekend - when I woke up about half-an-hour later, I was feeling distinctly woozy, taking some time to get my bearings and realize what was what.

When I did get my bearings I saw that Heather was paying me little, if any, attention.  She was sitting up, head propped up against two pillows, face smiling as she tapped away at her phone.

As I gathered my thoughts, I reached back into my memory … like playing a very grainy, semi-reliable old tape as I thought back to all the things that had happened in the last few hours … all the things we’d talked about … all the things I’d thought. 

The last part of the tape bringing back to mind that chilling but intoxicating question … … ‘Now he’d fed in our bed, what would the wolf want next?’

The look on my beautiful wife’s face, nervously chewing her lip, cheeks flushed a girlish pink, gave me my answer – what the wolf wanted was even more of my wife.  Not satisfied with fucking her three times in the bed where she now lay, he had the hunger and nerve to be texting away to her even when he had to know she was with me.

A sharp, exaggerated cough finally brought her head up.

“Hi, Hun!”  She looked at me only briefly, eyes twinkling with excitement before I lost them to the screen again, as she talked but didn’t look at me.  “Does it make you hard, Honey?  Me carrying on like this … texting away with my lover when you’re sitting right there?”

Tilting the screen in my direction so I could see just how many messages had passed between the two lovers, her hand snaking out into my lap even before the words were out of her mouth.  “Ah-ha … just as I thought … you love it … love it when you know I’m putting you second, second to a real Alpha … to my LOVER,” torturing me even more as she dragged out the word, knowing that any label like that just made things ten times worse and ten times hotter.

Damn, that disloyal, disobedient cock of mine … there was no hiding anything from Heather … best just to change the subject.

“What are you two texting about anyway? I can see how hot he’s getting you!”  A little of her own medicine seeming well in order.

“He’s so in love with himself,” she chuckled, more admiring than disapproving, “he’s telling me to make some kind of excuse to you and to sneak upstairs to see him.  Promising he’s gonna give me more of what he gave me Saturday night … said he’d send me back down to you with a tummy full of his stuff … the cheeky bighead was even asking if you’re a heavy sleeper … said it would be hot to fuck me over the counter again while you were just sleeping next door…”

“Wh…” I started, but burning with excitement, my wife was on a roll.

“He’s even teasing me that Saturday night I was so loud in here I likely woke up old Mrs. Olson next door in unit sixty-two … apparently, he bumped into her in the lobby this morning when she was taking her spaniel, Norbert, for a walk and she gave him the biggest grin … apparently, back in the sixties and seventies, she and Mr. Olson were all for free love and raised more than a few eyebrows…”

Shit!  My wheels were spinning … clawing at air … her mention of the noise she and Aleks had been making reminding me I desperately wanted to ask her how he’d managed to get her so loud, making those noises I’d never heard before - and why she never made those noises with me. 

But now I’d been given an even more pressing question – whether the cat was out of the bag, with Mrs. Olson (the building’s biggest gossip) putting two and two together and telling anyone who would listen the answer was four. 

That husband heading out plus sexily dressed wife left alone with ‘handsome young Aleks, such a manly man’ plus unignorably loud sex noises coming from our condo while I was known to be absent equaled the same kind of shenanigans she fondly recalled from her free love past.

Fuck!  The last thing we needed a few months before starting our family was to be the talk of the town courtesy of Mrs. O. and her early afternoon cackle of like-minded babushkas – and all because Norbert the spaniel had a bladder the size of a pea.

Damn.  But there was nothing I could do about that right now, so better to focus on what I could influence … namely my prurient interest in the finer details of exactly what had made my wife so damned noisy when she and Big Dick Richie finally got it on in our holy of holies.

“’He’s so in love with himself’,” I parroted back, “but remember dear, Mrs. O wasn’t the only one listening in … I know exactly how loud you were … so come on, this has been really bugging me, really eating away at my soul … just how the fuck does Aleks get you to be so noisy … get you to make noises?”

“You never make those noises with me?” I whined, immediately regretting how it made me sound.

“Oh!  Poor baby! Someone’s male pride a little wounded?  Someone’s little dick feeling a little put in the shade?  I don’t remember being exactly quiet and lady-like the first few times Aleks fucked me … in case you hadn’t noticed he’s got a couple of things my darling, loving husband doesn’t have … like a huge smokin’ hot body and an even more smokin’ hot huge cock,” she teased, eyes not leaving mine even for a moment.

“But maybe, just maybe,” she giggled, “the fact my kinky husband was listening in made it even hotter … and the fact he was fucking me where you and me sleep, where you and me make love added spice.”

“And then … then,” pausing as her eyes went all dreamy at the memory, “the way he fucked me … wow … so powerful, that huge thick cock so deep in my little puss … oh, fuck … no one ever fucked me like that before…”

“What … what do you mean?” my suddenly nervous, tightly constricted chest somehow forced out.

“I’ve never been power-fucked like that before,” she whispered to me, almost conspiratorial, like I was one of her girlfriends. 

“I mean, I love you, Honey … love you with all my heart … but you could never fuck me like that … fuck me carrying me around the room like I weigh nothing … dropping me up and down your huge dick like I’m a feather … power fucking me, making me squeal while I squeal like a banshee at just how amazing it makes me feel … cumming all the time … squirting all over my lover,” her eyes by now back all vacant as she remembered all over again.

I waited.

I had to wait.

It would have been too damned humiliating to ask and have her ignore me.

I needed her to come back into the moment.

Back into the now, here with me.  Not with him.

“Sorry,” she whispered, blushing, self-aware enough to know what had happened.

“Was it really that good?” I asked, now my voice low and conspiratorial with shock and fear.

“Yes, Baby,” she blushed, a little embarrassed, but not for a moment thinking to be anything less than honest.  That was our deal.  The only way to avoid this thing tearing us apart.

I’d had all kinds of follow-ups planned … ‘was it like that with Kent’, ‘how come you’re not like that with me’ and a raft of others … but the heart had gone out of me.  My cock was still painfully hard, but I wasn’t sure I could cope with what might come back, so best not to ask.

Besides, my brain was already brimming over with other questions which also needed avoiding?  ‘After Aleks, was the woman I loved now a confirmed and state-certified size queen?  Had he ruined her for me?  Would she ever cum on my cock again?  Hell, if they got together much more often, would she even feel me, never mind even cum?’

If I didn’t have the strength to ask about why I couldn’t make her make the same noises as Aleks, no way I had the strength to broach even one of these with my lovely wife.

‘All these questions!’  That’s not good, I sighed to myself. 

But, with a wry grin to myself I thought at least I’d answered a couple of questions.

Just a couple of hours ago I’d been troubling my husbandly brain with the question of ‘how deep, how long’?  Was this whole thing just a passing fad that would likely end in a few weeks’ time when Aleks’s secondment ended and he headed back to San Diego?

Answer:  The way that Heather was really getting into this, both the amazing sex and the psychological side … the way I was discovering new, sometimes painful, things about myself … more and more it seemed that when he left, we’d have to find alternative avenues to feed these growing needs.

And the other question which had been making my temples pound with migraine-inducing pain was what the wolf wanted now he’d had his first meal here in our bed? 

Answer:  All those messages he’d sent while he knew I was right next to her, his flying a kite about fucking her while I was asleep next door .. what he wanted was lots, lots more of Heather, and it seemed he wasn’t shy about who knew it.  Me, old Mrs. O. … the whole damned building … with an ego like his, with a prize as pretty as Heather … ‘the more the merrier’ was probably the thought in his mind right now. 

And with Heather being as smitten as she was, it was unlikely this particular fire department wolf was going to be going hungry anytime soon … he’d be getting more of my wife.

What I didn’t know was that by the end of Monday my temples would be pounding with two just repeating words.  ‘And how!’


Chapter 19

Monday 8th December 2014

Monday morning.  Another day, another dollar.  Both of us were behind with our work, all the games from last week had taken their toll on productivity. 

Monday should have been a catch-up day, but from the look on her face whenever I passed Heather’s open door or bumped into her in the kitchen, she was as hungry for Aleks as he was for her.  Her mind not focused on the finer details of the tax code, but focused on the finer details of the texts flying back and forth between her and Big Dick Richie.

By late morning her infatuation seemed to even have infected me.  I couldn’t concentrate, my mind not just full of thoughts of Heather and Aleks … of the sounds I’d listened to, of all the over-the-top things she’d said, of all the emotions I’d endured sitting in the same room as him and his buddies before and after he’d bedded my wife.

When the faux chimes on my iPhone sounded eleven a.m. and Heather appeared around the door in her gym outfit, positively smirking with intent, I jumped in even before she spoke.

“Don’t tell me … you’re off to the gym with your new best buddy, ‘BDR’,” my new nickname for Aleks when I didn’t have the time or inclination for his full name.

Her widened grin answered my question.

“Heather. Sweetheart … I don’t mind you meeting up with him … but knowing, not knowing … it’s doing my head in … this thing’s as distracting for me as it is for you … after the gym, if you’re going to do the dirty with him, at least send me some kind of signal so that I’ll know … I’m not just left hanging, not knowing…”

“Sorry, Babe,” her face mirroring the emotion, “truth is, I’m a little ashamed, I’ve been so wrapped up in me and him that I didn’t think of it that way.” 

Her apology, her soft arms around my neck and the scent of her warm breath went a long way to making things good.

After a few moments tapping, she looked up.

“How’s about I send you this,” she chuckled, showing me an iPhone emoji of a fire extinguisher.  “Really long, really thick, and puts out any fire a damsel might be feeling between her legs!” she teased, a lump forming in my throat as the image made me think again of just how much more than me he gave her.

“You enjoyed that, didn’t you!” I accused through slitted eyes, her smile just getting wider to answer me.  Her teasing stroke to my hardening crotch was her physical gift to add to the emotional turmoil she left me in as she smiled and went out the door.

~~~~~    

Great!  For someone supposedly so smart, I’d just committed the sex equivalent of shooting myself in the foot. 

I’d just replaced one distressing situation – not knowing - with another one which was equally distracting.  Instead of fretting about what Heather may or may not have been up to with Aleks, now I spent every second minute picking up my phone.  Unable to be honest with myself as to whether I wanted it to ‘ping’ with an incoming emoji or stay silent.  Forcing myself to confront an existential question … which was worse? 

‘Emoji now’ – knowledge of what I was dealing with.  Certainty. 

Or ‘Emoji later’ – guaranteeing long minutes of contemplating what was to come and tormenting myself with ceaseless glances at the screen and conjecture about how long it would be before the emoji landed.

By the time the fire extinguisher emoji did finally arrive, its arrival was like a bullet from a vet putting a wounded horse out of its misery.

‘Thank goodness … at least now I know.’

The strangest of emotions to feel when receiving a humorous icon from your wife to tell you that she was about to cheat on you with another man.

~~~~~    

I really was as dumb as a bag of rocks!

Had I thought the emoji might bring mental relief.  Might bring closure and certainty?

Think again, Bozo, I told myself.

Now I was spending every waking second not focusing on my clients’ investment needs, but on every creak and every tiny sound from the condo block’s seventh floor.  I never knew a building could speak so much … make so many tiny, ambiguous, impossible to interpret noises.

After forty-five minutes of listening I heard the confusing sounds of multiple loud male voices in the corridor above. Mixed in, I thought with much, much quieter sounds, a female voice, unless maybe my stress levels were causing me to imagine this female voice.

A particularly loud peel of male laughter sounded, then a door banged closed with a loud thud.

Fuck!  Definitely the floor above!  But what was with the multiple voices?  Maybe the door thud had been them going into unit seventy-two above old lady Olson’s condo … or maybe it was unit seventy-four above our neighbors, the Taylors.

It didn’t have to be Aleks’s unit. 

His unit didn’t make sense.  Heather would have mentioned something if she and Aleks had company. 

A loud TV coming on and blaring out made my tortured conjecture even worse. 

The TV was now the dominant noise – intentional?  Masking something? 

Sometimes I could just about here the loud male voices over the blaring TV, but now the female voice I’d heard or imagined hearing was absent.  Either totally swallowed by other sounds, or maybe never there in the first place.

Come to think if it, I seemed to remember old lady Olson gossiping about the three young guys who’d just moved into unit seventy-four.  Rascal and I had bumped into her and her pea-bladder dachshund a couple of weeks ago.  She’d been half complaining, half reminiscing about a loud party the three new tenants had held the previous night.  So all the noise, all the loud male voices was probably them.

I soothed myself with this comforting thought for a good five minutes or so until the TV noise was switched for music – driving, thumping rock music – and just a couple of minutes later I heard the unmistakable sound of a bed rhythmically banging against a wall.  The banging settling into a steady rhythm that lasted a good fifteen minutes as I craned every sinew in my neck and ears to try and hear better.  To hear something, anything that would tell me I was listening to the final outcome of that damned emoji.

I just couldn't tell!  Every time I convinced myself it was Aleks’s unit, the other side of my brain would tell me it was the unit either side.

In the end, the not knowing, all the speculation was driving me utterly insane.  Short of going up there and banging on the door, there was no way of knowing.

So I did the next best thing … put some distance between me and this insoluble sexual and emotional problem … dragging Rascal out for another walk he wasn’t expecting. 

The cutest dog in the world,   trained upon hearing ‘walkies’ to put his leather leash in his mouth and sit obediently waiting.

Fuck!  If only I could train Heather to be so obedient and considerate!  Otherwise I didn’t see my coronary valves lasting much beyond Christmas.

~~~~~    

The walk was an especially long one – poor Rascal’s little Dachshund legs a good quarter inch shorter by the time we finished.

If the goings on upstairs were Heather and Aleks – the other noises just a neighborly coincidence – I wanted to make damn sure they were all done and dusted by the time I brought my listening gear back within range.

When Rascal and I opened the door, not only were the upstairs goings on complete, but Heather had returned herself to the family home.  Sitting where I couldn’t miss her, sitting at my desk looking glowing with fulfilment from recent sexual activity.  But also looked flustered and flushed.

Fuck, it had been her upstairs!  She didn’t need to speak to me to be certain of it. 

I shouldn’t have been surprised.  Whatever I might have wanted or not wanted to believe, the emoji had been the signal.  And the noises from upstairs must have been her making good on her promise.

But what she said next did surprise me. Just as her flustered look and flushing cheeks told me she was as shocked as I was.

“They watched … they fucking watched … they fucking watched Aleks do me … all of it … all of it from the very beginning … from when I said ‘no’, from when he ignored me, kissed me touched me until I stopped resisting … when he stripped me … put it in … when he fucked me…”

“Tim, Baby … they watched me cum … they watched me cumming all over Aleks’s huge cock … Vlad and Paulie, they stood there watching … enjoying me creaming … screaming my head off … fuck, Honey … what if they spread it all around the fire station?”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that with guys like that – with any guys – it was a stone-cold certainty they’d spread it around Fire Station Ten and likely half the other stations.  What’s the point of being a brash alpha male unless you crane your antlers towards the skies like a victorious stag and bellow about your conquests?

I didn’t tell her not just because I didn’t have the heart, but also because like her I was in shock.  Even after everything that had just happened, even after the strip poker she’d allowed and enjoyed with Vlad and Paulie just two days ago, it had never occurred to me that Aleks would allow things to go so far.

Heather and I just stared at each as we recovered from our separate senses of shock, each of us trying not to be too obvious as we studied each other’s faces for the signs of what the other thought.  The playful smile mixing with her blush, told me my poker face wasn’t as good as hers.

Her lips flicked open for just a moment.  But they closed just as quickly, no sound forthcoming, just her grin a little wider.  Maybe it was her own embarrassment, maybe it was her enjoying my discomfort – whatever the reason, she chose to stay silent.  Kissing me on the cheek as she headed back into her office.  Whispered in my ear as she passed, “They said the rudest things … crude, vile, lewd things…”  Her shallow, staccato breathing making clear whatever disapproving words she’d chosen, part of her was excited about the way Aleks had displayed her and their relationship in such a crude and obvious way to his friends.

Damn!  Had we really come this far in just six days?  Had my wife really changed this much in less than a week?

~~~~~    

“Are you sure you don’t want to join us?  Rascal’s showing who he prefers today!”

The rain was streaming down, Rascal had taken his leash to Heather and not me – a rare enough event – and I was mulling over one of the stranger things about my lovely wife.  My wife’s inexplicable love of walking in the rain, something she claimed stemmed from long beach walks with her beloved grandma when she was younger.

Since she’d come back from her lunchtime tryst with Aleks, her afternoon had been a whirlwind of different client calls and we’d had zero chance to talk about how her young firefighter lover had upped the game.  Not just seducing and fucking her while his buddies were in the living room listening, but leaving the door open and encouraging them to watch.

Just two days ago he’d fucked her in our marital bed, this new escalation certainly needed some serious discussion, and I was hoping a walk with Rascal with the weather keeping other walkers indoors might give us the perfect opportunity.

“Sorry, Hun … still got loads and loads of work to do … but if I crack on while you and Rascal are out, then it’ll give us more time together later.”  The sympathetic look in her eyes told me she got it, she knew we needed to talk.

“Oh, and if it’s okay, could you drop off a birthday card at Deborah and Keith’s?  It’s her big four-zero tomorrow and I forgot to drop it off earlier.  Would you be a love?  I know it adds in a few extra minutes.”

~~~~~    

Hood up, Rascal whining to go, I was checking our mailbox and had my back to the lobby entrance so didn’t see him.

“Hey, Timmy, how’s it hangin’?” take-out boxes hanging down from one fist, the other offered for a fist bump as he grinned at me.  Knowing it was slightly silly for a man of my age, especially when he’d already gently mocked through using the version of my name he knew I disliked.

“Not bad, not bad at all, Ally … how’s the fire business been this week?  Hope you been spending our tax dollars wisely!” I smirked in reply, wishing I could have come up with a better reply.

“All good … nice and quiet, so quiet I was done by lunchtime today,” he grinned, “oh, and talking of which, hope I didn’t disturb you earlier … I’m afraid me and a few pals got a bit raucous, a bit noisy … had some ‘female company’ if you know what I mean … sorry if the banging disturbed you … anyway, from how Heather was with that strip poker, she doesn’t strike me as the easily shocked type … she probably had a good laugh when she heard me banging my lady-friend!”

Fuck!  I really wasn’t very good at this … my cheeks burned, I couldn’t think what to say … freezing and making some inane ‘ha, ha’ sound in the back of my throat.  Shit, I wanted to punch this guy … wanted it real bad.

“Anyway, say hi to her from me and please apologize … I hope the noise didn’t disturb her,” the bastard continued, making the most of my discomfort, knowing damned well she’d not been disturbed by the noise as she’d been upstairs with him making the noise.

“Uhhh … ah, yes, will do,” I fumbled as I looked at the boxes just for something to do, the wonderful aroma gave them away as Chinese.

“Really hungry … worked up quite an appetite earlier … planning a quiet night in watching TV, anyway, don’t let me keep you and Rascal … see you soon,” he grinned.  Stepping into the elevator for an evening of Chinese food and TV while I struggled with the wind and rain and played postman for my wife. 

My mind full of thoughts of how unfair life was and what a cruel, conceited bastard this guy really was.  Even if he had been responsible for a marked up-tick in our love life.

~~~~~    

The only good thing about having a head full of anger and worries is that it’s the perfect distraction when you’re out walking in the rain. 

Which was just as well as the extra stop at Deborah and Keith’s, loosely described as ‘a few extra minutes’, made the whole route ninety-minutes – nearly double the length of our normal doggy walks.  The burning I felt towards Aleks after our chance lobby encounter powered both body and mind around the first half of my journey.  It was only on my way back that I’d calmed enough to enjoy the moody atmospherics of a wintery, rainy walk along the lakeside path.

My pulse and my stress levels had just about returned to normal when I sighed with that final, end of that day satisfaction as I keyed the code and eased inside the perimeter gate.  Looking forward to the emotional and physical warmth of our condo, I wasn’t really concentrating as a voice from the dark took me by surprise.

“Tim!”

Damn, it was old lady Olson! 

I didn’t have either the patience or the energy for a fifteen-or-twenty-minute chat with her about the new, noisy neighbors above the Taylors in unit seventy-four.  Or about whatever it was which was her pet hobbyhorse today.

“Tim?  What are you doing here?  You young people, you’re so full of energy! Opening your home to Aleks, then having a nice time with your wife, and then still having the energy and dedication to look after Rascal’s needs…”

I looked at her like she had two heads, I’d not understood a blind word of what she’d said.

“Aleks,” she explained, “I bumped into him bringing food down to your place an hour and a half ago … so lovely how you and Heather have opened your home to make a stranger feel at home … and don’t be shy, me and Mr. Olson used to get quite noisy sometimes … nice to know that you and Mrs. Shepherd can still be as passionate as that even after a decade of marriage …”

The cold, the tiredness … none of it was helping me, but slowly the junctions in my brain made sense of what she was saying.  Ninety-minutes ago – just as I was leaving - she’d bumped into Aleks and his take-out boxes outside our condo.  And then sometime later – time unknown – she’d heard the kinds of sounds coming from our place that had reminded her of the most passionate nights she and Mr. Olson had shared before they aged and he’d passed.

Shit!

Shit, shit, shit!

No wonder Heather had seemed a little distracted and off with me!


Chapter 20

Monday 8th December 2014

Looking directly up, I saw our lights were on. 

The lights in the unit directly above were off!  Aleks had told me he was planning on spending the evening in watching TV.  No sign of that, and Mrs. Olson had seen him outside our place.  Then later heard sounds of passion when I was a mile and a half away walking Rascal.

Making my excuses, I dashed into the building and swore at the elevator for not going faster.

~~~~~    

‘What the hell happened to the emoji?’

A truly strange thought to have when your brain is short-circuiting at the prospect that your wife is upstairs having sex with another man.

Worrying about agreements and rules when another man’s oversized cock could at that very moment be flooding her with his DNA! 

Hardly the thought of a normal man I thought to myself as I paused outside our front door, thankful that Rascal had always been the quietest of dogs.

Fight or Flight?  Go in or slink off, more rain and more Rascal-walking?  Poor little guy, those little dachshund legs would be nothing more than stumps if this carried on.

As so often in my life, I found a middle ground, opening the door as quietly as I could, whispering down to Rascal to stay quiet as I listened hard to work out what was going on.  Whether all the pieces pointing in one single direction meant what I thought they meant.

I didn’t have long to wait, or even have to work hard at it, the noises coming from our bedroom couldn’t have been clearer - the grunting, sighing moans of two voices told me it was just as I feared. 

Aleks wasn’t upstairs eating a TV dinner, he was downstairs in our bedroom fucking the shit out of my wife.

The door to our bedroom – our bedroom again – was closed, but even so, I could hear the slap, slap, slap of flesh coming together.  Even if I couldn’t see, I was pretty sure he was doing her from behind.

“Come on, Heather, Baby … cum for Daddy … cum all over my big cock again … cum like you don’t do for needle dick, Timmy, and I’ll give you a nice big juicy load that Timmy can gobble up or fuck into … not that you’d feel him anyway … come on, Baby…”  Heather’s moans showed she was loving both the sex and the mind games he was playing as he wormed his way even deeper into her brain and our lives.

Damn.  I hated this guy.  Hated his arrogance and everything he stood for, but I couldn’t deny he’d unearthed something deep inside me and that my cock had never been harder.

“Yes … yes … yes … yeah, Baby … fuck … ‘nnnn,” she wailed, his grunts getting louder and louder … both of them super-close until she screamed like she’d been shot. “Aaargh … aaargh … yesss…”

It was only as the sounds quietened from cries of passion to barely audible whispers that I realized how much I was sweating and how hard my cock was.

I was still in our doorway and all of a sudden I heard the whirr of the elevator’s motor – old lady Olson returning with Norbert?

I panicked, no alternative but moving into my office, hearing giggles and laughs as I went.

“Stop that! Behave,” Heather chuckled.

“It’s not my fault, I can’t control myself around you … you drive me crazy …”

“Mmm,” she happily moaned, “me too … but you better hurry, Tim will be home soon…”

“Good!  I’d love it if Timmy did walk in on us … sees how a real man fucks his woman,” he taunted, winning more giggling from Heather.

His words, her reaction making my cheeks flare red with shame, even as my cock hardened … what the hell was wrong with me?

~~~~~    

Fifteen minutes later I was still skulking in my office – thinking as I soothingly stroked Rascal’s shiny chestnut and pearl mane and ears.

Big Dick Richie had left ten minutes ago and my phone pinged with a message from Heather.

‘Where are you, Honey?  You’ve been gone ages.  Everything okay? H xxx’

Staring at the little digits, I replied acidly.

‘Everything okay?  Don’t know, you tell me!  What happened to the emoji?’

No kisses on this one.

Hearing my phone’s ‘ping’, putting two and two together, she burst into my office, panic and shame etched on her face.

“Baby, I’m so, so sorry … I totally forgot.”

I was still really pissed.  Really, really pissed. 

Pissed at her for how her wanton obsession with Aleks seemed to make her totally lose control and turn her brain to mush.

Pissed at myself for how I’d behaved.  How I’d not stood up for myself, in the condo or earlier when Aleks had teased me.  And, maybe even more, pissed at myself for how big parts of this excited me.

“Just what the hell were you thinking, Heather!  Imagine if I’d walked in on the two of you …. BDR’s ass pumping up and down on top of you … you in the middle of cumming!  Imagine how that would have made me look and feel!  I’d have been crushed, crushed and humiliated … and not just as part of a game … for real … never able to look the guy in the face again … knowing the news would be all over the building …. all through the fire department!”

She was bawling, her head in her hands, sucking down huge gulps of air as her shoulders trembled as she cried her heart out … realizing just how close she’d come to wrecking everything … to doing something that was within our game, but which through her carelessness had the potential to really damage us.  Maybe even to end us.

At first, I didn’t feel the slightest inclination to get up and comfort her.  I was just too damned mad, my mind full of angry thoughts about how she deserved to suffer.  I’d suffered, why shouldn’t she?  Besides, it was only if she suffered that she’d learn and not make the same mistake again. 

She was so into this guy and his huge dick that their first time together she’d been too distracted and besotted to remember the condoms we’d agreed she’d use.  And now she was doing the same thing all over again, forgetting to send the warning emoji that would have made sure I didn’t walk in on them and die from eternal shame.

~~~~~    

It was maybe only after ten minutes of her sobbing that she looked up.  All red, bleary eyes and constant quiet mumbling sobs of apology.  The pitiful look in her eyes, the need for love and forgiveness, finally breaking me down as I opened my arms and invited her to come to me – I’d be damned if I’d go to her. 

No second invitation was needed as she ran into my arms and smothered my shirt with her tears, clinging on to me for dear life.

Maybe another ten minutes passed before I felt loving and husbandly enough to pick up the next part of the conversation, now that I’d worked through my anger and had the reassurance of knowing how genuinely sorry she was for what her thoughtlessness had risked.  A crushing, marriage-risking outcome we’d only avoided through the random presence of old lady Olson.

For the next few minutes, I ran her through everything. 

Starting from how I’d sensed there was something a bit off when she’d declined my invitation for a walk in the rain.  She’d looked ‘guilty as charged’ when I recalled these moments and had been borderline on starting to sob again until I’d calmed her.  That bit was over, we needed to move on.

I took her through how her lover had belittled me and smirked as he’d played mind games apologizing to me and her about the noise him and ‘his lady friend’ had been making at lunchtime.  Real fire and anger in her eyes – making me happy, knowing that whatever happened moving forward, Aleks would feel the sharp edge of Heather’s tongue for what he’d done.  The only thing that would vaguely protect him being Heather’s need to remember exactly what I was and wasn’t meant to know … something that’s easy to get wrong in the heat of an argument.

When I got to the bit about it was only Mrs. Olson’s chance remarks about Alecs eating with us and the passionate noises she’d heard coming from our place, I thought Heather might fall down and die.  The blood drained so quickly from her face, she looked so terrified at the conclusions our neighbor might start reaching.

“Oh, shit … that would be disastrous … she’d love such juicy gossip … we’d have to move … no way I could look our neighbors in the face if they knew what had been going on with Aleks,” she squawked, panic radiating from every one of her pretty pores.

We talked into the early hours of the morning. 

Heather couldn’t apologize enough and she owned up that I’d been right – the reason she’d declined my offer for a walk was that even then she’d been thinking about having a quickie with Aleks while I was out.  Admitting that virtually as soon as I was out the door, she messaged him to see if he was home and let him know the coast was clear. 

“Tim, Honey, I’m not trying to excuse myself … mainly it was me being selfish, wanting to see Aleks and have his big cock again … but some of it was genuinely because I did think it would be hotter and more exciting for you if we kept you in the dark.  If the first you knew about it was when you were halfway round Rascal’s walk and you got the fire extinguisher emoji…“

I looked at her, feeling a lung-crushing mix of hurt and excitement.  Even now, even after such a painful, near-death experience earlier – even just hearing her talking openly about her infatuation with Big Dick Richie made my cock leap with excitement.

Hearing her confirm out loud what only her guilty look had told me earlier – that I’d been right that something was off when I’d left with Rascal – hurt like hell but was also inexplicably exciting. 

Now knowing for certain that she’d much preferred a secret assignation with her young, hung lover over a walk with her husband and our beloved dachshund hurt like hell.  But it also made me tingle with excitement at the bittersweet pain, every inch of my body feeling alive as the adrenaline coursed through my veins.

I could hardly complain … this had been my fantasy and we’d spent half of Sunday talking honestly about how besotted and infatuated she was with her tall, handsome lover … and how this crush even excited me.

~~~~~    

The energy, anger and pain in our conversations slowly damped down until they were just like glowing embers in a fire that had once been roaring high. 

Both of us were tired, but Heather had one final surprise to spring on me.

“Tim, Honey … I’m going to tell Aleks that we need to slow things down a little … that I need some time and space to work a few things out.”

Okay, I could hardly complain about this, so I nodded my agreement. Although if I was honest, I was partly relieved and happy but also more than a little disappointed.  Heather wasn’t the only one who’d gotten used to her fix of extra-marital erotic excitement.

“If it’s okay, I’m going to go as close to the truth as I can … tell him we were nearly discovered … tell him about Mrs. Olson saw … tell him that I’m scared … explain it all that way…”

I shrugged.  As good a way as any to explain.  The best lies being those with a huge chunk of truth.

Despite everything, as I watched Heather key and re-key her message a half-dozen times, I had sympathy for her.

“Sorry, Hun … I know this is really hard for you … when I asked you to make my fantasy come true, I had no idea how far and fast things would go…”

“Thanks, Babe,” she smiled back weakly, genuinely grateful for my empathy, recognizing like me just how weird this situation was as she made some final changes and hit send.

‘Aleks, we need to take a breath … slow things down … last night we nearly managed to screw up my marriage and hurt the man I love … Tim nearly walked in on us last night.  If it hadn’t been for old Mrs. Olson delaying Tim, then he’d have walked in on you and me in bed … and sounds like she might get a little suspicious soon if we’re not careful … I need time to think, time to spend with Tim … I love the fun we’ve had … but I need to do some serious thinking and rebuild some stuff with Tim … I never meant for our fun to develop so fast and to risk my marriage.  Hope you understand … speak to you same time next week, please respect my wishes and give me some space until then … speak to you next week after I’ve done some thinking, H x’

Picking up on the worried tone of Heather’s text, his response was more measured and mature than I’d expected.

‘Heather … sorry you’re feeling so worried and conflicted … I never meant for that … like you, I love the fun we’re having and think a lot of you … last thing I wanted was to cause problems for you … I can’t pretend I won’t miss our time together and miss you … I WILL MISS YOU AND MISS US TERRIBLY … but of course I’ll give you room and make sure not to be discreet … when you’re ready, we can talk.  A xxx’

Heather started typing again, biting her lip, thinking hard.

‘Oh, and by the way Aleks … not impressed with what you said to Tim when you bumped into him with your take out … all that shit about your lady friend and apologizing to him and me for the noise … are you trying to make him suspicious and wreck my marriage?  Like I said … not impressed :( … talk later, H’

Only one kiss and an ‘oh, by the way’ intro … hardly the sternest telling off he was ever likely to receive.  But then again, maybe Heather was giving him some latitude as his earlier response had been helpful and mature.

‘Sorry :( A xxxx’

Was his simple response and we finally drifted off to sleep – the end of a day of high drama and stress.


Chapter 21

Tuesday 9th December 2014

After all the drama and stress of Monday, Tuesday felt decidedly odd.  Like coming down the stairs after a particularly rowdy house party the night before – the condo felt eerily quiet and calm. 

The normal stuff was still there – calls, work, a hurried chat over a coffee.  Heather and I even went to the gym together – a nice change and the first time since this whole thing had started with Aleks.  Heather being careful to let him know we were coming, telling him she’d appreciate it if he wasn’t there. 

But even with him not there, and maybe it was all in my imagination, as I worked out I couldn’t help but feel the eyes of the other lunchtime gym-goers on me.  Passing judgment, thinking ‘poor sap, he’s no idea how his wife’s been carrying on with another man’.  My head going dizzy and a sharp pain starting in my chest every time I thought this way.

Back home in the afternoon, more work and calls.  More normal life, more life just like that which we’d lived and enjoyed before Hurricane Aleks had blown into town. Like the morning after a storm has passed through, tearing up trees and littering lives with debris – but now all was strangely tranquil.  Compared to all the excitement and drama of the whirlwind sex and affair – the word that came to mind was ‘vacuum’.  An eerie tranquility that was both peaceful and refreshing – but also a little unnerving. 

I felt like a soldier who’d gotten used to the background noise of incoming shells and who found silence disconcerting.  It was like the peace and silence had me on edge, the silence indicating the enemy was preparing his next attack.

There was also the small matter of the lack of the adrenaline rushes I guess we’d both gotten used to.  I knew I was feeling a little flat, and looking across at Heather – I didn’t want to discuss it – I could see the same slightly ‘anti-climactic’. subdued looked of lethargy as I felt.

At least we had a nice long doggy walk with Rascal who enjoyed having both his mommy and daddy walking him – a rarity through Heather’s recent distractions.  A slight extension took us to the house of Heather’s friend Deborah – the four-zero birthday girl – and a quick cup of coffee and slice of cake lifted our spirits a little.

But by the time we were back home and hanging up Rascal’s leash, I knew we were both feeling that flat anti-climactic feeling again.

When I suggested an early night, Heather smiled sweetly and it turned out it was just what we needed.  We were soon both naked, slipping under the cool, clean sheets - kissing and caressing with a new freshness and excitement that surprised me. 

It was like after our recent near miss – I really would have been crushed to walk in on them without any warning – we both appreciated each other, our love and what we had with fresh eyes and a renewed sense of value.

What had become routine and familiar – taken for granted – had nearly been lost or seriously damaged. Realizing this, now we wanted to celebrate our love and each other’s bodies with a new intensity.

For the most part - as I ran my fingertips all over her soft skin, suckled at her nipples, drank and lapped at the temple beneath her legs, and I savored her matching touch to my manhood and flesh – it was just the two of us in that bedroom.

We were focused on each other and on our love, but even then I knew thoughts of Aleks were skulking in the shadows of my mind and I was pretty sure Heather felt the same.  Not a major problem, and small compared to our mutual love and focus – but even so, it was still quite a disconcerting presence.

It was still early when we’d both cum that from the look on her face I knew we needed to turn from pleasure and physical reassurance and closeness to the topics still ricocheting unresolved around Heather’s mind.

My anger, the hurt … the apologizes – that was yesterday’s business.  Looking at Heather’s face I saw a swirling mix of very different emotions.

“Tim, I feel so guilty … so guilty and worried … what if Mrs. Olson does work things out … starts gossiping, telling everyone that I’m been sleeping with Aleks behind your back … I’d die of shame, wouldn’t be able to face anyone…”

I pulled her to me, held her tight.  Thinking hard about which words to think and which to say.  Gaining a few extra moments by stroking her frizzy blonde hair, kissing her softly as I looked into those large, worried brown eyes of hers.

“Honestly … Hun, it would be a little awkward for you and me … but if it came to that, it wouldn’t be the end of the world … for one thing, I’d march round there, put her straight, tell her that I knew all along and politely ask her to respect our privacy … remind her that, from what she says, she and Mr. Olson weren’t much better back in the sixties and seventies…”

“Do you think that would work?” she asked, hope suddenly in her voice.

“Yeah … I don’t see why not … I mean, I know she loves to gossip, that one … but I think she’s got a bit of a soft spot for you … think she likes to think of you as a kind of younger version of herself … that and I think she’s looking forward to being a doting surrogate grandma before too long…”

“I still feel guilty though, Honey … I keep playing over and over again in my mind how hurt you sounded yesterday … I keep hearing your voice saying how ‘totally crushed’ you’d have been if you’d have walked in and found me with Aleks … no warning … almost like I was cheating for real.”  The look on her face totally pitiful as she said this, eyes full of shame and panic even just from the memory.

“Sweetheart, I can’t pretend it wouldn’t have been terrible … but look, it didn’t happen … and, yeah, you should have stuck to our agreement, but I’ve got to take some of the blame … after all, this was all my idea to start with … and in the end, being so close, listening … well, it wasn’t so bad!” I teased, trying to lighten the mood.

She looked deep into my eyes, lips pursed, all kinds of thoughts still going through her head as she weighed up what I’d said, my mood and how I was now chilled about the whole thing.

“Thank you, Darling … you’ve helped put my mind at rest,” she said, stroking my cheek softly, touching her lips against mine, her free hand squeezing the most sensitive part of my body. 

“Now then, how about we forget all about yesterday,” she grinned, “forget all about a certain firefighter and concentrate on making the most of a quiet evening practicing for making a little bundle of joy that old Mrs. Olson can coo over and pamper something rotten.”

My whole body tingling with the most wonderful electric sensations as she pushed me back and I felt her talented fingers skip lightly over my skin before gently cupping my balls and then squeezing my shaft so tight I thought it might burst. 

Things somehow feeling even better as I experienced the sensation of feeling myself deep within her warm, welcoming mouth as she gave me the most intimate and loving of services.  Her tongue and teeth made me groan loudly as she nibbled and pushed at the sensitive edge of my glans.

“Fuck, Heather … fuck, shit … huh, huh,” I moaned, she had me in heaven, my cock harder than I could remember in a long time … even harder than when I’d been listening to her and you know who.  I laid back feeling like my whole body was floating on a cloud of dopamine.  I’d never felt better.  How she was making my skin and my cock feel made even more wonderful as I knew she’d soon be mounting me, riding me for all she was worth as she looked down into my adoring eyes.

“I love you, Baby … love you so much,” she called as I pulled her down for an answering kiss.  Our lips and souls joined together just like the rest of our bodies.  Not even a hint of Aleks in the shadows now.  Totally banished, totally gone – just me and Heather, proving he’d only ever been a figment of our game, or at least that was how it felt right now.

On and on we fucked.  Occasionally slowing to mix it up with real, slow, tender love making.  Other times me spinning Heather onto her back so I could pound her.  A position, a fuck method we both loved.  The only downside was that we both knew this brought the shadow of Aleks back into the room.  Me trying to pound and power fuck my wife inevitably giving rise to comparisons in both of our minds, however hard we tried to avoid these thoughts.

But as we fucked on, as we both got close, I really didn’t care.  Heather was mine and I was hers.  We could see it in each other’s eyes, so who cared if there was the smallest shadow of a third present in our minds as we shouted our love and came hard.  It was a small, small, inconsequential price to pay.

~~~~~    

Wednesday 10th December 2014

In mechanical, physical terms, Wednesday morning and lunchtime was a lot like Tuesday.  Work, meetings, a joint trip to the gym – it was a near carbon copy of the day before.

But the emotional side of it felt very different.

If Tuesday had been the morning after a storm batters the town – all fear, thoughtfulness and emptiness – Wednesday felt like the day when the clouds and wind have totally gone and all that’s left is peace and sunshine.

Heather and I were in a good place, so much so that twice in between calls she popped into my office. 

Once to wrap her arms around my neck and just hug me – not even saying a word, just sharing her love, letting us jointly bask in its warmth and fragrant depth. 

The second time she came in, equally loving, but decidedly more physical.  Pushing her breasts hard against my chest, as she spun my chair round and sitting squirming on my lap.  Then dropping to her knees, unzipping me and doing a more than passable reenactment of the night before.  Only this time, the pressures of time meant she drank milk shake rather than having it injected into her writhing pussy.

Even a couple of early afternoon texts from Aleks didn’t burst our bubble.

‘Hi Heather, just thought I’d drop you a line to see how you are.  How you doing?  A xxx’

She kept her answer brief, friendly but a little distant, both suspecting his real reason for texting wasn’t to see how she was, but more to worm his way back into her life as soon as he could.  The text was really him just seeking to re-open hailing frequency when Heather had clearly told him she didn’t want contact until the following week.

‘All good thanks, still processing, back to you next week, H’

Her phone pinged again with his response.

‘Great to hear that … I’ll be here waiting when you’re ready … if it would help ‘sort things out’ in your mind, we could always grab a coffee and talk at our favorite coffee shop … just like we did after our first time together ;-) …. Let me know when you’re ready … missing you … over and out, A xxx’

Again, Heather’s response was short and sweet.

‘Thanks and noted, H x’

I guess you couldn’t blame the guy for trying – not with a woman as sexy and special as Heather!  And if I’d been him, I’d have noted that extra ‘x’ he’d managed to win at the end of Heather’s text.  A first since she’d told him off about taunting me with mind games.

‘Ha!’ I thought to myself as she put down her phone and gave me a full-throated, tongue jamming kiss before dropping to her knees and seeing if her mouth could coax life back into her sleeping little friend.  You finally win an ‘x’, I get to feel the soft lips of the woman you want around my throbbing dick!  Now who’s ‘Dickless Dan.’

‘Mrs. Shepherd!  It’s only three p.m. on a Wednesday and you’re already skimping on your CPA duties in favor of your husband’s dick.  What’s the world coming to?’  I thought to myself as my dick eventually gave up another load – not bad for a forty-one-year-old guy!  Although, happy as I was, I couldn’t help but wonder if maybe more than just a little of Heather’s ardor had been caused by Aleks’s text and thoughts of Aleks.  The timing just seemed too much of a pure coincidence and sometimes she seemed to have a little bit of a faraway look in her eyes as she slurped away on my dick.  As if her mind wasn’t entirely on the dick she was married to.

~~~~~    

Heather’s work was running a little late – despite all the protein shakes I’d donated to boost her productivity – and so tonight I walked Rascal by myself. 

A routine which put me down in the building lobby at our normal six p.m. – where who should I find but none other than Aleks.  An Aleks trying his best to hide his look of disappointment that I was alone and otherwise behave in a way that would be deemed normal between two neighbors who only had a shallow, fleeting friendship.

“Hey, Tim, how’s it going?”

‘That’s an improvement … no intentionally annoying use of Timmy.’

“Good, thanks … how about you … how was work and stuff?”

“Yeah, not bad,” he replied, slightly less than convincing, “feeling a little low … maybe it’s one of those seasonal bugs … we’re in and out of so many people’s homes every day … or maybe it’s that SAD thing … what is it?  Seasonal Affective Disorder … maybe I just need a trip away or some winter sunshine…”

Shit!  He was human after all.  In this down at heel mood, he even didn’t seem as intimidatingly large as he’d seemed every other time we’d met.

This time, I didn’t sense mind games or hidden messages, I sensed someone who was feeling genuinely down about how things were working out between him and my wife, and I found myself feeling a little sorry for him.  After all, he looked and sounded a bit pathetic and lost – not his normal sparky, aggressive self.   And I was the one left in possession when the music had stopped and he only had his hand for company.

We said our farewells as I set off to give Rascal his evening chance to explore Seattle’s new evening smells and I found myself having second thoughts about the ‘STOP’ order we’d imposed.  Yeah, Monday had been shitty and could have gone pear-shaped very quickly. 

But that was done and, while I was loving the new closeness between me and Heather and the pleasure of not having to share, I was also missing those huge jolts of excitement and adrenaline the game had given us.

And judging from the short gap between Aleks’s texts arriving and her dropping to her knees to blow me, and the sometimes dreamy look in her eyes as she sucked, I knew I wasn’t the only one missing the excitement.


Chapter 22

Wednesday 10th December 2014

Back home with a happy but slightly tired little chestnut dachshund, I was happy to see Heather had finished and was in the lounge perusing the latest issue of Cosmo.  Along with Vogue and the CPA Journal, just about the only paper publications she read in these days of online everything.

Realizing that just seeing her sitting there, feet tucked up under her, and my brief encounter with Aleks had somehow combined to make my groin feel hungry, without saying a word I took her hand and led her into the bedroom.

“Oh, Mr. Shepherd!  To what do I owe the pleasure?” she beamed like a happy young Debutante.  Mr. Shepherd decided to play it silent – matinee idol? – as he soundlessly unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra.  Just seconds later Mr. Shepherd repaid the favor she’d twice blessed him with as he kissed his way down from her heaving bosoms, down over her gym-taut tummy and arrived at that wonderful little womanly cave.  Guarded by the smallest of soft, downy landing strips, entered only after ringing that tiny little nub of sensitive flesh at the top of the entrance.  A bell that needed to be teased and loved with repeated attention until I felt Heather’s slender fingers and sharp nails pulling at my hair and digging into my scalp.

“Shit, Tim … oh, Baby, yeah … oh fuck … yes … oh Baby, I love you…”  Oh how I wished my face could be in two places at once.  I loved being lost down there, feeling her thighs urgently squeezing on the sides of my head.  But I’d have given anything to be able to see the heavenly look of excitement on her face as I lapped and nibbled, breathed and touched, built her up and up until finally I’d gotten her just where I wanted.

Kissing her with my damp face, knowing she loved tasting herself on me, I eased my body between her thighs and teased her little nub with my cockhead.  Stroking it up and down, making her moan, making her squeeze her eyes tightly shut as the waves of pleasure hit home.

“Look at me!”  I commanded, gentle but firm.

A couple like us have few secrets – even without words being spoken.

Even without words, as she looked at me and I looked at her, we both knew Aleks was back in the room.  It was only Wednesday, we’d had a whole day without him and he was back, back with a vengeance.  Not in the shadows, but right slap bang center stage.

“You were thinking of him earlier, weren’t you?  When you blew me … after his texts.”

She looked back - full of guilt, too ashamed to speak.

“It’s okay … I bumped into him earlier,” I shared, her eyes moving from guilt to fear mixed with inquisitiveness.  “He said he was feeling low … I think he wanted to say that he was missing you … I actually felt quite sorry for him.”

Taking a moment, I loved the confused, hopeful look on her face as I continued to tease her clit with my cock.  Causing that look was one of those tiny but pleasurable victories all loving couples recognize.

“I’m over it, Honey,” I smiled before getting all hot and serious again, “tell me the truth … I want to hear it … it excites me … you were thinking of him earlier, weren’t you … it was my cock in your mouth, but you were thinking of him weren’t you?  My cock, but you were thinking of Aleks!”

“Yes,” she hoarsely whispered, her nervous passiveness ebbing away as her hand reached for my cock and squeezed, squeezed hard.

“You miss him, don’t you!  Just like he missed you…”

“Yes, yes I do,” she smiled and squeezed, “does that excite my kinky husband?”

I didn’t answer with words.  I answered by pushing in, all the way in.

“Does that answer your question?”

“Mmm, yes,” she cooed, cheeks flush with pleasure, hooking her legs around my back and pulling me in, as if she needed more.

No secrets, she knew how I’d interpret her action.  Knew it and used it.

“Sorry, Babe … it’s just Aleks goes in much further … that’s what I’m used to now,” she purred, digging her heels into my ass to emphasize her new needs.

“And stretches you wider?” I teased, straining on the end of my toes to push as far into her sweet pussy as possible, joking being my way of hiding the sizzling fear that was back, the fear about where this thing might lead. 

Seeing her ripped, handsome beau all sad and dejected earlier had done my pride and sense of fear a power of good.  But now, here we were again, he’d only been out of our heads for a day or so and he was already back.  Both of us happy to use him and thoughts of him to spice up our love life.

“Yes, he stretches me wider, Babe … so wide, Darling … his cock’s so beautiful … so long … so very, very thick … it’s like my little kitty’s on fire … can’t get enough of his big, manly cock …”

“Enough, woman! Stay quiet while I fuck him out of you … fuck him out of your mind.”  And that’s precisely what I did – or tried to do - as I lowered my lips and kissed her with every ounce of heat and passion I could muster.  Thankful that I was in good shape as I pounded my hips up and down, fucking Heather as fast and deep as I could.  Anger fucking her with the full shock and awe of my slender five inches.

“Come on, Baby … fuck your darling wife … fuck her good,” she teased, love in her eyes, spite in her words.  “Fuck me good, Baby, fuck him out of me … make me forget my big, studly boyfriend … make me forget how enormous his cock is … how great he makes me cum … come on, Baby … do it … do it, put a baby in your girl before he does…”

Aahhh!  Aahhh!  That was it … those last words sent me over the top, our eyes locked together in the most erotic, powerful mind games as I threw my head back, screamed and pumped the content of my balls deep into my writhing woman.  My writhing woman who clung tight, hugged me as if she’d never loved another and offered up her womanly cave to receive the white, spitting juices powering out of the eye of my cock. 

She was squealing and sobbing, panting and gasping for breath, loving what we shared, lovingly taking my seed that would soon make our child.  We were a couple locked together in total love.  Enjoying the closest of mental and physical unions as her soft fingers stroked at the skin of my neck, touched at every area she knew to be super-sensitive.  Our love consummated through our sex and the deep, soulful look that passed between us.  Both of us silently marveling at how amazing it was how things could turn around so totally in the space of forty-eight hours.

~~~~~    

As we lay there panting and sweating, savoring our love and closeness, I think we both knew one of ‘those talks’ was coming.  As so often the case, Heather the one brave enough to take the lead.

“I’m not ready, Honey … I’m not done figuring it out … what it is I want … whether all the dangers and risks are worth it … Monday night, how it might have hurt you, hurt us, old lady Olson … it’s all still buzzing around in my head … playing games in the heat of passion … using him for some mental stimulus … that’s all fine … but real life, the real world, Honey … that’s something else … something entirely more serious.”

Seeing the earnest, thoughtful look on her face – the opposite of how we’d both looked just moments ago – I sensed we were at a crossroads.

A fundamental crossroads which would determine where our lives and our marriage went next.  We’d played, opened our marriage for a little less than a week.  We’d trodden the tightrope, had experienced whooshing highs and lows – both of us – and then had come to a screaming halt as a series of small, careless mistakes had brought us face-to-face with the dangers we were flirting with.

And now we were back a safe distance from the edge.  Happy to play safe, danger-free mental games – anything more feeling a step too far, no matter what we’d experienced these last few days.

This was where we were.

This was what we were thinking.

Certainly this was what Heather was thinking – her words and her face left me in little doubt.

But while not disagreeing with anything in her mind, my mind was heading down a different track.  A track that wondered which was really the bigger danger? 

Pretending none of this had happened, trying our best to wipe the memory and experience banks clean. 

Or the alternative track – owning what had happened, recognizing what was done could never be undone or unremembered, and trying to find the best way forward.  Trusting in our love and our intelligence to find a safe way through the minefield that mixed erotic prizes with booby-trapped temptations.

My gut told me we’d discovered things about ourselves – truths about ourselves which would only fester and spawn even bigger dangers if we ignored them.  If we pretended they didn’t exist.

I looked down at her lovely frizzy blonde curls – the blonde curls I was planning on raising a family with, growing old with – and I wanted more than anything else not to have to say what I knew I had to say.  Home truths which I knew to be factual but which I knew would be difficult to hear. 

Difficult because they complicated what would already be a complicated enough next phase of our lives as we started a family. 

Difficult because they injected risk at a time we were looking to make things as solid and robust as possible. 

You don’t knowingly grab hold of a rattlesnake at a time when you’re trying to build the safest and most nurturing of environments. 

If you find a venomous creature, you stomp it until it’s lifeless and dead.  Whereas, I knew what I had to say was the equivalent of one of those old school church revivals when they go out of their way to prance around with angry, hissing rattlers.

“Sweetheart, I appreciate this is a really tough set of decisions for us, and that we’ve got to make them together … but I’m worried … worried that if we just try and pretend this last week never happened … that we’ll just be building up problems for ourselves…”

Heather looked at me with one of the most pained looks I think I’d ever seen on her face.  Wanting to fight and argue with where I was headed, with what I was saying, but too honest and perceptive to put up much of a fight.

“Heather, this was all on me … this was all my idea … so if anyone’s to blame … it’s me…”

She knew where I was headed, her tense facial muscles, her unblinking eyes confirmed this and I realized I desperately needed to speak to reassure and also lighten the mood.

“Look, Baby … this is just sex … it’s not love, it’s nothing to do with what you and I have … the joining of two spirits … it’s just some handsome guy with a big dick who can get you off, make you cum better than your husband can … well, whoop-tee-doo, that’s no big deal … lucky for you, lucky for us, your husband gets almost as excited by it as you do,” I chuckled, pulling my face into the most, silly inscrutable smile as I clowned about.

“Some big piece of man flesh, attached to a hunky, studly guy … he flicks your legs over your shoulders and fucks you to a few dozen orgasms – give or take – what’s the problem?” I shrugged.  “Like I said, lucky for you, your husband’s your biggest fan … legs on shoulders or not…”

I loved this woman so much.

The soft, tender, loving smile she gave me told me she knew exactly what I was doing.  She knew my game better than I did.

Her smile said she not only loved me and thanked me for what I was doing, but that she was going to pick up my game and run with it.  Test me, test us.

“You’re right, Baby,” she told me, her face looking less nervous, more relaxed than at any time since we’d finished making love.  “But what does that mean?  Does that mean that my loving, manly husband will be happy if I carry on with Big Dick Richie again?  Even if one day he might walk in and find Richie thrashing up and down between my thighs?  Is that who we are now?  Mr. and Mrs. Shepherd?  Mr. and Mrs. Shepherd plus guest?”

I’d lightened the mood and she’d joked right back.  But the look on her face suddenly turned serious again.

“Tim, Honey … are you really saying you’re comfortable with this?  That’s this is who we are now?  Who you are?  Who I am?”

“Yes, Heather, Darling … that’s exactly what I’m saying … I’m saying that these are our new truths … the truths we’ve discovered about ourselves …”

Pausing for just a moment, I stroked her face and kissed her softly, looking deep into her eyes.

“Heather, Babe … if this was just about your feelings … about what would make you happy and sexually satisfied … tell me honestly that you wouldn’t want to see Aleks again?”

Her face looked pained, but she didn’t argue or contradict me.

“Sweetheart, that’s your truth … it might have started as my fantasy … but that’s what we know … and I’m just happy as your husband that I can give you this thing … give you this pleasure…”

“Because,” she interrupted, tender and loving, “that’s the truth you’ve realized about yourself … after all those years just safely fantasizing, That, with you, Honey … it’s actually stronger, deeper than you ever imagined,” her soft fingers once again squeezing at my cock, this time a different outcome intended.

Now it was my turn to be incapable of arguing with what she was saying.

My last thought, as our physical and emotional tiredness helped us drift off to sleep, was that even just an hour ago Heather had been adamant that we still had plenty of things to work out before we went anywhere back near her young, well-endowed lover.  That she’d snubbed his texts and reminded him it would be at least next week before she was ready to talk.

But as I drifted off I wondered whether our conversation had nudged Heather into a different mindset.  And if it had, whether I’d been the biggest chump since Samson had given Delilah a home salon kit.


Chapter 23

Thursday 11th December 2014

Thursday morning I woke up feeling I’d had one of those nights of sleep that was long in hours but poor in quality.  As we snuggled and then I watched my wife and her lithe, sexy body shower, from her mood and demeanor, it seemed to me she’d forgotten the conversation from the night before.  I almost wondered if I’d dreamt it, if it had really happened.

It was only after our shared workout at the gym – a happily resumed pleasure while Aleks was on pause – and Heather pulled me into the quietest corner of the coffeeshop that I became more sure that yesterday evening’s talk had really happened.

“Tim, Honey … what you said last night … are you really sure?  You know, whatever you said last night, I’m okay to stick with just you and me … I really am … if that’s what you want … if that’s what you think is safest for us…”

She said the words.

And I knew she really meant them.

But the anticipation in her face.  The excitement as she awaited my answer gave her away.

“Sweetheart, I really appreciate the gesture … and I know you really, really mean it … but we both need to be honest with each other,” I told her gently, leaning across to kiss her to soften the moment.

Knowing how sincere and serious she was – and how awkward she was to face up to her own needs – I squeezed her hand, smiling mischievously.

“Tell me, Mrs. Shepherd, on a scale of one to ten, just how much have you missed the sex with ‘Big Dick Richie’ the last two days?” my use of our nickname for him another stratagem to get her to relax and face her truth, before I gently pushed.

“Sweetie, I know you love me, that’s not in doubt, but let’s be honest, I can’t make you cum on my little cock … him, the lucky bastard, he can’t stop making you cum on his huge cock!”

She giggled and blushed, squeezed my hand back as she looked around the coffeeshop like an some super-spy double-agent. 

“Well, Mr. Shepherd, you may well have a point there!  I have been rather missing having something that big deep in my tummy … stretching me nice and wide … I mean, Baby … I don’t mean to be ungrateful or anything … but your ‘Tiny Tim’ … well, he’s just that isn’t he … a little bit short of the mark … compared to a real man’s cock … compared to Aleks … so what’s a girl to do?  Who’s a girl to choose?”

By now she was sufficiently into our whispered game that her nerves had been eaten up by her rampant lust and anticipation, her hand mysteriously disappeared under the table - mysteriously reappeared in my crotch.  Squeezing and stroking in a way that was making me very hard.

The look on her face, her public actions, an anathema for my normally so highly structured and highly controlled wife.  Telling me just how much she’d missed Aleks and his big cock … even after just forty-eight hours without!

It was my own fault really – I’d been the one to give her the nudge last night, and again this morning. Refusing her offer of going back to the old, pre-Aleks ways – but as she lowered her voice even further, I knew there was more she wanted to discuss.  And the nervous look in her eyes already had my heart pounding as the wave of adrenaline hit.

“Honey, you don’t have to answer me now … but what I was saying before, about how I’d find it really hot if you watched … how I’d love it if you could find the strength in you to be in the same room while Aleks fucks me…”

Fuck!  She’d taken me totally off-guard.  “Sweetheart, that’s a really big ask,” I whispered, hardly believing we were having this talk in a coffee shop! 

“What you’re saying is that you want to openly cuckold me … have Aleks, the guy who just two days ago was mocking me, now that I know, have him rub it in my face as I watch him fuck you better than I’ll ever manage?”

My voice may have been scratchy and stressed, but deep down both Heather and I knew why I was spelling it out - writing it in ten-foot-high sky-writing letters.  Because it just added to my masochistic buzz, as somehow saying these things out loud made them all the more real.  All the more real in a painfully erotic way.

“Don’t pretend that doesn’t excite you, Mr. Pervert-Central Shepherd,” she smilingly teased, her hand curling around my painfully erect member without getting us thrown out.

“So, that’s a yes?” she teased, squeezing and working a nail underneath my nuts.  “Good, Aleks will be pleased!”

Oh fuck!  Him!  This was painful enough just between me and Heather. But the sudden mental picture of him standing there smug, waving that huge cock of his around before he proceeded to give me a demo of ‘how a real man fucks his woman’ took things to an altogether higher plane! 

I’d never forget those words I’d heard him say as he’d fucked Heather on Monday.  And if I was honest, however excited I was sitting here now, playing the game just with Heather, I had no idea if I’d have the strength to play the same game when it was three not two.  When I’d be Mr. Third Wheel while Big Dick Richie – a man I’d spent much of the last week hating – was busy not just fucking my wife.  But fucking her in a way that made her cum and behave in ways I’d never once achieved in all of our fifteen years together.

It was a sobering thought, and one which Heather must have seen in my face.  But her mind was already someplace else – imagining just how exciting it would be to properly cuckold her husband.  To have him in the room while she experienced the best sex ever.

~~~~~    

If Thursday first thing - before the gym - had felt surreal, then Thursday afternoon was its twin sister.

Heather was back in the zone, back trying to focus on work and catch-up on stuff she should have done last week.  Last week when her focus had been on the first new cock she’d known since we’d hooked up back before the year started with a big two-zero.

Towards the back end of the afternoon, we both had business meetings and I dropped her off where she was meeting Premier LLC, one of her most important clients.  Partly to discuss strategies to minimize their tax bill, partly to try and persuade them they didn’t need her to attend their upcoming team-building weekend.  She hated that kind of thing, but as one of only three key suppliers invited, they were insistent she attend, unless somehow she found the right buttons to press to change their minds. 

Both our meetings finally over, I texted her to see if she wanted a ride home and to ask how it went.

Her text back immediately set me on edge.

‘Meeting not so great … cheering myself up by meeting ‘a friend’ ;-) … meet you back at home  a little later, H x’

Fuck!

Was there any other way to interpret her text other than that she was cheering herself up by meeting up with Aleks?  It was like a razorblade had been dragged along the edge of my heart, leaving me clutching my ribs and struggling for breath.

Couldn’t she just have come home and talked to me – her husband?  Was time with ‘her friend’ so much more refreshing?

One minute later, as I was driving she texted again.  This time was more with symbols, less with words.  A single emoji of an iPhone fire truck – not exactly subtle, with a simple ‘okay?’ followed by ‘H x’.

But at least she was asking, not just telling … at least that was a step in the right direction.

Fifteen seconds later she’d obviously had an afterthought about the need to clarify.

‘Just talking?  Okay? H x’

What could I say?

So much for the woman who only yesterday had been telling me she wasn’t sure if ‘all the dangers and risks were worth it’.  So much for the woman who even this morning had been looking nervously at me and asking if I was ‘really sure’.  Telling me she’d be okay if it was ‘just me and her’.

Where had that woman gone?  That woman who’d been adamant she needed time and wouldn’t be talking to Big Dick Richie until at least next week?

What choice did I have?

Hoisted by my own petard!  I’d been the one who’d pushed her to be honest about her own needs, the new truths in her life – and now she’d acted on them, even if I still thought we had a few days to talk and make a final decision.

She was forcing my hand, and even though my heart was pumping like a jackhammer and my guts were a tangled mess of angsty worms, I knew our new truths meant I had little real freedom of action.

‘Okay, T xx’

My reply won me an instant response that quietened my angsty worms for a second or two.

‘Love U, TY, H xxx’

Shit!  We were back on the rollercoaster!

A whole three days of respite!

~~~~~    

Our meetings had ended at four-thirty and it was now just after seven p.m. and my whole body felt like it was on fire with stress.  Even given their history, her demonstrated lack of self-control around him and his seeming ability to bend her to his will … the question flashing ten feet high in my mind was ‘HEATHER, WHERE THE HELL ARE YOU?’

I was half-way through tapping out a half-angry, half-stressed message when I heard the front door open.  Holding my breath, I awaited her appearance in the living room.

She looked nervous.

Her hair was mussed, far messier than when we’d left for our meetings … not business-like at all.

She had a half-shy, half-understated wickedness in her face, forehead dipped slightly down in that head bowed ‘I have something to confess’ mode as she parked herself on my lap.  Looking me in the eye as she wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me hard.  A hard, non-optional kiss as her tongue pushed deep into my mouth.

Even before she spoke, even while the kiss continued, I knew.

The smell of him, the smell of his cologne was all over her.  That was what hit me first, even before her lips pushed against mine.  My brain going into sensory overload as I smelt and tasted something else from her mouth.  A tangy, salty taste.  A taste my panic-stricken brain only finally identified when Heather ended our kiss and pulled back so I could see her dancing, teasing eyes.

Over the years, on the rare occasions we’d discussed my fantasy, I’d always been open about how cheated-on husbands tasting their wives sperm-flavored mouths or going down on a cream-pied pussy intrigued and appalled me in equal measure.

“Just a taster for Saturday-week,” she smirked.

My brain was like a general’s – my emotions attacked on multiple fronts, which one to hit first?  ‘Saturday-week’, the mussed hair and smell of cologne, or that gut-wrenching salty tang I’d just been forced to taste.

“Saturday-week?” my strained voice asked.

“Mmm … I wanted to give us time to make sure we’re really okay with this thing … and Richie still needs to understand it’s you and me in control of this thing … not him!”

My smart, highly structured wife seemed back in control, her earlier crushing infatuation banished – although I had to wonder how long that would last.

“This thing?”  I had the feeling she was stringing me along for her own pleasure and to minimize the risk I’d explode … safer to drip-drip the information rather than overwhelm me all at once.

“Oh … didn’t I say?”  Teasing minx, I loved her, but would happily have strangled her right now. 

“Well, Honey, I was thinking about what you were saying … about my needs … how I missed ‘certain things’,” damn she was enjoying this, “thinking about admitting the truth … so, I kinda went ahead and talked to Aleks about ‘things’ … told him that provided we were careful, provided he’s discreet, we can start up again…”

Oh shit!  I felt like my chest was going to explode, the pressure in my heart unbearable.  She was stringing me along, but I had to know.  Better to know than not know, even though I hardly dared ask.

“So … what’s going to happen Saturday-week?”

I had a damned good idea overall – it was just the details I was lacking.  Whether it was full on nuclear, or just limited she planned.

“Well, if you’re up to it,” she started, showing genuine nerves, “When we next get together … Aleks and I would love for you to be with us in the room watching … I know it’s a big ask, but I’d love it and I think you’d find it exciting … the final culmination of years of fantasy, years of dreaming about it…”

I’d got my answer – nuclear was what she had planned.  ‘If I was up to it’ – so that was okay then!

Part of my brain wanted to burrow into exactly what she’d told him … after all, as far as he knew, I was still the ignorant cuckold, totally unaware of their relationship.  So how the hell had she moved him from this to the both of them forming a united front to wanting me in the room watching?  Not exactly an insignificant step!

But that question would have to wait.  There was another swirling, burning question that wouldn’t be budged from my frontal cortex. 

It was one thing for the woman who I shared my life and my heart with to request my presence at her next fuck session.  It was quite another thing to hear that a guy I’d nearly punched last time we’d met was cuddle up discussing this kind of thing with my wife.

“Aleks would like it?”  I spat back, going straight for the thing I knew she didn’t want me to focus on.  She probably wished she’d never mentioned him at all, mentioned what he wanted.  Her mention of what he wanted immediately taking me back to Monday night when I’d heard him saying how he’d love me to see ‘how a real man fucks his woman.’

“Yeah, Baby … he would like it,” she repeated, her face pained, grimacing as she tried to sell it.  “I had a long talk with him, about boundaries … about how mad I was with him about how he teased you on Monday …”

“Heather, just what the hell did you tell him?  We can talk about boundaries, but just what the hell does he think I am?”

She blushed … stammered … making me wonder if she was thinking on her feet, making something up … or whether I was going to get the truth.  My arched eyebrow stopping her midtrack.

“I told him a white lie … because I thought it was hotter … hotter for you and me … remember, he already knew that you can’t get me off on your cock … so I built from that … told him that you’d always had a bit of a thing about me and other men, that you’d even fantasized about watching me with other guys … but that I’d always said no … but that when I met him, I knew I wanted him … couldn’t resist … but that now I feel guilty, which is why I told you everything … including that I love the sex so much that I can’t and won’t stop … that I gave you an ultimatum, confessing to my cheating, but telling you I won’t give him up … that I need the amazing sex he gives me…”

Eyeing my reaction, she paused briefly, working out if she was in trouble or could continue. 

What she saw was a man in shock.  Nothing she’d told me, told him was outrageously untrue – it was a carefully filleted version of the truth.  No, the shock was about how far things had moved in the space of just the three hours since our meetings had finished.

Not only had I been outed as a fantasist who couldn’t satisfy his wife – although I guess he knew that bit already – but unless I called a screaming halt, in just over a week I’d be going full on cuckold.  Standing publicly in the same room while my wife’s handsome, over-sized young lover fucked her in ways I could only dream of.

“Honey … if it’s all too much, I can talk to him tomorrow … slow things down again.”  Fifteen years together, she had the power of telepathy, could see the angst and indecision playing out on my face.

“Really!” I squawked.  “How do you bolt a stable door when the horse has already bolted?  You can do it … sure you can … but what’s the fricking point?”

It was my wife’s turn to look stressed and full of angst, knowing I spoke the truth.

“Sweetheart, what happened to ‘I’ll talk to him next week’?”  There were so many questions I needed to ask … so many frazzled, short circuits in my brain … my poor brain fighting on multiple fronts.

“Sorry,” was all she could offer, looking genuinely embarrassed before regaining her footing.

“Sorry,” she offered with her most apologetic smile, “it’s just that when I couldn’t persuade Premier, when I realized I needed to go on their damned team-building event this weekend, I needed cheering up, and as I’ll be away all weekend, I realized I better talk to Aleks sooner rather than later…”

I looked into her eyes.  I wasn’t happy (although she could have argued I’d been the one to push her the night before), but we’d been through far worse in our fifteen years together.  After all, just last year I’d been the one pushing her … I could hardly complain if she’d grabbed hold of the baton and run with it!

“Okay,” I said, knowing there was little point stressing over things that had already happened, hanging on to her offer that if this really was too much for me, she could talk to Aleks tomorrow.  My brain suddenly swimming back to how it had all started.

“Heather, that kiss…”  I started, but she giggled and cut across me.

“Sorry, I hope that wasn’t too much,” she beamed like a young girl caught cheating in an exam.  “I had to give him something as a going away present … and I thought the kiss might be a useful test … a little present … test the waters, that kind of thing.”

Hardly how I’d describe being inadvertently kissed and force-fed another man’s sperm … even if it was only through the remnants I could still taste and smell, rather than the stuff itself – it was still a helluva thing to have sprung on you.

“Too much?” she asked, half genuine, half teasing.

I was all out of words.  It had been a helluva of an evening.  All I wanted was to pull my woman close, stop talking and enjoy the calm before the storm.


Chapter 24

Friday 12th December 2014

At least Heather’s needs to both pack and bitch about her upcoming team-building weekend away took our minds off Aleks and what we had planned for when she returned.

I loved my wife and her one hundred percent predictable attitude to these kind of team-building events.

The hours leading up would be split into two parts. 

An early squall – why?  I hate this stuff! Such a waste of time!

Followed by a breezy intermission - what should I wear?  Do you think this looks good?  Is this too much?  Is this practical, but I want to look good?

Followed by after the event.  “It was Fab … I loved it … we had a blast!  Can’t wait to meet up with my new best buddies!”

Parts one and two were just what I needed to take my mind of ‘things’.  But it only lasted so long, although seeing her try on various evening outfits for the social side of the weekend was a wonderful treat which reminded me just how sexy and beautiful Heather really was.  As if I really needed any reminders!  The attentions of the twenty-five-year-old stud upstairs – a man who could have his pick of Seattle’s finest – was a constant reminder of just how much I’d hit above my batting average when I’d landed the woman who wore my ring.

But sadly the distraction of watching her dress and re-dress had to come to an end late morning - twelve noon and I was dropping Heather for her early afternoon flight to the cold wilds of Minesotta.  Premier LLC’s CEO was ex-Special Forces and believed in the bonding power of adversity and extreme cold.

A two p.m. take-off, a three-and-a-half-hour flight allied to a two hour time difference and when my working day was done I was conjuring all kinds of mental pictures of the flirting games Heather might be getting up to with the members of Premier LLC’s senior team.

Despite everything we’d done with Aleks over the last week and a half, I knew she wouldn’t go too far.  The positive, professional reason - business was business and she’d worked too damned hard to build up this account to throw it all away with some inappropriate behavior.  The cruder, more earthy logic – what were the chances any of Premier’s team could fuck her better than the young firefighter waiting to bed her when she returned?  She already knew he fucked better than her husband and better than any other guy she’d ever been with – so waiting a few extra days was hardly a hardship.

But even though the logical part of my brain knew all of this, I still managed to use this strategy to give myself pleasure and distract myself from thoughts of what awaited me and our marriage when Heather returned from the winter snowfields of Minnesota.

Friday and Saturday nights when she rang, she was bubbling over with energy from the days physical and team achievements and the fun of getting to know people she’d done business with on a whole new and elevated plane.

“So, should I worry?” my inner demons forced me to ask.  “Is there anyone there you’ve got your eyes on?  Now your husband’s loosened the reins.”

The sound of her giggle warmed my heart – but also made me wonder and shudder with just a little questioning doubt.

“No, don’t be silly,” she laughed nervously, going quiet for just one moment too long.

“Of course there are some handsome guys here … but I’m already spoken for,” she replied, going quiet again, aware that her ‘being spoken for’ was a wonderfully ambiguous statement.  I swear she was counting to three before she added, “they can see the ring on my finger.”

So it was me that was front and center in her mind when she declined the approaches of her fellow team-building male colleagues – or at least, that’s how they saw it.

~~~~~    

Heather may have been having a wonderful time – and I loved my evening time windows in to share this – but I was having a harder time.

She had all of the cold, snowy, character-building activities to distract her, I had nothing but an empty condo and a neighbor directly one floor up who I knew would resume his role as my wife’s love partner in just a week’s time.  His closeness allied to this thought acting like a constant ‘fuck you’ to my mind every time I tried to think of something else.  It was like having a constant and very large thorn right in the middle of your palm … a thorn you couldn’t do anything about … but one which caused pain and anticipation in equal measure.

The thought that in just a few days I’d get to witness first-hand and in full-on close-up detail a guy I seriously disliked fucking my wife and giving her multiple toe-curling orgasms exerted a destructive, addictive pull on me.

One minute I’d give in to temptation and think about the exciting part of it … but as I thought about it I’d find myself shivering with fear and dread.  Wondering what it would be like – what real, face-to-face humiliation would be like compared to the sort I’d already tried, safely listening in whilst unseen.

What would he say to me?  What would she say to me?  Just how much taunting an trash-talking would there be?  Or would there be none – the two of them so focused on each other that they barely noticed me … in some ways even more humiliating for me.

Whenever I thought about whether things might go too far, I cussed myself for letting our Thursday night talk go off beam.  She’d told me she’d discussed boundaries with him, but we’d gotten side-tracked talking about other stuff and we’d never gotten a chance to talk about exactly what these boundaries were before she’d gone to Minnesota.

It was only at the end of our Saturday night FaceTime call that I finally managed to get back on topic as my tired but nervous wife gave me the headlines from her and Aleks’s Thursday evening discussion.

“I told him I didn’t want to go overboard on boundaries … this whole thing’s meant to be fun and spontaneous … that I want to get the balance right … I told him you actually get off on some of the stuff I’ve told him about … about what he says to me, what I say to you when we’re making love afterwards … I told him that kind of stuff’s fine, but that he shouldn’t talk shit directly to you … that I can say stuff to you, but that he can’t … that would be going too far and would just show a lack of respect and cause problems … blow the whole thing up before we even got started…”

She paused, searching my face for my reaction, trying to see if she’d overstepped and I was going to explode again.

Everything she said was factually correct, and she’d added some sensible safety locks – very Heather – but I was still left wondering if I’d be able to cope.  It’s one thing to hear these kind of things in the privacy of your bedroom just with someone you know loves you – it would be quite another to hear this stuff in the heat of passion when the woman you love’s being fucked by another man.  Being fucked so well all her attention’s on him and your brought face-to-face with the reality of what’s happening.  That it’s not just some sexy game – that your life partner is enjoying one of the most central parts of human existence far better with another partner than she’ll ever experience it with you.

That in itself – seeing and hearing that close up – would be a sobering enough experience.  Layer on top a huge dash of wordplay from her and him targeted clear and center at your ego and I wondered if it would all be way too much.  Whether I’d be that equivalent of a nuclear reactor buzzing and flashing red, past the critical point and unable to stop myself exploding!

It was a very real fear, but the more I feared it and worried about it, the more it seemed to tighten it’s coils around my mind as something I needed to try.

It might be something I’d hate, but just as I’d pushed Heather to confront her own new truths about her needs for the great sex with Aleks, she was just pushing me to be honest with all of us that I did enjoy the bittersweet humiliatory part of this whole set up.

The only question was whether she was pushing me too far and too fast?

“Is that okay, Honey?” she asked, still nervous at my response.

“I guess,” my less than convincing response.

“Remember, we can still cancel if you want,” she reminded me, applying some small salve to my fears.  Although I did wonder what would happen if we did this - how long before she might give in to temptation or use her feminine wiles to change my mind.

“Okay,” I replied, still sounding less than sure as I changed the topic.

~~~~~    

Sunday and I thought a long walk for Rascal might help calm my nerves and take my mind of things.

That bit was a good plan.  What was less good was that on our return I bumped into Aleks heading out to the gym.  Maybe rampant paranoia, but directly above us, I knew his living room window afforded him a first class view of our approach route and I couldn’t help but think he’d seen us coming back and had staged this ‘accidental’ meeting.

It was nothing more than the cursory ‘guy greeting’ – heads tipped up and barely audible ‘s’up’ – but it started me thinking all over again about how things were between me and Aleks.

I tried to take my mind of things by dipping into ‘Personal’, the latest Jack Reacher novel that I’d been looking forward to for some time – although even the title seemed somehow to be mocking me a little.  Paranoia!

As with all of his books, it did the trick and I was soon lost in the plot’s intricate web and I’d forgotten all about Aleks, Heather and what was going to happen in a week’s time.

Forgotten all about it until I looked up from my armchair to see Aleks returning on the same path I’d trod with Rascal just two hours before.

‘What an idiot!’ I thought to myself.  You’d thought he might spy your return and then you’d parked yourself in exactly the same spot just one floor below where you’d be unable to ignore his return!

After ten minutes stewing about my stupidity and what lay ahead in a week’s time, I was suddenly gripped by a surge in energy and resolve and climbed up the staircase and rapped on Aleks’s door.

Fight or Flight!  My blood was really pumping.

“Tim?”

Good start, he’d used my proper name.  Obviously Heather’s Thursday night talk about boundaries and respect hadn’t been a total waste.

“Aleks, I won’t beat about the bush … with what Heather told me … with what she wants and what the two of you have got planned, I thought it would be good for the two of us to clear the air…”

“Good call,” I smiled, all pearly white teeth in a perfectly formed shape, all handsome jock, the guy all the girls want, the guy all the other guys hate.

“Come in!” he offered, hand high on the door so I had to walk under his arm, delivering the smallest of reminders of our difference in height.  “Better inside than we have old lady Olson hearing our business.”

He had a point so I went in – first time I’d been back in here since that fateful Saturday just a week ago when he’d fucked her in our bed and afterwards I’d interrupted him and his buddies game of strip poker with Heather.

Fuck!  Now I was here, I didn’t have the faintest idea what to say.  Deciding to come, forcing myself up the stairs had been the easy part!  Now I was here, just what the hell was I going to say?

Fortunately Aleks seemed to have no such doubts.

“Tim … look, man, I’m not going to pretend I’m some kind of tree-hugging new-age guy … I’m pretty rough and ready … tell it how it is … I don’t regret for one minute going behind your back and fucking Heather … she might be a few years older than me, but she’s a real fox … and she wanted it as much as me … it wasn’t just me … she was the one cheating on you … you and me, we never made any promises to each other … so I never broke anything…”

“So, Tim, here’s the core of it, I know Heather’s given you an ultimatum, told you she won’t give me up … that the sex is too good … n’ she also told me that for some reason, you kinda like this thing … or at least you thought you might do, at least in theory…”

“So, here’s the sixty-four million dollar question, Tim, do you and me have a problem?  Or are we good?”

Wow!  Straight to the point!  Like a bull in a china shop.  I’d seen this talk as a way for me to reestablish some kind of equality and parity between Aleks and me, but it was working out very differently than I’d planned.

I just about the presence and control not to answer instantly.  To drag it out, make him wait, give myself some room to think.  To think, calm my nerves and speak with as much calm authority as I could.

“Well, Aleks … that depends … depends whether you’re going to treat Heather and treat me with respect … I know Heather talked to you about respect and about boundaries … so, as you put it, the sixty-four million dollar question is whether your going to behave with respect to her and me…”

He smirked.  Smirked in a way that really made me pissed as I struggled to stay calm.

“Look, Tim … I’m just a guy who found a hot woman … a hot woman who wants to fuck me as much as I want to fuck her … a hot woman who just happens to be married … and what happens between me and her, well, that’s a matter for her and me … I’m not some kind of ‘triangle guy’ … I got no interest in you … but to keep Heather happy, then yeah, I’ll treat you with respect …”

‘Great, progress,’ I thought to myself, but I thought too soon.

“That is, Tim … provided you respect me as well … I’ll never try and force Heather to do anything against her will … but if you want me to respect you, you gotta respect me … and also respect Heather … let her do what she wants…”

Fuck!  So much for progress!  Now he was telling me how I needed to treat my wife.

Drawing myself up to my full five-foot-ten, I tilted my head upwards and looked him straight in the eye.

“It’s like you said, what’s between me and Heather is none of your business, Aleks … but I will say this … in our fifteen years together, I’ve always treated Heather with respect and that’s not about to start changing now!”

We’d done speaking.  We’d both given the verbal and non-verbal messages we wanted to give and there was nothing more to say.

As I turned to leave Aleks just smirked.  Maybe my rampant paranoia, but a smirk that seemed to say, ‘Yeah, right.  A little less respect and little more proper fucking and your woman wouldn’t be running around on you behind your back.’

Fuck, it was so tempting to tell him the real truth.  That I’d known all along and that his truth was that he was just a pawn in our game.

But however much that would have given me instant gratification, deep down I knew I was enjoying this game way too much.

Sure, it hurt like hell.  And sure, I wondered if our next planned step would hurt more than I could bear.  But shattering the illusion of Heather’s cheating would be like bursting the balloon.  And we both wanted to see what the next cloud up would feel like as we went deeper and deeper into this adventure.


Chapter 25

Monday late afternoon 15th December 2014

Monday late afternoon and Heather was back from her team-building exercise.

I was overjoyed to see her, wrapping her up in the tightest of embraces the moment she was through arrivals – never mind the slight awkwardness I could feel in her body from the reactions of the other Premier LLC passengers.  ‘Who is this guy?  Why’s he trying to bear hug Heather to death? Sheesh … she’s only been away three days!  Is he really that needy?’

Answer, yes!  Yes he is.  Every hour apart, the corrosive acid of what we were already doing, what we were about to do burnt a little deeper.

And the ‘man-to-man’ talk with Aleks last night had just been the icing on the cake! Designed to reassert my primacy – or at least give it a helping hand – instead it had turned into a ‘dick-off’.  With Aleks making very clear he might be prepared to play within certain rules about respecting me as Heather’s husband … but only if I didn’t interfere too much and respected his rights as a guy in a relationship with my wife.  No primacy here!  He was offering me respect in exchange for some kind of equality.

“Wow, someone’s glad to see me!” she whispered softly.  Even through her tiredness and slight blushing embarrassment at my behavior, her understated smile told me she was happy to receive such a warm welcome.

Back home, her most urgent need was a long, hot soak in our large jacuzzi bath – to ease muscles weary and bruised from a multi-day, six a.m. to six p.m. outdoors regime.

Leaving her soaking as I prepared to take Rascal for his evening walk, I couldn’t stop myself, I was still too pumped and on edge from yesterday’s talk with Aleks.  “Okay, Babe … we’ll be back in about forty-five … you going to be okay until then?” I asked the blonde head and locks sticking up from the bubbly surface.

“Yes,” she said in a fatigued but patient voice, “I’ll be okay, if by ‘will I be okay’ you mean ‘am I going to behave’ as opposed to running off upstairs to see Aleks at the first opportunity!”  Her smile was loving and understanding, knowing how hard this thing was for me.

“Honey, I promise you, nothing’s going to happen while you and Rascal are away … I’m too dog tired for anything like that.”

Duly reassured, but more than a little embarrassed at my lack of self-control, I kissed her and gave her a ‘thanks for being so understanding’ smile as I picked up little R.’s leash and took him and his wagging tail off to see what was knew in Seattle’s doggy world of smells.

Leaving the building, I couldn’t stop myself looking up. Despite the reassurances she’d just given me my heart starting to race faster when I saw the lights on in the condo above us.  My racing heart and my lack of trust in Aleks meaning Rascal and I completed our circuit in record time, especially as I could have sworn I saw a movement in his curtains as I turned to leave.

On my return, I was more than a little relieved to see Heather tucked up in bed scrolling her iPad - with absolutely no signs at all that anything untoward had happened during my absence.

I’d believed her reassurances – I knew she planned nothing with Aleks, but then that wasn’t the same as him having nothing planned with her.  He knew she was back and knew this was the time I’d normally be away with Rascal.  And that real or imagined curtain movement had really set me on edge.

Even though it wasn’t even eight o’clock, I jumped into bed next to her, needing to feel the same physical closeness I’d gotten at the airport.  Looking up from her social media, she smiled, interpreting my puppy dog eyes as me wanting something more earthy and physical.

“Sorry, Hun … I’m really dead beat,” she told me, her hand reaching through the front of my jockeys.  “Would a hand job be okay?  I’m honestly too beat for anything else…”

I’d only been going to ask her about her trip, but who was I to say no as, iPad still in one hand, I felt five cool fingers wrap tight around my thickening manhood as she slowly pumped more life into Little Timmy.

“So, Honey … what’s new … since we spoke Sunday before dinner?”

Shit, her hand felt good!  I was lost in the moment, savoring both being back so close to this wonderful creature and also the feelings she gave me as she pulled my foreskin back-and-forth and did all those other thousand-and-one little things she knew would bring pleasure to my dick.

The waves of pleasure surging through my brain, the feeling of the thickest of comfort blankets lowered my barriers and made me speak without thinking.

“Nothing much … reading a little … walking the little guy … talking to Aleks…”

“Talking to Aleks?”  Her voice abrupt and surprised, matched by her piston-like grip instantly seizing up at the base of Little Timmy, not an unpleasant sensation as my foreskin was fully back.

Oh fuck!  Now I had no choice but to blushingly tell her the full story – the last thing I wanted was for her details from Aleks’ viewpoint first.

Five minutes later, my retelling of our talk complete, I was glad to see she was happy and smiling.

“Oh, Wow!”  She took it well – more than well.  “That’s kinda hot!  My two, handsome stags rutting over me, a ‘dick-off’ over the beautiful doe-eyed deer … rutting to see who’s stronger … which male gets the girl…”

Her hand starting to move again as she smiled wickedly at me – her energy levels suddenly topped up.  “Rutting to see who’s stronger, who’s more macho,” her words paused as she pulled my skin back to the maximum extension, looking deep into my eyes, “even though we all already know the answer to that … don’t we, lover!”

Her hand, her words combining to make me sob and spurt my stuff high into the air, Heather making sure to point me so it landed on my tummy and not on her.

“Oh, Baby,” she teased in her best sex-siren voice, “you really came a lot tonight … maybe we’ll have to re-evaluate which of my stags is more macho.”  Kissing me on the lips and then ostentatiously turning to face away from me with an exaggerated ‘night, night’ as she disengaged and feigned sleep.

~~~~~    

Tuesday morning 16th December 2014

Having been away for the best part of four days, Heather was heads down trying to catch up on work from around eight on Tuesday, so I tried my best to respect this and just get on with my own work.

But with her office door wide open – her new modus operandi – I couldn’t help but notice that Big Dick Richie wasn’t extending her the same courtesy.

When I heard the first morning ‘ping’ of her phone – around eight-thirty – I resisted for about ten seconds before finding a manufactured pretext to work past her open office door on the way to the kitchen, trying to look as inconspicuous as I angled my head to look in as I passed.

I needn’t have bothered with the subterfuge.  Heather was heads down, smiling to herself as she chewed her lip, alternating between gazing at something on her phone and typing onto it.

By the time I was on the return journey kitchen to my office – no more than two minutes after first looking in - her phone had pinged again, and this was how most of the morning carried on.

I soon gave up my pretended journeys to the kitchen – each time I just saw the same thing.  With every new ‘ping’ just setting me off on another round of new favorite game. 

‘Should we or shouldn’t we stop this thing?’ 

Although I was under no illusions she’d find it hard – countless times Heather had offered to stop this whole thing with Aleks – reassuring me that at this watershed moment of starting a family, she didn’t want to carry on with anything that would harm our marriage.

Fuck!  What a decision!

I was all torn up.

Here was me, doing my best to respect my wife’s need to focus on her work, and Big Dick Richie – wherever he was – was doing the opposite.  Tempting, wooing and seducing her – and by the look on her face and the frequency with which texts kept arriving, she was as involved in this sexting as he was.

Lat night she’d been too tired to offer me anything more than a hand job.  This morning, a new day and a new man – a younger, bigger and better hung man – and her sexual energy was re-invigorated.

Fuck!  Every time I thought of it like this, I was mentally torn limb-from-limb with indecision.  The more she seemed fawning and distracted with her new lover, the more it made my cock hard with passion.  But the more it made me fearful and angry with jealousy.

Shit!  Had this thing with Alecs really only been going on for a little over two weeks?  The relationship, the whole dynamic between the two of them felt like it had been a thunder cloud – all darkness, lightning and energy – at the heart of our lives for ever.

And if it felt like that now, just how the hell would it feel if we stuck to the plan the two of them had hatched together and for the first time I actually got to be in the same room and watch the two of them fuck?

It was a sobering, juddering thought.  But also one that had a seductive, hypnotic power over me every time I thought about it.  The serpent’s coils of the idea wrapping ever tighter around me, squeezing in tighter with every new ‘ping’ of Heather’s phone, crushing the will to resist temptation out of my body and brain little-bit by little-bit.

“Fancy going to the gym?” I asked just after twelve, a last salvo of resistance, trying to take us back to the togetherness we’d enjoyed last week when Heather had been at the height of her ‘feeling guilty’ phase.

“Sorry, Hun … I’d love to go, but I’ll have to skip … got a mountain of work to catch up on,” she smiled sympathetically, “but you go without me.”

A ‘ping’ arriving on her phone just as she finished speaking.  No hint of embarrassment or blushing.  Quite the opposite – she held the screen up towards me smiling as I read the single word, ‘Aleks.’

“What can I say, Sweetheart … appears the young stag’s quite smitten with the older deer,” she smirked, narrowing her eyes in the most teasing of ways.  “But this dear promises the other stag she won’t be naughty while he’s away sharpening his antlers at the gym.”

“Not even if the young buck comes and insists on being naughty?”  I asked, knowing I needed to appear confident rather than allowing her to see the needy, nervous man I’d become these last few days.

“No, not even if the young buck tries to give me a firefighter’s lift to his upstairs cave,” she teased, standing and kissing me as she looked deep into my eyes and wrapped her arms around my neck.

~~~~~    

If I’d been quick around Rascal’s walkie circuit the night before, I was fricking Superman as I whizzed around my normal two circuits of the gym.

It wasn’t that I didn’t trust Heather’s intentions  – I knew she’d meant what she’d said when she’d kissed me and told me she’s be good – but my memories from her failure to get him to use condoms and to resist him last week were just too fresh in my memory for me to feel anything less than permanently worried.

It was only when I finally got home and saw the smug, satisfied smile she gave me – a smile that said ‘I told you, now will you believe me’ – it was only then that I was truly able to relax.  My heart rate finally notching down to something vaguely approaching normal as I started my afternoon’s work and realized that there were no pinging sounds coming from my wife’s office.  A couple of surreptitious trips past her door – seeing her working away, fully focused – finally convincing me that the quietness wasn’t just the false-flag of her phone turned to silent.

All finally seemed calm and at peace in the Shepherd household as for a couple of hours Heather and I were able to concentrate on our respective work.

Three p.m. and Heather made me a coffee and when we’d finished she reminded me she had a client meeting with Pacific Adventures, one of her new prospects who she’d not stopped talking about the last couple of months.

“Do you want me to drop you?”  I offered, “I could do with a break,  calculating these annuities is killing me…”

A perfectly normal, loving-husband offer.

“No, it’s okay, my love … I know you’re busy … no point both of us losing driving time.”

At one level her answer was perfectly reasonable, but there was something in her voice tone and in her facial reaction that set my nerve ends jangling.  The same nerve jangling I’d felt before I’d gone out Tuesday night only to return and find Aleks had come down and fucked her. 

My nerve jangling feelings set my gears cranking through what I knew about Pacific Adventures, about their business and where they were based.

As our eyes locked, she gave up on trying to look nonchalant and relaxed as she saw the light go on in my mind. 

“Yes, Honey … they are based at the Marriott Courtyard … and, yes, that’s just a stone’s throw from Fire Station Ten … but look, Darling … you’re just going to have to trust me … you can’t put a chastity belt or a tracker on me twenty-four-seven…”

Just like before I’d gone to the gym, she wrapped her arms around my neck and looked deep into my eyes.  “Trust me, Baby … we’ve talked about this … I don’t want to screw up like we did last week.”  Her hurt look making me know how much she meant what she said, although a tiny part of me wanted to correct her.  I didn’t remember ‘us’ screwing up last week … in my humble opinion, she was much better at that than I was!

~~~~~    

The trouble about paranoia is that it only needs the smallest of chinks, the smallest of gaps into which to squirt its poisonous venom.

No sooner had I seen Heather’s car disappear out of the parking lot, than I started analyzing and re-analyzing her words.  ‘You’re just going to have to trust me’ … ‘we’ve talked about this’ … ‘I don’t want to screw up like we did last week.’

The more and more I analyzed and thought about it, the more I realized just how carefully crafted my wife’s words had been.  Her words carefully selected and put together to create confidence but without giving much of an assurance about anything much at all. 

Last night when I’d walked Rascal and again earlier today when I’d gone to the gym, her denials and promises had been emphatic, clear and unambiguous.

What she’d just told me was very different.  There had been no outright promise of being good or resisting Aleks’s advances.  Only statements that ‘we’d talked about this’ and that ‘she didn’t want to make the same mistakes as last week.’

And what had we talked about more than anything else recently?  Her going with Aleks again.  And what was the mistake we’d made last week?  She’d forgotten our agreed rule that she’d send the emoji signal to warn me she and Aleks were getting jiggy together.

She hadn’t chosen these words by accident.  In the face of my nerves and my offer to come with her, her words had been hand-picked to make me feel assured - whilst still giving her maximum wriggle-room to do pretty much what she wanted.

Fuck!  Why had I been so slow to see this?

But now that I had seen this, I couldn’t stop thinking about it!  There was even a kind of black-humor irony in the reason Heather had given to turn down my offer to accompany her – that me staying home would allow me to be productive!  Fat chance now, my brain was like a dog going round-and-round chasing its tail … chasing the words Heather had chosen and what they told my paranoid brain she might be soon getting up to.  Another black-thought joining it – ‘just because you’re paranoid, doesn’t mean they’re not out to get you!’

~~~~~    

The rest of the world may or may not have been suffering from global warming, but in unit Sixty-Three the glacial pace of the clock hand was more in keeping with a new ice age as I sitting there like a whining dog waiting for it’s owner’s return.  Willing the clock hands to move faster, willing ‘my owner’ to return post-haste from her business meeting.

Her meeting had been scheduled from four to five-thirty and allowing for a possible over-run and rush-hour traffic, seven would have been the absolute latest she should have been back.

But when my phone pinged at six with a single emoji – a fire extinguisher’ emoji followed by twin ‘xx’ kisses, but no question-mark – my heart leapt through the roof of my mouth and I knew for certain I’d definitely not been paranoid earlier.

I just sitting staring at the phone.  Staring and turning over thoughts of what to do.

The emoji told me exactly who Heather was with and what they were doing.  That had been our deal.  And Heather wasn’t doing anything that, as it stood, she’d not be doing right in front of me in just four days time.

So at one level I looked at the phone and just pouted, feeling I’d be wrong to pick up the phone and intervene.  A thought which ignored the small matter of the huge risk that if I called and she didn’t pick up I’d experience the crushing experience of trying to intervene and being ignored.

This was the logical, structured way of looking at things – but this was a fallacy.  A charade, a mask.  The real war raging was emotional.  Between my deep dislike of Aleks and fears about where this thing might head and between the excitement fueled by my raging hormones and adrenaline levels so high they could have powered a space mission or two.

Damn!  What was I to do?  Why the hell wasn’t there a good option?  Even something as simple as replying would imply agreement and consent – something which given how I felt about Aleks right now I just wasn’t prepared to do.  Even if I’d wanted to, I swear my fingers and thumbs would have gone on strike and refused the orders from my brain.

And calling to scream a full-throated ‘no, no – not with him’ down the phone at Heather was equally a non-starter.  It might make part of me feel better now – denying my rival time with the woman he craved – but it would just lead to all kinds of problems the moment she came home.  Assuming she did come home!  All kinds of problems about accusations of changed rules and moving goalposts. 

And if I called and she didn’t pick up or just plain ignored me … well, that would be the worst of all worlds.

All of these were the reasons I gave myself for inaction - as I just sitting there staring between phone and clock and doing nothing.

And these weren’t lies, they were true and they did have a bearing on things.

But the strongest reason of all was that damned serpent that hissed in my head about how hot this game was – a serpent who was just too damned strong.  Its ever-tightening coils were just too seductive, too powerful and muscular to overcome. 

Every time the serpent’s whispered words caused me to think about what Heather might be doing, or think about what we’d do and what she’d tell me when she finally did return home … well, each time my cock would just get even harder and I’d start shaking with anticipation. 

An anticipation that lasted all the way right up until nine-thirty when I heard laughing outside our door as two people said their goodnights and our front door finally opened.


Chapter 26

Tuesday late evening 16th December 2014

“Miss me?” she grinned, with a face that was the very definition of teasing self-satisfaction.

Right then – whatever highs and lows I’d been through during the last three-and-a-half hours – all I wanted was to reclaim my wife in any way open to me.  Racing towards the door with a total disregard for any ideas of self-respect as I wound my fingers tight into her frizzy, golden locks and kissed her hard – kissed her like there was no tomorrow.

A kiss that seemed to take her by surprise – what did she expect? – as I detected a slight body pull back although her lips stayed locked on mine.

One nan-second after I detected this, I understood why.  All of her make-up was up to her normal flawless standard – all except her lipstick, which the back of my brain – even as I’d run across to hug - had noticed as messed.

Body pull-back, nervous surprise at my kiss, only messed up lipstick and the salty taste assailing my tongue added up to only one thing.  She’d blown Aleks’ and his huge cock, and not only that – she’d let him cum in her mouth and likely swallowed his slime.  A part of him that she was now happily sharing with me – even if that had never been her intention.

If I’d sensed her body pull back, she was now not just sensing mine, but looking me right in the face as I broke off our kiss and pulled my head back.  My face a picture of confusion and bewilderment. 

Not confused at what I’d been tasting – I knew what it was and the half-guilty, half-teasing look on Heather’s face confirmed it -  but confused at how I should react.

I felt like I should retch and scream and shout.  That I should throw some kind of tantrum, but instead I found my reaction far more confused as Heather studied my face like I was some kind of sexual lab-rat.  She seemed as shocked by my indecision as I was myself.

“I didn’t mean for that to happen, Honey,” she apologized when she’d seen enough to know I wasn’t going to go all stormy on her, before a small smile broke on her face.  “Well, I obviously meant to blow him … that wasn’t an accident … what I meant was I didn’t mean for you to taste him … are you okay, Honey?” she asked, genuinely concerned for my welfare as I’d not spoken since the strange, sharing and masochistic kiss she’d bestowed on me.

“Not sure,” my voice as confused as my feelings, shaking my head to try and get some sense and clarity.

“Let’s go to bed, husband of mine,” she called quietly, pulling me by the hand, both of us grateful for the chance to move on.  Her stripping my clothes – I was still in shock – and stroking my cock before disrobing herself, fully aware of the hungry way I was looking at her body.  Her body as beautiful as ever – the dried semen and other signs of her infidelity just making it even more desirable and exotic to my strangely programmed mind.

Picking up my hand again, she positioned me head propped up and on my back, kissing me again – habit, not malicious, I’m sure – before squatting above me and sliding all the way down my manhood.  Leaning forward for another kiss – by now, despite the taste, despite the knowledge of the salty source – the kiss just being a natural extension of our love making.

Dropping her weight hard onto my groin, she gave me the most exquisite, wonderful smile.

“I missed you so much, Baby,” she said in her most serious, heartfelt voice.  “Thank you for letting me play around.”

I just looked at her.  Glad this was something we were doing together.

Exploring our separate and joint truths.  No sooner than this thought formed in my mind than she seemed to notice the change and a teasing smile reappeared.

“So I take it you don’t mind the taste!  Even though you know why!” she grinned.  “All part of my loving husband’s new self-awareness … self-awareness of what turns him on … what’s been behind his fantasy all these years.”

Reaching up and squeezing her nipples, I replied in kind.  “Well, what can I do … apparently, I’m married to a woman who likes cock … and I mean ‘really likes cock’ … the ‘bigger the better’ is apparently her new motto …”

“Oh, Baby,” her voice aping the sound of being hurt, “don’t be like that … even if Little Timmy’s only a half-size friend, I still love him, still wouldn’t give him up, not even for a friend twice his size … no matter how well that big, brash friend fucked.”

Shit, I could feel her pussy muscles squeezing me, milking me … she had to know how close I’d be, that I’d been playing with myself all three-and-a-half hours since I’d received the emoji that had acted as a warning flare to her hotwife activities.

“Don’t fight it baby,” she smiled, squeezing her muscles again. 

“Give mama what she wants … mama’s already cum plenty tonight … she doesn’t need any more cums from Tiny Tim.”  Ouch!  We both knew that wasn’t going to happen, no matter how long she rode me.  “So just give mama your seed, husband of mine … don’t hold back, Baby.”  Her hand reaching out to stroke the side of my face, our eyes locked together as she squeezed and rode.  Only lasting two more seconds until I screwed up my face in ecstasy and gave her exactly what she wanted.

Twenty minutes later she was showered and clean and we cuddled naked together, enjoying an altogether more wholesome kiss now she’d brushed her teeth and gargled.

“Love you, Baby.”  The smile on her face pure heaven to me, the smile of a sexually and emotionally satisfied woman – heaven that I’d had a part in creating, the fact that it wasn’t all me not something that bothered me right now.

“Love you too,” I kissed her back, loving the musical sound of her giggle as she felt the slight hardening of my naked cock against her warm, soft body.

“Not tonight, Romeo,” she chuckled, “maybe tomorrow, some nice morning sex before we both really do have to do some proper work”

~~~~~    

Wednesday 17th December 2014

Wednesday morning and my wonderful wife was as good as her word.  I was woken to the same kinds of sensations Aleks must have enjoyed the previous night – only this time the venue was our bedroom, rather than the Mariott Courtyard (apparently he’d paid for a room) and then the front seat of his car.  Parked in the darkest corner of our parking lot – Heather making use of the darkness of the winter night, although I was still more than a little surprised she’d given Aleks his good night present in such a public venue.  Was this the same woman who just a few days ago had been so petrified of our neighbor, old Mrs. Olson, putting two and two together and coming up with four?

All seemed right in the world and just for a few minutes I was totally able to forget the stressful parts of what had happened with Aleks and what was still planned to happen with him.  I could forget as both Heather and I luxuriated in an unhurried and tender romp in bed … all kisses, caresses and soulful looks … a couple in love, happy just for a while to forget the typhoon strength winds that surrounded their marriage.

Inevitably the respite was a short one.  The texts started arriving from Aleks even as we ate our breakfast.  The moment the first ‘ping’ arrived, even before she’d looked at the screen, she smirked across at me, “What can I say … like I said … the young man’s got it bad for your sexy wife!”

Any normal, sane husband would have been apoplectic at such a situation and such a comment – but as Heather and I were rapidly discovering, we were made of different stuff.

Part of me tried to be angry – I certainly could be towards Aleks – but seeing the way my wife was lit up with pure happiness, pure joy at being pursued by such a hunk, I didn’t have it in me to be anything less than happy for her.

And so it started up all over again – the two of us kissing and heading off to our respective home offices.  The constant chirping of my wife’s phone indicating that even though the two of them had enjoyed three hours fucking in the hotel only yesterday evening, they were still insatiably hungry for each other.

They were in the same behavior loop as yesterday, as my earlier bedtime closeness to my wife faded and I felt Aleks’s seduction pulling her thoughts away from me towards him. My mind was soon back in the same, ‘Should we, shouldn’t we’ mental indecision that had consumed me for much of Tuesday.

Only today – one day closer to Saturday, and after everything, both good and bad that had happened the day before – I reached a radically different conclusion to Tuesday’s indecisive ramblings.

Returning from another solo lunchtime trip to the gym and seeing Heather smiling at her phone as she tried to top whatever message Aleks had just sent, a single irresistible conclusion flashed into my brain.

‘This thing, this Saturday thing they’ve got planned for me … come what may, it’s gonna happen … better just get it over with … find out if I love it or hate it … what’s the point in dragging it out?’

Gently pulling the phone out of my surprised wife’s hands – and thoroughly enjoying her slightly confused look – I pressed the button to call Aleks.

“Hey, sexy,” he answered, slightly surprised at a call rather than another text, “couldn’t wait for our next get together to hear my voice … when can you get away from Timmy?”

“Hey Ally, Timmy here … but if you want to call me ‘sexy’, I guess that works too,” I snorted, wishing more than anything I could see his shocked face, then pushed ahead while I had him off balance.

“Anyway, Ally … this Saturday … I just got to thinking, what’s the point of waiting … I know you and Heather want it … and I might want it … so why don’t you come over tonight after work, and we can take it from there…”

There was a long, silent pause on the end of the line.  Deepening my sense of victory that I’d put ‘Lover Boy’ off his stride and rammed a large spoke in his wheels.

“Well, Timmy … that’s real kind of you to offer … but I’m sort of busy tonight … and like you and me agreed when we talked the other day … we both got to respect each other … me to respect you and Heather, you to respect Heather and me … so let’s just leave it as planned … Saturday’s good for me and Heather … and I’m sure you’ll enjoy it as well…”

Just like last Sunday, my victory had been short and brief and I was now back where we’d begun.  Although just like Sunday, Aleks wasn’t done.  He still had powder in his keg.

“Anyway, Tim … nice talking to you.”

‘Tim’, not ‘Timmy’ – progress, a chink of light.

“Why don’t you put Heather on now if you don’t mind … have a nice day now…”

The opposite of progress.  Leaving me with no good excuse to resist his request, leaving me feeling like a right chump, stood there with my metaphorical dick in my hand.

~~~~~    

Heather knew I wasn’t happy and, to her credit, she only spoke to him very briefly before putting the phone down.  Giving me an apologetic look, pursing her lips in that ‘I’m sorry’ face that all wives use to soften their husband’s anger.

“Sorry, Babe … guess it’s just the nature of the beast … two rutting males!” she offered.  “Bound to be that you and Aleks lock horns now and again … and, after all, he just returned what you sent … both of you are trying to grab control…”

She was so calm, so reasonable about it – not what I wanted to hear.  I wanted her to take my side – clear and unambiguous.  Or Did I? 

Anything really important, I knew she would.  But this was different, this was all part of the game, the game where she knew the sharp-edged pain of masochism rocked my boat and left my cock insanely own.

“Tim, Sweetheart, I know I’m a bit of a broken record, but anytime you want to stop … then just tell me … I really, really don’t want to screw us and our marriage up over this.”

I knew she meant it, but I also knew she didn’t to stop, in the same nor did I – the weird pain-pleasure mix weirdly addictive, make me shake in anticipation for the next high-low event.

~~~~~    

Despite Heather’s best efforts, for the next couple of hours I was just sitting at my desk simmering and seething.  It was like we’d been playing cards and I thought I’d outsmarted him, only he’d topped my three-of-a-kind with a full-house.

But the passage of time and Heather’s reassuring words slowly took the poison out of my wound.  By the time evening rolled around and Rascal was due his walk, I was in a much better humor.

But as I buttoned up and tipped my collar against the cold winter elements, what I didn’t know was that my relaxed humor was about to receive a test to top all tests.

~~~~~    

By now it had become second nature – I couldn’t help myself.  That glance up at the condo above out unit was almost like breathing or swallowing – something I always did as I left with Rascal.  Establishing the position of the enemy.  Establishing how ‘clear and present’ the danger to my wife’s pussy and our marriage was at any point in time.

At least, that’s what my over-active imagination would tell me anytime I left the apartment building and saw signs that Aleks was home when I was leaving my castle undefended.

Tonight was one of those nights – the light in his place was on as I buttoned up coat and collar and chuntered to myself.  Myself and my knee-level friend.

“Come on, Rascal, old fellow … let’s get a move-on, get back to mommy as soon as we can … do your business and keep those little legs moving as fast as you can.”

I was so lost in my thoughts and mutterings I didn’t notice old lady Olson just a few paces in front of me, coming from one of the darker corners of the perimeter path.

“Horrible night for it,” she opined, shaking her umbrella as she prepared to re-enter the warmth and comfort of the place we both called home.

‘Horrible night for it’.

I nodded and muttered in agreement, although I was thinking less of the weather, more of the risks in leaving the keep of my castle unattended at a time like this.  A time just a few days away from D-Day – or should that be C-Day.

Muttering a ‘have a good evening’ to the departing back of Mrs. Olson, with one final glance back at the enemy, I trudged off on our route.

Aleks had to know I was heading off.  Me and my little four-legged friend as regular as clockwork – a habit born of necessity, otherwise those canine claws would scratch their way through primer and top coat in a matter of minutes.

As we headed off at double-speed, the weather became my helper.  Neither Rascal nor I wanted to stay out more than a second longer than necessary in these cold, squally conditions.  His little legs moving as fast as they could as we sped around the circuit.  Him stopping only for the most urgent of needs or interesting of smells, my strategy being more human.  Speed allied to a hand permanently in my pocket, permanently on my phone awaiting that telltale buzz of some kind of communication.

What had happened yesterday – Heather’s words of  supposed reassurance that had finished with a very different ending – had taught me that some things I could rely on, and some things I could not.

After the argument and heartache we’d had the week before, I knew I could rely on Heather to send me the agreed emoji before anything of real substance went down with Lover Boy.  Yesterday’s emoji seeming to be proof positive of this anchor point.

But aside from this emoji agreement, yesterday’s events had taught me that I could rely on little else.  I’d thought Heather was going just for a business meeting – but six-and-a-half hours later she’d returned having achieved both business and personal goals.  A new client landed, a pussy freshly stretched and happy, and a pussy and tummy full of her lover’s jizz.

Which is why – as we raced around the circuit – my hand never left my phone.  One hand on Rascal’s leash, one hand griping the marital klaxon – the sexual equivalent of my beloved wife’s leash.

~~~~~    

Thirty-seven minutes and twenty seconds after we’d said goodnight to Mrs. Olson and Norbert, we were back through the gate and Rascal was eyeing a lamppost and I was eyeing the window of unit seventy-three. 

No emoji and Aleks’s light still blazing and I breathed a sigh of relief as I felt the welcoming warmth of the buildings’ powerful heating system – the perfect antidote to the Pacific Northwest’s winter chill.

The prospect of warmth cheering me and making my mind turn away from Aleks and unhappy thoughts - to the happier thoughts of how Heather and I could spend the rest of the evening. 

Maybe some binge watching of ‘Call Saul’ before some husband and wife time in the sack?  Sounded good to me and, especially as if things went to plan, simple pleasures like this would become a lot rarer to schedule. If we added a third to our little Shepherd family unit.

But opening key in lock, opening our front door, I found the fates had other ideas for how Heather and I were going to spend the rest of Wednesday night.


Chapter 27

Wednesday late evening 17th December 2014

Back in our home, back in the warmth, Rascal went bounding over to his mistress.

Easy for him – in his state of doggy ignorance unaware of the meaning of the extra presence in our condo.  Less easy for me, fully aware of the meaning of the person sitting next to my wife on the right-hand-side of the sofa.  Sitting where I normally sat, sitting where just moments earlier I’d been imagining myself spending the rest of the evening.

“Hello, Tim.”

Tim, not Timmy.  The tiniest of green shoots. 

But other than that, the serious, stern look on his face showed not the slightest shade of green.  The fact that his arm was casually thrown out on the back of the sofa – behind my smiling wife – being the opposite of a green shoot. 

More a ‘fuck you, she’s mine tonight’ shoot. The smug, challenging  smile on his face seeming to say, ‘You wanted to play mind games, wanted to rut for dominance, let’s see who’s going to be rutting and who’s gonna be dick-in-hand watching tonight.’

“Hi, Babe,” the peace-maker called out – full of feminine and nervous ‘let’s not fight here, boys’ energy. 

Although, despite her efforts at peace-making, I couldn’t help but recall how she’d smiled and told me how hot it was that her two men were fighting over her – to see who was the stronger, who’d get to claim the prize.

“Tim … I meant what I said the other night.”  His hand now lightly resting on Heather’s far shoulder, his voice just a tad lower and more reasonable.  “I don’t mean any disrespect by this … by what’s happening between me and Heather … before, or here tonight … I’ll respect you, Tim … if you respect me and us.”  A squeeze to Heather’s shoulder leaving me in no doubt as to who ‘us’ was.  Heather’s tiny smile showing she agreed and wasn’t unhappy with developments.

“Look, Tim … we didn’t plan to sneak around behind your back … but now that Heather has told you everything … and now that we’re all on the same page, and knowing you might like to watch … why don’t we all act like the grown-up adults we are…”

I was still stunned.  Totally lost for words.  Rooted to the spot, unable to speak.  Not that I needed to as Aleks’ wasn’t done.  Even sitting down while I stood proud and upright, and even so much younger than me – he still had the power to dominate.

“Me and Heather, we’re gonna go next door, leave the door open … the rest, that’s up to you … I don’t really care … watch if you want to … shut the door, go out for a drink if you want to … that’s on you … in a couple of hours or so, I’ll be gone and you and Heather can do whatever it is you want to … talk, make out … scream and shout … that’s between the two of you.”

His arrogant, conceited smile was infuriating – even more so as he flicked the TV on and stared at me.  “Heather says you’re not sure if you want to watch or not,” he grinned throwing the remote to me.  “So, if my cock makes her a bit too noisy, makes you feel a bit uncomfortable, just turn the volume up!”

With that he turned away.  No longer interested in me, turning to Heather whose eyes were now equally as focused on him, no longer looking across at me, searching for or interested in my reaction.

“Shall we?” 

Two simple, short words.  She smiled in return, the two of them standing as one, her small dainty hand in his giant paw as her young lover towered above her by a good foot as the two of them went into our bedroom without so much as a glance back at me.

~~~~~    

They walked away – the hunky, young firefighter going last, ushering Heather through before positioning the door open just enough.  Just for a moment I couldn’t stop my eyes following them.  It was such a symbolic, significant act – exerting some kind of hypnotic force of nature on me.

Then I caught myself and turned away, for the first time aware just how much I was sweating.  Sweating that must have started the moment I’d returned with Rascal, but which I’d been too preoccupied to notice.

Fuck!  Trying to find distractions, my eyes moved from  the TV to the book case to Heather’s favorite sideboard – a family heirloom inherited from her favorite grandma, the one who’d given her the love of long walks in the rain.

Bad move – no distraction there.  Just photos from our wedding and honeymoon, and from the day I’d proposed and she’d accepted.  No fricking distraction there … just the twisted angst of my brain asking me, ‘Tim, just what the hell are you doing?’

Despite everything I’d already allowed to happen between the two of them over the last couple of weeks – tonight felt like slipping into a whole new and much deeper levels in the abyss.

My cock was achingly hard and my chest was tight with constricted tension.  I wondered if this what a heart attack felt like – the pain in my chest, the shortness of breath.  The tunneled vision and lightheadedness.  It was all so overpowering.  Like nothing I’d ever felt before.

Twice before I’d listened in while I’d let Aleks think that he was fucking Heather behind my back – once by design and once an oversight and misstep between us – but this was a million times more intense.

Being physical there.  Them knowing I was there and wanting me to watch.  Them just feet away as I heard their lovers’ sounds and words.

I heard the sound of a heavy buckle being undone, then the distinctive sound of a zipper being lowered followed by the slightly more ambiguous sound of heavy denim slipping down flesh until it hit the floor.

“Suck me, Baby … show Tim what we did behind his back!  Show him how you love to taste and worship a full-size cock, a real man’s cock.”

His words followed by the sounds of Heather giggling and then the unmistakable sounds of her head sucking and gobbling on another man’s cock.

For fifteen years these sounds had meant she’d been sucking on my cock – my slender five-inches.  But tonight and for the last two weeks mostly these sounds meant it was Aleks’s much larger cock she was worshipping.

“Suck me, Babe … show hubby whose cock it is you prefer these days!”

‘Arrogant fuck!’ I thought to myself, the sounds of Heather’s giggles and his insulting words forming a red hot ball of molten anger in my gut.  All of his disrespect, all the names he’d used coming together in that molten ball of rage, leaving me seething with rage.  But the more I squirmed with fury, the more my cock throbbed and swelled.

He thought it had been him and her cheating on me! He had no idea it was us who’d been playing him.  The odd episode may have been started by him, but we were the commissioning editors of the whole show playing out right now.

He was so damned arrogant.  So damned conceited and full of himself.  It was so damned tempting to burst his bubble.  To call out and tell him he was the one who’d been played.  To call out and invite him to ask Heather and look into her eyes, her silence giving him the truth.

It would have been so damned nice - but a ponderous, controlling monster deep within my heart, deep within my mind kept me in check.

It was the truth Heather and I had talked about so much.  The truth I’d never even known was there.  I’d known about my slightly odd fantasy, but I’d never had the faintest idea how large and weird were my deeper masochistic urges it masked.

Fuck!  If I’d known how deep these waters ran, I’d never have started this crazy game that had taken us into such surprising and dangerous waters so quickly.

But the monster, whose frightening strength I was only just beginning to comprehend, was fully in control and wouldn’t let me do anything to slow this evening’s events - however much I was starting to really hate this guy.  The monster in my heart just laughed it down, told me my molten ball of hatred for Aleks just made everything even hotter.

Staring at our family photos, the voice in my head shouted out, ‘Don’t be a pussy, watch them … go on, after all, it’s what you wanted all these years … you were the one who encouraged her…’

‘Shit, did I have the strength?’  Listening was one thing, but watching – sight and sound – might send my spinning mind fully over the edge.  Might send me rushing out of the room, weeping and sobbing, needing the refuge of a motel room and unable to face them ever again.

Squeezing my eyes shut, willing my pulse and lungs to slow, I turned away from Grandma’s heirloom and the pictures of Heather’s past happiness and forced myself to look through the door at her current happiness.

~~~~~    

The sight I saw instantly unraveled all of my fake calmness as the sweat started pouring down my face.

Damn!  No man was entitled to a cock like that.  No way, no way Jose!  It was just too damned unfair – standing up nearly straight, even with its engorged head hidden in Heather’s vacuuming mouth, the rest of it still looked insanely large.

With fully hollowed out cheeks, Heather’s hand was tightly grasping the root of Aleks’s monstrously large cock. Putting her wrist and forearm right next to him – his shaft and her forearm seemed to be of identical girth.  His manhood was so insanely fat that the muscles around my wife’s lips looked so stretched as to be really uncomfortable.

Before now, Heather had only described it to me.  She’d told me he was twice as long and twice as thick as me, but this was my first time to actually see what he was packing and I’d taken what she’d said as exaggeration.  Artistic license to stoke my fantasy – but what I was now seeing was proof she’d been telling me the literal truth.  She hadn’t needed to exaggerate. 

His cock was truly monstrously large - and attached to a man as handsome and manly as Aleks, it finally dawned on me why after all these years it was only with Aleks that Heather had finally agreed to make my fantasy come true.

As I continued staring at his massive cock and the way my wife was sucking, the way she moaned made me realize just how much she was in love with his cock. 

Which now that I’d seen it up close and in the flesh, was a thought that made a painful kind of sense to me.  After all, even with her recent difficulties in cumming on my dick, Heather had still loved sex with my minnow-sized cock.  How much more would she love sex with a cock this big – a cock that from what she told me Aleks was able to use to almost make her cum on demand.

No, my heart felt like it was about to explode all over again as I watched the loving way my wife worked her mouth up and down his shaft. 

It all made sense – how she always seemed horny and energized and full of sexual energy ever since Aleks had come into our lives.  A thought that gave me a sinking feeling in my heart even if my cock somehow hardened at the arrival of a new set of masochistic thoughts to play with.

"Fuck Heather that feels so good. Show hubby what you did all those times you blew me when he was busy working or busy walking the dog."

I was hard as a rock and she was moaning with a mouth full of cock – was this what our marriage had become?  How it would stay?

“Yeah, Tim,” he chuckled, “this one’s definitely a keeper … loves my big cock … can’t get enough of it.”

“She’d love your cock too, Timmy Boy … if you had a cock like mine,” he taunted just for good measure.  His eyes looking deep into mine, not breaking eye contact once as he played his mind games, entrenching his dominance even more.  Making me regret my two failed ventures to assert myself – knowing I’d just made him even more determined to show all of us who was really top dog.

His words bit into my heart – it felt like a meat cleaver was bisecting my ribcage.  For some reason, amongst all this carnage, all these sights and sounds of sex, my analyst’s brain picked out one small detail, one tiny hairline fracture.

~~~~~    

It seemed a whole lifetime ago, but when Heather had been telling him how angry she was at him for disrespecting me and laying out the minimum ground rules she expected him to follow – pretty much the only hard and fast rule had been that he wasn’t to address me directly.

The two of them trash-talking about our relative sexual performances and how she loved his cock was within bounds.  Even Heather doing the same with me was okay.  But Heather had established a safe zone of what we both thought would be too much – forbidding him from talking to me or ‘dissing’ me.

And just now, almost without me spotting it amongst the sexual intensity of everything going down, I’d almost not noticed.  After all, they’d done so many things already, it almost felt like just one more thing.  One more thing of no consequence.

All these days thinking about him, I’d had Aleks down as just another muscle-bound, iron-pumping gym-junkie.  No real threat to me – just a big cock, a ripped body and a handsome face.  But I was beginning to see the error of my ways – because still looking deep into my eyes, he noticed the change and even guessed at its root.

“What, Timmy Boy?  Did mommy say I shouldn’t talk to you like that?” he sneered.  “Well, I guess mommy’s got her hands a little too full right now … her mouth’s a little too full of my big, fat cock to come to your defense right now!”

‘Bastard!  Fucking Bastard!’  Shit, it was so tempting to use the only retort I had, to burst his bubble.  To tell him it was him dancing to our tune, not the other way around!

The monster in my heart wouldn’t allow it.  My cock somehow finding a way to swell even more as I realized the truth in what he was saying.  That Heather might have set up the rules, but she was too besotted by the game and to busy worshipping her lover’s cock to come to my rescue. 

Although with a frightening moment of self-awareness, I realized Aleks’ total overstepping of any kind of rules actually added even more acidic excitement to the whole evening.  Rescuing me, following rules might have salved my ego a tad, but it would have turned down the gas. 

Nights like this, relationships like this weren’t meant to be safe. 

Safe was what we’d done for the last fifteen years and what we planned to do for the next thirty years plus.  Tonight was all about truths – my embarrassing truth that I got off on seeing and hearing things like this.  And the equally shocking and embarrassing truth that my loving wife not only loved the amazing big-cock sex Aleks gave her - but that she also loved teasing and taunting me.

Fuck!  What a screwed up couple!  What a screwed up evening!  How the hell had we gone from planning a new family to this in the space of just a few weeks?  It was the equivalent of building a successful space program with your dad’s toolkit in a couple of spare evenings!

How screwed up!  A night so lacking in rules, so full of lies.  He’d promised to respect me … lie.  He’d promised not to talk to me directly … lie. He’d said he didn’t care if I watched or not … lie. 

All of them utter bullshit!  Utter bullshit that just seemed in some kind of crazy inversion of sanity to make my blood pump even faster and my cock to strain and weep with precum even more.

It was an inversion of everything society and upbringing told me a man should be - but my cock was harder than it had ever been in my forty-one years on mother earth.  The more he taunted me, the more I hated him, the more blood seemed to flow to my cock and the harder my pants tented.

It was real, but only a reality that made sense to guys like me.  A reality which thankfully the woman I loved found exciting and erotic – something that didn’t make her respect me any less and which actually seemed to fire her own passions even higher.  Even as the serpents in my gut slithered and hissed their suggestions that one day she might tire and want a more conventional and masculine set of behaviors in her man.  The fear that had always been my number one concern about opening this Pandora’s Box of sexual deviancy.

For the next ten minutes I was utterly torn.  Some part of my self-respect fighting back, forcing my neck muscles away from the sordid acts going on in our bedroom.  Forcing me to turn up the volume on the TV and watch the latest mid-evening crime show ..NSA … NCS … CIS or whatever the hell it was called.

But then just as soon as this side of me forced some kind of victory for my ego, the other side of my warring psyche would fight back. Making sure there’d not spotted me, I’d turn my head just enough so that out of the corner of my eye I could see what was going on.

Which was the only way the two warring sides of me would allow me to watch Heather as she moved from his cockhead and lovingly slathered and sucked Aleks’s huge balls.  

The damned things were the size of hen’s eggs, directly in proportion to the huge shaft nature had given him.  A to-scale and fitting weapon with which to inject their churning contents right into the heart of any woman he’d selected as his playmate

Not content with this act of slavish devotion – who was the mature professional here and who was the mid-twenties tyro? – my wife smiled contentedly as several times the young firefighter dick slapped her beautiful face.  The weight of his massive shaft making a resounding ‘thwack’ every time he slapped his man flesh against the soft beauty that I’d just been looking at in our wedding and engagement photos.

But even out of the corner of my eye, after a while I could see Aleks growing bored, wanting to move to the next part of the conquest of both my wife and me – the next part of the enforced submission of the man who stood in his way. 

Pulling Heather up off her knees and, after a smug look towards the man supposedly watching TV, he gave her the longest of kisses before picking her up and gently placing her on the bed before giving another sneering look back into the living room as he lay down in exactly the spot where he knew I slept every night.


Chapter 28

Wednesday late evening 17th December 2014

‘This whole thing was insane.’  That was the thought pounding against my temples sitting there in the living room, trying to pretend I was indifferent to what was going on. Eking out the last dregs of my resistance to getting up and watching and fully falling in with the game they’d planned for me.

But his latest move, lying down right where I slept as he helped my besotted wife squat above his huge, wagging cock was guaranteed to mean that just like before – I didn’t just look out of the corner of my eye, my head craned all the way around, unable to resist staring at the next part of what they had planned.

Even though tonight he’d said he didn’t care if I watched, when Heather had first put everything out in the open, they’d both said they were excited for me to watch – and now they were pulling out all the stops to ensnare me into their web of lustful submission.

“Uh … fuck … yeah … shit,” she moaned, her face screwed up as she slowly and carefully slid all the way down that long, thick monster.  Even after taking him countless times before, her face still showed a bewitching mix of pleasure and discomfort as that huge tube of erect male flesh re-arranged her insides.

I’d heard the effect Aleks’s huge cock had on her before – first hand and from how my wife had described it.  But this was the first time to see it in the flesh – and as I helplessly stared and struggled for breath, I knew it was a sight that would be forever carved into my brain.

It wasn’t just the whinnying moans of Heather’s feminine satisfaction that tore at my soul, it was the fact the whole scene looked so different to anything I’d ever seen before.

I’d seen my own humble cock slide in and out of Heather’s pussy a million times, but that was nothing compared to this.  By comparison, my cock slipping smoothly into her pussy seemed a non-event, a walk-in-the-park compared to the massive, stretching intrusion I was now witnessing.  Witnessing as that fat, angry head reached base camp, lodging and stretching Heather’s vulva before her descending body weight drove that massive anvil slowly and relentlessly deeper into her sobbing, hyperventilating body.

My wife looked so damned beautiful.  Eyes screwed tight shut, almost unbelieving at the amazing feelings that cock was causing.  Her hands and bright red nails fluttering as they rested on his broad, masculine shoulders.  The contrast between her delicate, feminine beauty and his muscular macho body and cock was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

Yes, I loved her.  And yes, in so many ways it hurt like hell to watch her with another man who could give her sex so much better than I ever could.  But at a more animalistic, lizard brain level I was watching the most intensely sexual thing I’d ever seen.  A beautiful, sensuous woman being ravished by a man and a penis that was the very epitome of all that was male.  Young, virile and blessed with a large, muscular body – and endowed with a cock that made my wife’s body and face give in to a world of pleasure she’d never known before.

Fuck, at the emotional, at the physical … at the raw sexual level, just like Heather, I had zero chance of resisting.  Despite my fears as to how I’d react, despite my fears about where this was all headed, my entire being left me with no choice but to watch.  It was just so damned hot!

Cooing with quiet contentment, finally her pussy lips nestled next to his groin. She’d succeeded in what had looked a physical impossibility – my wife had taken all of his fat nine-inch cock.  The lewd, elastic tightness of the way her love lips clung tight to the base of his cock showing me just how fat the male member stretching all the way into her tummy really was.

The two of them seemed so wrapped up in what they were doing together that I was a forgotten afterthought. Aleks not even bothering to use his hands as he let Heather do all the work – her legs moving her pussy up and down as she moaned and rode her new, handsome pony.  Making her do all the work – what better way to show to me just how much in love with his manly cock my wife really was!

But like bullies everywhere, Aleks didn’t forget me for long, as he gave Heather’s big boobs a playful squeeze before looking back into the living room so he could once again lock eyes with me to rub in the victory he’d won. 

“Yeah, ride that cock, Heather. Love my cock, Baby … use those pussy muscles to squeeze me … to make yourself cum … you know, like Timmy used to manage…”

‘Bastard!’  Like all bullies, he just couldn’t resist.  He already had the girl, but that wasn’t enough for him.  He had to belittle the man he’d stolen her from.

As for my wife, she was so in love with the young firefighter’s huge pleasure stick that I don’t think she was even aware anymore whether I was still in the condo or not.  Whether, like we’d feared, I’d hightailed it out, unable to cope with the act of actually watching.

Before Aleks and his wonder cock, she’d been genuinely worried about this.  But right now, all the signs were that she was so wrapped up in Aleks and in her own pleasure that she didn’t notice and didn’t care if I was still there.  A painful, bittersweet thought which for some bizarre, inexplicable reason actually excited me. 

I hated myself for having these deep, masochistic tunnels in my brain, but I was past lying to myself - they were there and that they ran deep.

~~~~~    

Heather may have been so preoccupied as to be unaware and uncaring as to my continued presence, but the same couldn’t be said for Aleks.  Aleks, our condo block’s new resident sex bully. 

Smiling to himself as my wife’s moans got louder, he started sucking on one of her big breasts.   All the while still looking me straight in the eyes.  His cocky smile saying, ‘Yeah, she does, yeah she loves my cock so much, she even fucks herself on me … cums all over me … doesn’t do that for you anymore, does she?  Too small, too old … too much yesterday’s cock!’

Even knowing my inner truths, that look, that message was too crushingly painful and I had to break eye contact – even though I hated giving him the satisfaction of another victory.

It brought me no relief as my eyes were drawn down to the juncture where his meat and hers joined, where his size stretched her so lewdly.  My eyes only able to stop staring at his cock and their joining as Heather started screaming, “Aleks … Aleks … Aleks,” over and over as I saw her milky white juices start glistening down his shaft as she creamed and her entire body shook and convulsed in a way I’d never seen before.

Seeing and hearing her cum like this, seeing Aleks’s cock stretching and filling her, penetrating her so much deeper than I ever could gave me a sense of absolute and utter submission and helplessness.

Submission to him and to the two of them together.  A deep, soulful realization that sent fear shivering through my shoulders even as I stroked the front of my pants.  On a purely sexual level, I knew that no matter what I did, I would never be able to compete with this massively-endowed young firefighter in sexually satisfying her.

He’d only been in our lives a couple of weeks, but seeing the way she was so besotted, the way she’d just screamed the house down in her climax – I knew her pussy was already really his.

Earlier, even in their first times together, he’d trash-talked about owning her pussy.  Talk I’d taken as just bedroom exaggeration, just words to fire up both of their passions. 

But now seeing them together, seeing how she was with him, know I knew it was far more than just bedroom talk.  It was literal truth … yet another painful but exciting truth intruding into our previously very normal marriage. Aleks completely and fully owned my wife’s pussy.

“Good girl, Heather,” he grinned, looking past my wife and her last climax aftershocks and out to me, sitting all alone into the living room.

Grinning wickedly, he called to me.

“Hey, Timmy, not fair to exclude you.  Get your butt over here, join in the fun … get some of Heather before she’s all used up…”

Shit.  The moment of ultimate truth.

To my own surprise, I’d proven to all of us that I could just about cope with watching my wife and her well-hung young lover – that the balance between pain and pleasure just about worked.

But now, against all the pre-agreed rules, Aleks was seeking to push well past what might be possible, to demonstrate his dominance over me to a new, even deeper level.  Daring me to be man enough to sit right next to my wife as he carried on fucking her with that huge cock of his.

Taking several deep breaths, and feeling like a diver on the highest of boards, I willed my legs to work as somehow I found the strength to pick up the gauntlet he’d so arrogantly thrown down.

“Great,” he cackled as I strode as confidently as I could into the Lion’s den – into my own fucking bedroom, for heaven’s sake!

“Great, now we can really get this show on the road!” he smirked, his words making me inwardly quake at what evil, twisted things his mind could conjure next to further deepen his dominance over me in front of my wife.

He moved Heather into doggy position - a better position to really show off his sexual prowess.  Looking straight at me all the time he was moving her, his big hands caressed her swaying breasts.  Challenging me, showing me who was in control in the competition Heather had giggled about – between her two rutting males.

Even as he started thrusting, he was looking at me not Heather – this was ten percent about my wife and ninety percent about pushing my face down into the mud. 

It wasn’t just Heather who was thrilled at the competition, to him this and beating me was just as pleasurable as the feelings he was getting from pushing his dick into my wife.

~~~~~    

Aleks was now standing at the foot of the bed, Heather facing the headboard, kneeling just in front of him – knees only just on the edge of the bed as I sat on the bed at their side.

“Look who’s here, Baby,” he whispered softly into her ear.

Only then did my distracted wife’s head turn to me and her spaced out eyes finally gave any kind of recognition that she knew I was still there in the condo.

She gave me a wan, almost apologetic smile which seemed to say,  ‘Sorry, Babe … love you, Babe … please don’t be mad, please understand.’

“Don’t just stand there like a limp dick, Tim … give our woman some  lovin’.” 

Despite his harsh words and tone, the fact he was using my proper name and inviting me in seemed a huge step forward as I followed his instructions.  Moving closer to kiss her neck and breasts, winning a soft moan and a tender smile from her - even as Aleks and his huge cock continued to plunder her womanly treasure.

But after a few minutes, as she’d grown used to my attention. As he continued his assault on her pussy, it became obvious to me her full attention was now back on him and I began to feel like a third wheel all over again. 

Physically close to my wife, kissing and touching her, but all her attention was on him – a sharp stabbing pain in my gut telling me this had been his plan all along.

I’d been suckered in, encouraged to get close and even participate - so that my picture of the way he dominated Heather and the way she was now his was would be as vivid as he could manage – all the more memorable and painful. 

This realization of how I’d been played making me wince even as parts of my warped brain loved this new perspective.

From the smile he gave me, the bastard seemed to notice the penny drop in my mind about how he’d played me.

Determined to keep my off balance, he switched things up yet again.  Grabbing a fistful of Heather’s frizzy blonde hair as he pulled his huge cock all the way out before teasing her pussy entrance with the engorged tip of his nine-inch dick.

“Heather, Baby, tell Timmy how much better I fuck than him. Tell him, Heather.”

Another moment of truth!  Truth for me, truth for her.  I knew they’d played mind games like this when they were together – Heather had hidden nothing, had faithfully reported it back.

And the two of us together had actually enjoyed this kind of trash-talking.  I’d even been the one to instigate, to give Heather license to play and taunt me.

But that had been in the safe environment of just the two of us – just a married, loving couple devoted to each other playing sex games.

What he was now starting up, what he was asking Heather to do was radically different.  Totally different.  The equivalent of marital vandalism. 

The vandalism had already run riot on the physical plane – that much was clear, I was staring at the evidence right in front of me, the evidence of his physical ownership of her pussy. 

What the arrogant young firefighter was now doing was inviting my wife to put a match to the psychological side of the evening.  Knowing if she fell into line with his request she’d be putting me on the outside as she allied herself to him.  Her and him together, her and him together looking down on and mocking ‘poor little Timmy’.

Fuck, I didn’t know which I hated more … that this was happening, that he was firing it up … or that such a big part of me was excitingly waiting for Heather to do what I knew she’d do.  What she’d warned me she was  likely to do.  The only difference between the two of them was she was doing it because she knew it excited me – he was doing it because he knew part of me hated it!

Sure, he knew part of me liked it – but that wasn’t his driver.  His driver was the pain he could cause, the dominance he could enjoy, the wedge he believed he was driving between Heather and me.  Ignorant that this whole thing had been started by him rather than by Heather and me working together.

He coughed, breaking the tender moment Heather and I were sharing.  “Heather, tell Timmy, or else, no more of my big cock for you…”

Despite everything that had happened before – all the teasing, all the warnings we’d shared – there was a genuine look of sadness and worry as Heather looked even more deeply into my eyes and spoke the truth.  Not the truth to fit within our game, or even the truth to make her young lover happy.  But the truth she wanted to speak because we’d always made it a rule to never lie and be totally open and honest.

“Tim, Baby … sorry, but he’s right … Aleks is right … he does fucks me so much better … so much better than you, Baby … MMM!”

The last part not meant for me, but her unstoppable reaction as she let out the loudest moan tonight as her hugely-endowed lover stopped teasing and gave her the reward she craved … her reward for siding with him and putting me on the outside looking in … thrusting all thick nine-inches of his fat, bare cock deep into her married pussy.

In my naivety, I thought, battle won, he might be done with the mind games.  But he seemed determined to win the whole damned war in one single evening and to push my face even further into the mud. 

He slowly withdraw that wrist-thick monster all the way back out, teasing her all over again as he demanded she repeat the same truth.

“Tim, Honey, I love you … you’re my husband and I’ll always love you … but Aleks fucks me so much better than you, baby … AHH,”  same reward as last time – only this time she didn’t just moan loudly, she screamed as the young firefighter thrust back hard and deep with one single thrust all the way into her tummy.

This repeated for the next few minutes, as he hammered in his victory - how much better he was at that most primal of male purposes, giving his woman sexual pleasure.. Each time he’d find a new axis to push on, a new way of emphasizing his superiority.

“Tell Timmy how much you love my cock, Heather.”

“Heather, tell me again how hubby can’t make you cum!  How you can’t stop cumming all over me and my big ol’ cock.”

“Tell hubby how you cheated on him, Baby … tell him how you couldn’t keep your hands off me … how you were so infatuated you let me come in you even on our first night together … how I forced you to give in and throw the condoms out…”

By now he’d switched her into missionary position – all part of his mind games.  This way he could find an extra string to his dominance games.  Getting her to denounce my inadequacies, tell me all about her cheating and how much better he was while the two of them looked deep into each others eyes.  Heather’s smiles and eyes reserved for her superior young lover - only her spiteful words available for me.

The most painful, intense experience – especially as I knew everything she was saying was true.  Not ‘my truth’ or ‘her truth’, but a literal, objective and measurable truth which all three of us knew to be true.

Honestly, the only way I could cope with hearing her speak such spiteful, painful truths was because I knew she only said them because she loved me and knew they excited a strange and twisted part of my personality.  A part neither of us had even been aware of until the last couple of weeks. 

Without this comfort blanket of understanding her loving motives, hearing her tell me these painful realities would just have been too crushing a weight for me to bear.

~~~~~    

Eventually even a bully like Aleks grew weary of all of these mind games and he flipped Heather back over into yet another position.  This time she was also standing at the foot of the bed.  Leaning forward, body and boobs crushed into the mattress as her much larger lover stood behind her and fed her his manhood.  The huge size of his six-foot-five frame meaning my wife’s body almost disappeared underneath him.

Then placing his muscular legs on the outside of Heather’s, he was able to drive his huge cock even deeper into my wife’s soft, yielding body as he leaned forward to rest his sweaty chest onto her back – yet another carnal detail his inventive mind had managed to dream up to bond even closer to my wife. The pair of them looking like animals going at it as the young firefighter’s speed and power increased. Making my thirty-eight-year-old wife moan and sob even louder.

“Aleks!  You’re going to make me cum again!”

“That’s the idea, Baby … I want to show Timmy Boy how a real man fucks his woman,” he taunted me, our rutting eyes locked together, my mind going back to the first time Heather had passed on that this was what her young lover thought of the whole situation.  That I needed to be shown, that I should be made to watch. That because I was happy to share her and had a small cock, in his mind I wasn’t a real man!

A conclusion which thankfully I didn’t give a fuck about, as it was only Heather’s opinion that mattered with me. And last time I checked, I was the man she loved and was planning to start a family with.


Chapter 29

Wednesday late evening 17th December 2014

‘Show him how a real man fucks his woman…’

Those words he’d first spoken days ago now echoed around my head.  Catnip to the sick, depraved part of my psyche we’d unearthed these last few weeks.  Echoed around my head as I watched the woman I loved grip the bedsheets with both hands as she yet again screamed Aleks’s name. 

She screamed it repeatedly into the mattress in a way she’d never screamed in all of our fifteen years together.  Making me shiver in fear - even as I couldn’t resist stroking my painfully hard cock.

Heather cried out his name over and over as he pushed her into climax … her sexy, beautiful body the most gorgeous thing on the planet as it shook and shuddered through yet another massive cum. 

Something in watching her cum like this gave me a powerful moment of clarity.  Allowing me to see past all of my own kinks and needs, see past all of the unpleasant parts of Aleks’s bullying persona. 

To see the simple truth that made everything whole, made everything worthwhile was that I was giving the woman I loved immeasurable, inestimable pleasure.

If all went to plan, within the next year or so, Heather and I would be starting a family. 

However modern and egalitarian we were about it, that would mean her putting her body through hell, and most likely putting her career into the professional equivalent of deep-freeze.  For a woman as ambitious and driven as my Heather, the equivalent of asking her to chop off her right arm.

So, to give her this one shot at sexual nirvana, a level of sexual bliss I could never give her by myself … what was not to like! 

This realization an altogether more wholesome and healthy truth I was realizing about myself and what we were doing!

~~~~~    

This happier truth kept me mentally safe through the next few minutes as I witnessed Aleks again move my Heather’s beautiful body into yet another sex position. Driven by his insecure need to big himself up and belittle me as he pushed Heather up and onto the bed and then rolled her over and onto her back.  All the time taking care to get the perfect position so he could look both at Heather but also at me.

I sensed that he was now planning the climax to the whole evening – an evening started by my challenge to him and then him spinning it all round on me.

The way he’d positioned her body – I was absolutely certain he was now going to take Heather in missionary.  His glance at me confirming it and telling me not only did he want me to see it as close as possible, but also to understand the reason why.

“Is this how Tim “makes love” to you, Heather?”

A serious, really challenging tone in his voice when he asked this.  Calling me ‘Tim’ not ‘Timmy’ and talking about love not sex adding the most serious of tones to the whole discussion as she gave an almost embarrassed and apologetic nod.

“Does Tim ever make you cum like this?”

When she delayed answering, he called again. “Heather?”

“No….”  She answered, too ashamed and embarrassed to look at me as she spoke.  Not a game, not a joke.  The painful truth, one we were only able to share with him as we’d both realized the nature of our new truths.

“Say it again, Heather,” he knew he had her, he could afford for his voice to be a little softer.

“He doesn’t make me cum,” this time finding the strength to nervously look across at me as she spoke our shared but embarrassing truth.  The truth that had brought Aleks into our condo, into our bed.

“Keep going, Heather,” he asked, almost with the tenderness of the confessional in his voice, encouraging her to share sentence after sentence about the inadequacies of the man she loved – some exaggerated, but most of them true. 

All the time her new man slowly rocking his huge cock in and out of her body, looking from her to me as he imagined himself to be establishing his new position at the center of our marriage.

Part of me wanting to shout to him this had always been our game, not his.  Part of me fearful that he might be right about the position he was imagining.  It had been our game at the start, but had that all changed now?

~~~~~    

Aleks stopped his mind games. Instead focused on physically dominating me through the even more intense way he started fucking Heather.  Bending her legs all the way right to her shoulders as he started ramming her extra hard.  Heather’s sobs and wails of pleasure letting him and me both know she was more than happy to be on the receiving end of this rough treatment.

After all the trash-talking from the two of them, I was determined to fight back and so I scooted up to the space where my head normally lay and lay next to Heather so I could start playing with her bouncing tits as Aleks slammed her from above.

I watched her face – a mixed picture of strain and sexual fulfilment, fulfilment that went to full-on euphoria on the many occasions his huge cock hit just the right spot. Her eyes closing, squeezed shut each time this happened, losing herself in the sexual highs only he could give her.

All through this she didn’t even look at me. Not even once.  It wasn’t just that her pussy belonged to him right now, at this moment of time, the whole of her mind and soul belonged to him.  A crushing reality which I had to hope and believe was just a temporary aberration.

By now, it must have been a good two hours since I’d returned with Rascal and Alexis had told me how it was before leading Heather away into the bedroom.  And even though she’d cum countless times, the over-sized young firefighter’s balls were still full.  But from the focused look on his face and the way he was now slamming her faster and deeper, I was pretty sure he was getting close to unloading himself.

I was laying close to both of them and as he got closer and closer – the young sexual bully almost seeming to have a split personality. 

One moment slightly softening, smiling at me.  The next he’d snarl and spit aggressively in my direction – as if marking his territory, warning me off.  Then he’d change again and look down at my closed-eyed wife as he really focused on doing his absolute best at fucking her.  A statement fuck if ever there was one as he sought to drag one final crowning climax from my weary wife while her husband sat cross legged above her face.

The whole scene, everything going on was a hugely intimate and intimidating time for me. Watching the ever changing facial expressions between the two of them.  Listening to the slapping sound of his flesh as he pleasured and owned her in the way men had done to their women since the dawn of time.  Listening to her dual response, the moist sound of her pussy as his cock thrust in and out, far deeper and more stretching than any cock she’d ever known before.  Moist sounds kept company by her happy moans and sighs as she was pleasured like never before. 

All of it combining like one sexual masterpiece to create the most perfect of pleasure-pain experiences for me. 

They were just getting to enjoy the pleasure without the pain - for them, pure ecstasy.  For me a surreal new chapter to my life – a chapter I still wasn’t sure I could cope with.

A couple more minutes of flesh slapping, grunts and whimpers and Aleks finally roared like the stallion he truly was.  Pushing extra deep and stopping stock still, like he’d just taken a howitzer shell in the face.  His eyes screwed tight shut, an almost ethereal look on his face as he covered his mare and pumped Heather full of his muck. 

No thought of condoms, inseminating and breeding the woman who’d be carrying my baby within a matter of months.  The dominant, crushing down position he’d chosen meaning there was no option for his DNA injection except to jet deep within her womb.  His fat dick plugging it in there, forcing it to do its work.

The look on Heather’s face, the way she screamed and bit his shoulder as her limbs started shaking all over again told me all over again there was no point in denying it - he could give it to her far, far better than I ever had or ever could.

With me in the room as the only comparison, both Aleks and my beautiful wife knew he was the stud. 

He was the rutting male who’d won.

Who’d win every single time we’d do battle.

A sobering thought to add to my already long list of psychological issues I’d need to make my peace with.

She was a picture of used, spent sexual completeness.  Knees still pressed back all the way to her shoulders, her head straight ahead, staring slavishly up at the bull of a man who was inseminating her. 

The last hours of sexual play had destroyed her perfect make-up and left her frizzy blonde hair matted and tangled, covering her tear-stained face like some sick, sexual version of a bride’s veil.

She was breathing heavily from the long and intense session with her new lover. The active part of the session was over, but his giant cock was still deep inside her – pumping and plugging as he savored the moment of his final conquest of another man’s wife.  A victory made all the sweeter by the presence of the stunned, sweating other man on the same bed the lovers shared.

He’d loved doing it behind my back, ‘cheating’ and ‘stealing’ her behind my back – but doing it right here in front of me was even better. 

~~~~~    

Finally he opened his eyes, finally his work inseminating my wife was done – the two of them sharing a sweet lovers’ smile that lanced straight through my ribs and out the other side of my heart.  Making me almost want to cry, it was so painful but also so erotically charged.

The look between the two of them must have lasted a good five or ten seconds.  Aside from the sharing of emotions and feelings, the look almost seemed to be calling back to their minds something they’d discussed before.  Something they knew, but that I didn’t.  Or at least that I didn’t know yet.

When they finally broke eye contact, Aleks looked directly up at me – still sitting cross legged in shock at the head of our bed.

He chuckled.  “Hey, Tim … you done real good man … you didn’t bolt for the door … not even once.”  It was as if he could read my mind - I’d seriously underestimated this guy.

“So, Tim … what ya say?  You up to the final mission?  Your final cuck task … remember poor old Hercules?” 

Where the fuck did this guy get off on quoting classical literature to me, I really did need to recalibrate by view of him as a muscle-bound non-threat who’d never be able to mentally connect with Heather!

“Hercules, he had a full dozen tasks … Timbo, you, you only got one,” he said with menacing authority as he got off Heather and spun her tired body through a hundred eighty degrees until one leg was each side of my head – her soft, smiling face looking directly at me.

“Heather tells me you don’t mind going down on her after it’s you and she who’ve done the nasty.”  Shit, I didn’t like where this was going. 

“How about it?  How’s it different now,” he smirked, head pointing directly at the sticky white fluid starting to ooze in voluminous quantity out of my wife’s battered sex.  He was obviously a heavy cummer.

“Me and Heather, we made your fantasy finally come true … you gonna return the favor? Or be a big ol’ pussy?  It’s only protein … nothing you didn’t eat before … what’s the difference whose balls made the donation?”

He knew damned well what the difference was! 

What the emotional and psychological significance of what he was asking was. 

What it would mean to me, to him … and most of all to my wife.

All along my number one fear, my number one need was that nothing we did would harm Heather’s respect for me as a man, as her partner and as her husband.

But what he was asking me to do was like those olden day bible stories when a vanquished warrior is made to bow down and worship the victor.  To give up his own gods and bow down to the new gods … to the new kid in town … the new gunslinger whose just shown his gun is biggest and best and is the only one the belle of the ball wants right now.

Fuck!

What a choice!

It was only mid-December and this Aleks guy – a guy we’d thought of as just some muscle-bound sex toy – would be around for another month and a half.  And even when he left, Seattle would always be his home town and no more than an evening’s flight away.

So far, I’d handled all the surprises they’d sprung on me far better than I’d imagined possible. 

All the hours and days building up, all those talks about the new truths we were discovering about ourselves had been priceless preparation.  The equivalent of the hours a soldier spends on the drill square or in the close-quarter-combat house before venturing into real danger.

But what he was asking now … what he was asking now felt just too much … too damned scary.  Too life-changing, even for a couple like us … even after everything we’d done these last couple of weeks.

What should I do?  The scary question ricocheted around my head.  Would Heather ever forgive and respect me if I said yes? 

Or would me saying no make her feel guilty and ashamed of everything that had gone before.

“Tim?”  His voice was firm and stern, the very reversal of our ages and roles in society.

Which way?  It was now or never … another moment of truth that could have consequences there was no way to know …

End of Book One

Book 2 will be published on December 12th 2023.
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