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Synopsis

Daring Our Truths Book 2

The story of Tim and Heather, a middle-aged professional couple from Seattle who’d been expecting to start their family soon.  But who have been ambushed by the fates when a tall and handsome young firefighter blessed with a sizable manhood had temporarily moved into the condo directly above them.

~~~~~    

Book 2.

After an incredibly accelerated path of marital depravity and experimentation, we’d finally gotten to the watershed moment. 

I wasn’t just allowing my beautiful thirty-nine-year-old wife to make love to our well-endowed young neighbor, I was actually in the same room watching.

Driven by my swollen lust and my swollen cock, that much I’d been prepared to give. 

But now he was taunting me, asking me to go the extra mile.  To clean out his juices from Heather’s stretched and battered sex while they watched together.

And the truth is, I didn’t know which way to jump. 

Whether this was something I should reject out-of-hand - the quickest way to screw up our previously rock-solid marriage. 

Or whether it was something that was just the next natural step – something that would cement us, cement our love and marriage hand in hand  as we explored our new life and new desires.

Damn!  What a decision!  What a weight I felt on my shoulders as I looked into their faces and fought my demons, struggling to take one of my life’s most significant decisions.


Chapter 1

Wednesday 17thDecember 2014

“So, Tim … what ya say?  You up to the final mission?  Your final cuck task …”

Shit!  After weeks and weeks of build-up, I was at another decision point as Aleks, my wife’s handsome and hugely-endowed young lover invited me to crown the evening’s events by going down on her, putting my mouth on her sperm-filled pussy.  Her pussy battered and stretched and after a two-hour fuckathon, now overflowing with her young lover’s virile sperm.

Fuck!  This time, not just another decision point - the most profound of junctions in the road.

Over the last two weeks, I’d already given so much.  Allowed so much. 

After ten years of telling Heather I’d love to see her with another man, it had only been the arrival of a fellow resident as handsome and masculine as Aleks that had finally tempted my wife enough to suspend her wedding vows and make my fantasy finally come true.

But I don’t think either of us had any inkling just how intense this new journey would be.  Not just the physical – although the amazing sex and endless orgasms her well-endowed lover gave her had a huge impact on both Heather and me.  But more significantly, it was the emotional side of things that had really taken us both by surprise.

Maybe one thing that shouldn’t have surprised us was just how assertive, self-centered and dominant Aleks had shown himself in the three weeks since he’d entered our lives.  When you’re six-foot-five stud blessed with piercing blue eyes, chiseled good looks and nine-inch cock you’re not exactly likely to be the quiet, retiring and altruistic sort.

He didn’t care that he was fucking a married woman nor what damage he might to her marriage.  Quite the opposite, he got off on an insidious and corrupting mix of behaviors. 

Sometimes he’d made love to my wife more tenderly and gently than even I did as her husband.  His aim to get her focus just on him and forget the man who she was married to.  Other times the sex would be wild and crazy as he made Heather cum time after time as he’d goad her into feeding his ego – get her telling him how much of a better lover than me he was. 

Feeding his ego but also ‘dripping, dripping’ corrosive ideas into Heather’s head.  It was a game we’d both agreed to play, but knowing the mind games he enjoyed, no matter our love and closeness, I was always frightened how these mind games might slowly eat away at that love and respect.

If none of this was surprising behavior in a guy like Aleks, what had really shocked Heather and me was our own behaviors. 

Over all these years of fantasizing about Heather going with another guy, I’d always thought of the physical side.  Always thought how spectacular and hot it would be to see the woman I loved in the throes of passion with another man.  To be able to see her enjoying amazing sex without the pressures of being involved – fulfilling that voyeur part that sits in every guy and which fuels billions of dollars of porn.

But Aleks’s arrogant, domineering behavior had stunned me as for the first time ever it revealed to me just how much I got off on the masochistic side of what was happening between him and Heather.

It was way more than the just normal male jealousy.  It was a truth I felt terribly guilty and embarrassed about.

Here I was, a successful professional in my early forties, married to a gorgeous woman and for some reason I couldn’t begin to fathom, I was hugely aroused by the things he said and the things he did.  My cock never harder than when Heather reported back on all the trash-talking they shared about my inferior performance.  My cheeks burning red with shame, barely able to draw breath as I heard about how they joked and talked about how I couldn’t make her cum. How Heather never contradicted him when he said my cock was too small for a real man. 

Knowing that this was going on was bad enough, but my enjoyment of it just made it a million times worse.  It felt like a cancer that part of me wanted to cut out and throw away – but of course I couldn’t, its grip and claws were too strong.

This was my new truth I’d discovered these last few weeks. 

A truth that partly matched by what Heather had discovered about herself. 

That she enjoyed the amazing sex with a masculine, handsome and super endowed young lover was hardly news.  What woman in her late thirties and possessed of her mental faculties wouldn’t enjoy a virile younger man after fifteen years with just one lover – no matter how much she loves that man!  Especially when the guy in question was like Aleks – the whole package.  Body, muscles, cock, charisma and looks!

Now, what had surprised her was the side of her who almost enjoyed teasing and taunting me as much as I enjoyed being on the receiving end.  My normally hyper-loving wife more than happy to return from her Aleks’s bed and play with my cock or fuck me while she teased me and tormented me about the nasty and derogatory things he’d said.  Or looked deep into my eyes, her voice slow and seductive as she’d tell me how they’d made love in a way that had me shivering in fear. As I pictured the deep intimacy and emotion between the two of them – tormenting myself with thoughts of where this might lead things in the future.

~~~~~    

“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!

Damn!  I hated this guy.  Partly it was his physically intimidating size.  Partly it was his model looks, piercing blue eyes and that huge cock - - nearly twice the size of my own five-inches.  But most of all it was his arrogant attitude.  No hint of compromise or working together, I’d allowed him to sleep with my wife and he seemed to want to take it all.

Take tonight, my first time to watch them together.  It had been planned for three days ahead, but he’d not been satisfied with this.  When I’d been out he’d come down from his unit directly above us to ambush me.  Giving me an ultimatum – I could watch or get lost – but either way he was going to fuck Heather.  Fuck her in our marital bed.

And now the two of them were lying in our bed next to each other holding hands.  Him, looking arrogantly at me, challenging me.  Her tired but satisfied after a two-hour marathon sex session and multiple intense climaxes.  Tired, her legs parted as Aleks’s sperm oozed out of her battered pussy as she looked at me with the most inscrutable of expressions.

Was it a neutral look?  Or was her tired face trying to warn me off?  Not wanting to disagree with her young lover, but gently, subtly letting me know she didn’t approve, that she’d lose respect for me if I did it?  Or was it saying the opposite?  And was I imaging it, was she squeezing her young lover’s hand in excited anticipation?

Ahhhh!  I could drive myself crazy trying to decode that enigmatic look!  Maybe it was just tiredness … maybe she had no opinion!

Either way, this was on me.  My decision, what I could bear or put up with – not something to be decided by what I thought her look was telling me.

My decision – and not just another decision point - this was the most profound of junctions in the road.  Whatever I decided was something I had to live with, and looking at that conceited, challenging smile, I had my answer. 

‘It’s only protein!’  He’d smugly chanted, knowing damned well nothing could have been further from the truth.

If I went down on Heather, her pussy overflowing with his virile young jizz, I’d be handing him the keys to the castle.  I’d be forever positioning him as the dominant, alpha male in this three-way relationship which, though we’d never sought it, was now part of our lives.

A stone-cold reality that, however shamefully erotic I found it, I could never let be part of our real, everyday existence.  It was so far out of bounds, so destructive to our love and life.  Facts which made it so intoxicatingly exciting – but which were precisely the reason I had to pull my arm back from the syringe and finally draw the line.  However much a part of me wanted to fully let go, to cast off the safety chord, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. 

Not knowing the price I’d pay.  And certainly not with him.  Not with him sitting there like that … looking at me, daring me, challenging me … his haughty look telling me I’d be no kind of a man if I did this.

I couldn’t hand him that victory … even if in my heart a big part of me wanted to do it, to experience the next stage in this potent but often harrowing journey of sexual discovery.

~~~~~    

“No, I don’t think so…” I said with the slowest, most deliberate speaking I could manage, “think I’ll make love to my wife instead.”

Damn!  Was I really going to do this?  Still fully clothed, too embarrassed to strip off earlier and reveal how much smaller my own cock was compared to the young firefighter’s limp, sticky slab of meat that had just taken my wife to heaven and back.

Screwing up my courage and taking the deepest of breaths, I looked him in the eye as I started disrobing.  The arrogant fuck meeting my stare with the widest of smirks as he casually held his spent shank, knowing that even still just semi-engorged it was still way thicker and longer than my own.

I could see Aleks start to say something.  But a sharp look across from Heather halted him as finally her enigmatic look gave way to the more familiar look I was used to seeing as she shook her hand free from Aleks’s and wrapped her arms around my neck.

She kissed me hungrily as I slipped all the way in.  Feeling the bittersweet agony of my cock passing through another man’s stuff – so humiliating. But still a million times better than giving him the unconditional surrender and power over me that he wanted.  The inevitable consequence if it had been my head not my cock that had been between my wife’s thighs.  If I’d surrendered and allowed them both to watch me go down on her pussy lapping away at his virile young DNA.

Hardly the most manly of reclaiming sex, but it was still better than nothing.  Heather’s eyes locked on mine as we concentrated on each other, even though Aleks’s brooding presence was still right next to us on the bed.

My cock sunk all the way in, at first I barely dared to move.  Two hours I’d been edging myself, amazed that somehow I’d managed to avoid cumming.  I was right on the edge and I knew the slightest of movements could set me off.

‘Fuck it!’ I thought to myself, trying to ignore the glowering look from the young firefighter who’d been fucking my wife so frequently these last two weeks. 

‘I can’t fight this guy in any kind of conventional way,’ so unconventional warfare has to be the way.  Throwing him off balance, confusing him with sexual and psychological ju-jitsu.

“Aleks, thanks for spicing things up for me and Heather … you’ve been the perfect present from me to my wife … you know, last bit of fun before we start a family…”

He looked confused, totally non-plussed, wondering what I was going to say next as I stayed motionless deep inside my wife’s pussy, wondering myself if I was going to say what I planned next.  The nuclear option, no more than he deserved, but one which like escalations had unpredictable results.

I had let him ambush me, move up the agreed timeline for me to go through the stress and excitement of watching without any kind of agreement.  Hell, I’d even let him fuck Heather in our bed for the last two hours. 

But taunting me, challenging me to go down on her and eat his jizz … not cool, man … not cool at all.  A thought that tipped me over the edge.  Over the edge into escalation and to hell with the consequences.

“But honestly, Aleks, I had you down as a smarter guy,” making him now really look confused.  “You really bought that line Heather told you?  That I never knew what was going on?  That she got all guilty … only then confessed everything to me! 

“Come on, Aleks, man … you’re smarter than that!  You’ve seen how close Heather and me are!  Hell, what with working from home … we virtually live cheek by jowl twenty-four-seven…”

“Aleks, did you really think I didn’t know?  Come on, man … you’re not that dumb?  Surely?”

Just for a second or two I bathed in the joy of seeing that arrogant smirk wiped off his face, still holding that sizable shank of his as his jaw dropped and he looked defeated.

But it was just a fleeting pleasure.  His eyes showing him testing and processing, thinking how to respond.  All of which happening almost too fast for me to notice before he grinned and came straight back at me.  Hitting me with my own medicine - truth mixed with poison.

“You got me there, Timbo … maybe I did miss that … but you ain’t so perfect yourself … what did Heather tell you?  That first Tuesday?  Didn’t she tell you that I was the one to come down and seduce her?”

“Tell you what, Timbo … in a minute, when you’ve shot that little peashooter … pumped your little load into your bored and long-suffering wife … you look her in the eye, and ask Heather who it was who seduced who that night.”

My heart seeming to stop, my eyes glazed with terror and realization, too shocked to even contemplate any kind of poker face as I stared and saw he had barely started yet.

“Think I’m bluffing, Timbo?” he taunted.  “Look into her eyes, maybe ask to see her text messages, see if she maybe texted me to tell me the coast was clear and that she couldn’t wait any longer … and, if by some miracle her texts have been wiped clean, if you’re brave enough, I’ve got a few texts from Tuesday I can show you … then we’ll see who’s dumb and who’s not so dumb…”

That fricking smirk was back and on steroids!  Back beaming at eight-million-watts.  I didn’t have to look down at Heather’s face to know he spoke the truth.  I dare not look back at her, my cock choosing the worst of all moments to finally give in and deposit its sticky mess into my wife’s pussy.

Ahhhh!  My whole body shook as my hyper-sensitive cock spat its load deep into Heather’s pussy.  It may not have been as voluminous as Aleks’s earlier deposit, but for me it was a huge load.  It felt like I was pumping double my normal load. 

My mind felt betrayed and confused, but my balls and cock seemed to be telling another story.

A story I didn’t have the courage to stay and face right now


Chapter 2

Early hours of Thursday 18thDecember 2014

“Tim, Honey … unlock the door, come on, we have to talk this out!”

Heather was trying her best to cajole and encourage me to come out from my office.

After Aleks had delivered his rapier thrust to my heart, and after I’d inexplicably pumped my load just seconds later, I’d pulled away from Heather even as she desperately tried to hold me close so she could undo the damage.

Giving Aleks a look of purest hate, I withdrew to the safety of my office, slamming the door shut behind me and no longer caring that I’d left the two of them together.

I heard some sounds of talking and then I heard the front door close – Heather had sent him away, making me feel the tiniest bit better.  But it was truly insignificant after what I’d just suffered.

“Tim, Honey … unlock the door, come on, we have to talk this out!” she repeated.

Getting no response, she did what she always did - used the fact that she was smarter than me, mixing empathy with offense.

“Tim, Baby … It’s only you that I love … I’m sorry if I screwed up … but we have to talk this out … tell me, Honey … why did you cum like that, cum so strongly the moment Aleks told you all that?”

I felt totally emasculated.  Why did she have to bring that up?  I’d already put up with a helluva lot tonight, even before having Aleks drop this latest bombshell on me.  And now my own wife was asking me a question I really didn’t want to think about.

“You know how stubborn I am, Honey … Aleks has gone … he knows how upset I am with him … Honey, you’re the one who always reminds me this was all your idea at that start … that we’re bound to get some bumps along the way … come on, Sweetheart … come out so we can talk this through … so I can give you a big hug and show you it’s only you I care about … that Aleks is just a big dick with a big mouth.”

No, not budging.

“I can sit here all night … you know I will … it’s just a question of when, not if…”

I knew she spoke the truth.  She was far more stubborn than me.  Always had been.  Always would be.

Besides which, now that Aleks was gone, no longer infecting our little piece of heaven with his intimidating demeanor, I was desperate to see my wife’s face, to feel her soft arms around me, to feel the reassurance I needed.

“Is it true?”  I stared accusingly into her face, swinging the door open.

“Yes, it is true!”

At least she was telling me the truth.  Unvarnished and honest.

I think if she’d tried to lie or hide behind even half-truths I’d have totally lost it.

“Why did you do it?  Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I did it because it was going to happen anyway … it was just a question of when, we both knew that.”

I scowled at her.  Even if there were elements of truth in her reasoning, I wasn’t prepared to admit it out loud to her.  Whatever had been looking likely before that Tuesday, as I remember we were still exploring.  Still talking – we’d not made any final decisions.

“And afterwards,” she continued, “I didn’t tell you because I was too scared … scared it might harm us … and I could never risk that … I love you too much … care too much about our future … especially now!”

It was all straight from the heart.  I could feel it, hear it in her voice.

But I was hurting and angry and I was a long way away from being ready to forgive her.

I could hear her sense of fear and worry in her tone. It was just what I needed to feel and experience.  I was hurting and worried and to see her showing the same things made me feel a whole lot better.  Made me realize it was still us who were the couple.  That despite everything that had happened between her and Aleks this evening, that no matter what he could do and how besotted she’d become, it was still Heather and me who were the couple here.  Like she said, between them it was just sex.  It was only me who she loved.  Really loved.

“Honey, have you any idea how you made me feel?  You made me feel totally belittled, made me feel like a total emasculated loser in front of him … right there in front of that arrogant fuck! How the hell am I ever going to be able to look him in the eye again?”

She could hear the pain, the anguish in my voice.  She didn’t offer platitudes.  She stayed quiet.  Just looked me in the eye.  Letting our love slowly do its work, slowly bathe and clean the wound.

Until she came back to her first question.

This time asked quietly and gently.  Not challenging.  Genuinely feeling it was valuable for us to know the answer.

“Honey, when he told you that … told you about me being the one to call him down … you came … you came more than you’ve ever cum before…”

I looked at her like a dog begs their mistress.  I didn’t want to answer - I really didn’t want to answer her question.  She could see it in my eyes and, thankfully, we both realized we’d experienced enough emotional highs and lows today to last another decade.  So we dropped it – for now - happy just to head to bed and allow the comfort of physical closeness to do our talking.

Real talking could wait until tomorrow.

~~~~~    

No work of any note got done in the Shepherd household on Thursday.  We were too busy sifting the wreckage of Wednesday night.

Waking up early – we’d both struggled to sleep – I felt Heather roll over and push her sexy, soft body close to mine.  Last night she’d slept in the nude – something we both enjoyed sometimes.

“Where do we go from here?” was Heather’s question, although in truth, either of us could have asked it, “are we going to be okay?”

A question that brought a painful stab of irony to my gut – she’d asked the same question, used exactly the same words after she’d ‘slipped’ that very first time with Aleks. 

Only now I knew better. 

It hadn’t been a slip. Aleks hadn’t seduced my wife.  Quite the opposite, she’d been the one to text him, telling him the coast was clear, that I’d be gone long enough that the two of them could do what they were both desperate to do.  To take their flirting to the next level, to its natural conclusion.  To fuck each other hard and fast, to give vent to the overwhelming attraction they felt.  With the added exhilaration and thrill of doing this behind my back, in the place we called home.

“You lied to me, Heather!”  My voice accusing, full of hurt, crackling with emotion. 

“What else have you lied to me about?  Was this the first time?  The first time lying, the first-time cheating?”

She had the good sense not to answer immediately.  To let her loving look soothe a little of the pain and hurt.  Waiting several moments, her eyes full of love and regret as she looked into my eyes – more sad than angry.

“Honey, I’m so, so sorry … I’m sorry for being so stupid, for abusing your love and trust … you know how much I love you, how much I love us … I know I owe you an explanation … but more than that, I need you to understand how sorry I am … how I feel terrible about how I hurt you … hurting you is the last thing I ever wanted to do … my heart feels like it’s breaking every time I think of how you must be feeling … how I caused you such hurt and pain…”

Looking into her eyes, hearing her voice – knowing the person she was, I knew she meant every word from the bottom of her heart.

It didn’t take the pain away – life’s not like that, my pain was too intense.  But I knew that it had started the healing process.  That in time the sharp stabbing pains would be nothing more than a dull ache and a memory of how I felt right now.

“Apology, accepted,” I grimaced. A dumb thing to say, but the last few hours had been full of dumb words and actions.  “But I still want to understand why?”

“Why?” she echoed, her eyes still connected with mine, full of guilt, soft and watery with her need for forgiveness and understanding.  “Because it all seemed to fit in with the game we were playing … because I thought you might like it and be excited … because it felt like it was going to happen in the end anyway … and because I lost control…”

“Tim, Sweetheart … I’m human, not some sort of robot … between the two of us we’d stoked my excitement, my arousal higher and higher, until ‘pop!’ … I couldn’t cope … I gave in to temptation … desperate to have what we’d been building up and up … desperate to have what was now driving me crazy with desire and lust…”

However much I was still hurting and angry, I knew she was telling the truth – hiding nothing.  I knew what she was saying about us both being to blame was also true, at least partially.  I’d certainly done my fair share in pushing and encouraging, in creating the monster that had taken control that Tuesday night.

I opened my arms.  Hugged her tight.  “I forgive you, Honey … and I admit it wasn’t all on you.”

It was what she needed to hear.  What she needed to know and feel.  She held on to me, long and emotional, small sobs lifting her chest up and down against me, the quiet sound and feel of tears a strange contrast to how her boobs squished against my chest was affecting me.

“You know I’d never cheat for real, don’t you, Honey?  I’d never lie for real?”  Her eyes were looking deep into mine – needing to know I believed her, that my mind would never think this way.

“I know, Babe … I know.”  I did know, it just wasn’t who she was.  If she ever lost faith in us, she wouldn’t go behind my back to do something about it.  I’d know it – front and center with screams and shouts.

“Although, apparently when someone did think I was cheating, he got quite excited … couldn’t hold back … came more than I can ever remember,” her face smiling, her tone making fun of me, whilst hinting at a deeper question.

She pulled her head back, her smile slowly morphing into a look of gentle, patient inquisition.  A soft smile that said, ‘Take your time, Honey … but I’m not going anywhere until we’ve talked this out … I’ve shared, taken my medicine, Buster, now it’s your turn!’

All of a sudden my guts were a tangled mess, my palms sweaty as I considered the sick truth.  The sick, shaming truth.  Not only did I get off on my wife and her young lover talking shit about how I couldn’t make her cum on my cock and about his obvious superiority as a sex partner for her – but the thought that she running around cheating on me.  Running around behind my back, doing things with him of which I was unaware aroused me as much as it terrified me.

‘Damn!  What kind of a sick, warped fuck was I?’

Heather and I were just about getting used to the idea that I got off on the humiliation and masochistic pleasures of her being with a better lover and all the mind games that went along with that.

But it seems that was just the tip of the iceberg.  What lay beneath the surface even more frightening, even more dishonorable and degrading.

The thought of Heather ‘running around’, ‘going behind my back’, ‘keeping me in the dark’ terrified me more than I can describe.  Even the thought of it seemed to make my heart and time stand still – even the thought felt like talons ripping my heart through my ribs.  But damn if it didn’t cause a slow, pervasive excitement to seep into my gut.  An excitement I couldn’t deny but which I didn’t have the courage to own out loud.

“It’s okay, Baby,” she smiled softly, stroking my face as a mother comforts a bewildered child.  “I understand … let’s drop it.”

Somehow the way this new revelation remained unspoken – lurking beneath the surface – seemed to give it extra force.  At least that’s what I intuitively felt – that later there might be a price to pay.  But for now it allowed us to move on and slowly start rebuilding from yesterday’s wreckage.


Chapter 3

We didn’t need, or want, any more big showcase conversations.  We both knew we’d pushed things too fast and too hard.  We’d paid the price but thankfully our love and marriage had only received the equivalent of a ‘fender bender’ – a bump easily repaired, not even a crack or anything resembling long-term damage.

With Christmas and New Year rapidly approaching, things were slowing down for both of us.  Who wants to talk investment when they’re busy clearing the decks before the holiday season?  And Heather’s busy time for tax returns is always January through March so she was making the most of the lull before the storm.

So we both took the opportunity to rein back on work and spend more time together as a couple.  A mix of Christmas shopping, long and romantic lunches and walks in the beauty of Green Lake Park.

We’d work mornings, slope off giggling like naughty kids around eleven, eleven-thirty, maybe do a couple more hours mid-afternoon before hitting the gym together late-afternoon and then taking Rascal out for a walk on one of the routes we knew so well through the city’s university district where we’d both studied all those years ago.  The little fellow seemingly able to pick up on the more relaxed vibe between ‘mommy and daddy’ as our little child-substitute sniffed the evening air and Heather and I walked hand in hand talking and feeling closer than we had done in many-a-year.

Talking about a near death experience would be way too strong.  But there was definitely something of the ‘we’ve dodged a bullet, let’s take time to smell the roses,’ attitude about our increased closeness and how we prioritized to spend more time together.

Of course, the elephant in the room in all of this was, ‘what about Aleks’s.

Before, Heather and Aleks’s main rendezvous times had revolved around lunch time meetings at the gym followed by various post-gym flirting and sex sessions.

One positive effect from Heather and I playing hooky to enjoy our romantic lunches was that Aleks was denied these opportunities for lunchtime interaction with her.  And our new late-afternoon gym slot wasn’t entirely chosen by chance.  Heather knew that four p.m. was normally the time he had a conference call with the technical department back in San Diego, so we were unlikely to bump into him.

But given we lived in the same building and given he and Heather had been frequent sexting buddies, the removal of the gym hook-ups was hardly the end of it.

Aleks had already used his knowledge of the times I walked Rascal to further his affair with Heather, but to his credit he seemed to steer clear of these times.  There were no staged, ‘fancy meeting you here,’ accidental meetings as we entered or left the building with our little four-legged friend.

Which just left the question of text contact between him and Heather.

For the first three or four days after our bust-up, I chose to totally ignore this topic.  Things were good between me and Heather – actually better than good, I felt closer to her than I’d felt in a long time.  Survivor’s syndrome making both of us appreciate the other with extra deep love and affection.

If she had been texting Aleks between our romantic meals, walks and love making sessions – then she was a better actress than Meryl Streep and we’d have had problems so deep and so fundamental there’d have been no point fretting!

It was actually only late on Sunday evening that the topic of texting came up, and even then only through a side conversation after I’d made a silly, throwaway comment. 

We were lying in bed cuddling after an especially languid and loving bout of sex that, when I suddenly heard loud voices and the sound of running feet from the internal stairwell, the noise starting on the floor above, passing by and then carrying on until we heard banging doors and loud male laughs as they headed out the building – no doubt for a raucous and drunken end to the weekend.

Totally atypical for our building, my brain still suffering from the blood flow that had been diverted elsewhere, I made a casual, asinine comment.

“Thought that might be Lover Boy … coming down to rap on the door … ask you why you’ve been ignoring him … challenge me to a duel for your honor!”

Heather’s withering glower told me she didn’t appreciate my joke, enough healing time had now passed that she replied in kind.

“Nah … I think he prefers his texts to do his talking,” her smile pointed and tight … ‘I love you, Honey, but don’t push it’ … an icy chill shimmying down my spine before she put be out of my misery.

“Don’t worry, I haven’t opened any of them … I’m not interested … the only thing I care about right now is getting you and me back on an even keel…”

Damn!  After four virtually Aleks-less days, why had I gone and poked the bear?  Opening the door back to that painful Wednesday night.

As we carried on talking about timings and arrangements for the upcoming holiday season, as so often, it was Heather who first diagnosed the problem.

“Earth to Tim … Earth to Tim … you haven’t heard a word I’ve said, have you, Love … your brain’s back thinking about Aleks, isn’t it?”

My embarrassed blush gave the game away – no point denying it.

“I wonder what’s in the texts?” I blurted out, no filter, no control.

She fixed me with a serious but not un-loving, un-sympathetic stare.

“You really want to open up that particular door again?”

I frowned.  It was like the last four days had never happened.  I didn’t know what I wanted.  I had a burning, almost unstoppable desire to know what was in those texts.  At the same time, no way did I want the humiliation and pain from last Wednesday night.  Except of course, there was a small, quiet portion of my brain that wanted exactly that.

Sighing deeply, I shrugged.  “You know me too well, Honey!  I really don’t know what I want.  I want it, don’t want it … it’s all so damned confusing!”

She looked at me with a mix of sympathy and frustration, picking up her phone from the nightstand and placing it right next to me.

“I’m off to ring my sister from the landline … open them or don’t … it’s on you, Honey,” her voice very matter of fact as she padded out, only briefly turning to offer me one final thought.  “But if you’re asking me for my opinion, I think it’s just a matter of time … today, tomorrow, the day after … we both know in your heart you won’t rest until you’ve read them…”

~~~~~

Heather didn’t know me quite as well as she thought she did.

Forty-five minutes later when she’d returned from her weekly catch-up call with her sister - full of the latest news about her pre-school nephew and niece – her phone was still lying there messages unopened.

Her expectation that I’d rush to open them the moment she was gone unfulfilled.  But only because I had a better plan.

“You were right … we may as well get it over with … let’s open them together!”  My face a picture of eagerness as after the briefest of hesitations she smiled.  “Timothy Shepherd, you’re hopeless,” but then she bounced onto the bed and with fingers shaking grabbed the phone from me.

“My phone, my fingers,” she chuckled, “besides, as I’m the addressee, I should be the one to open them.”

I can’t recall every message.

And not all of them were memorable.

But some of them were difficult to shake.

Thu, Dec 18th 11:12 - ‘Hey, Heather … what the hell happened there?  How come Timbo went off the deep end like that?  I’ve given you the space you asked for last night.  You told me you’d reach out when Timbo had calmed down some, so how come your not picking up, taking my calls?  A xxx’

That gut stabbing angst was twisting in my stomach again.  Even just hearing that she’d promised to get in touch yet not knowing anything about this – it was just between them – nearly set me off all over again.

“Tim, Honey, what did you expect?  I had to tell him something, I needed him to go so you and I could talk … he’s not a slab of meat … I couldn’t just kick him out,” she offered by way of consolation.  I knew she was right, but the way I’d been feeling about him that night, I’d have loved for her to just kick him out … no excuses given … no promises made.

Fri, Dec 19th 09:23 – ‘Hey, Heather, Babe … this is so unfair!  What did I do that we’d not agreed?  Hope all’s okay with you … missing you … sat at work trying to concentrate, failing dismally :-( call me!!  A xxx’

‘What did I do that we’d not agreed?’  Plenty you fucker!  Although looking across at Heather as we read the message together, I could see his word were pulling at her heartstrings.  Me, I was maybe down from a hundred percent hating the guy to a more moderate ninety-seven or ninety-eight.  But then again, I always was a soft touch.

Fri, Dec 19th 15:43 – ‘Heather, sweetheart … look, I’m really sorry if I pushed things too far … I didn’t mean to cause any real problems for you and Tim … that’s not me, I just thought we were all having fun … you, him, me … please apologize to him for anything I did wrong … but you guys also played me … I’m not the only one who’s responsible for this … who needs to say sorry … and I am sorry … we can’t go on avoiding each other … we should meet to talk … to put things right … still missing you terribly … you, your smile, your lips … the smell of your hair … and that sweet little kitty cat of yours that squeezes my Man Friday so good … and that makes kitty purr so sweet … I’m dying here … throw the dog a bone!  A xxx’

Okay, reading this together, it was now official.  Heather was trying to hide it, but I knew he was well and truly yanking full force on those kind-hearted heart strings of hers.  And I wasn’t so stupid as to think that no emotional bond had been formed through all the intimacies and closeness the two of them had shared.

Even me, I was now down to maybe a straight eight-zero in the hating Aleks stakes.

This last text had been sent mid-afternoon Friday and sitting pressed together on the bed Heather and I read several more texts in a similar vein and tone that Aleks had sent throughout Friday evening and the weekend.  His tone seemingly getting more and more apologetic, desperate and lovelorn with each new message.

By the time we’d read his last unanswered message – sent barely an hour ago when Heather and I had been making love – I knew in my heart what had to happen next.  What was going to happen next.

My mind was creative and dishonest enough to come up with all kinds of reasons why I had to let Heather meet up and talk with Aleks.  ‘He had a point, he hadn’t been the one to lie and make mistakes.’  ‘It was the fair, humane thing to do … the guy did have feelings.’ ‘We couldn’t go on avoiding him forever – he lived less than twenty-feet away and he’d showed restraint and reformed behavior staying away despite his obvious pain.’

All of these were true, but none of them were the real reasons I knew I had to make it happen.  The real reasons, which so soon after Wednesday I wasn’t strong enough to openly admit, were far simpler and more straightforward. 

That, from the emotional look on her face after reading so much emotional outpouring from a man she’d grown close to, I dare not leave my wife with zero avenues to work out the emotional issues.  Much better to be part of her working these feelings out than have us pretend they didn’t exist and have dangerous, unresolved issues laying like unexploded ordinance waiting to go off and harm our marriage at some future point.

This was a wise and honorable reason I needed to make a meeting between the two of them happen.  And it certainly would help defuse a danger I dare not ignore.

But the other equally powerful motive why I wanted to push for it was far less honorable, far less wise - that the monster in my heart that had kicked us down this most dangerous of pathways was still alive and well.   Wednesday’s painful crash and burn hadn’t killed it, it had merely been stunned.  He was a molten lust bubbling through my veins. 

Last Wednesday, he’d been fed a diet so rich I’d nearly choked on it.  But since then he’d been on a starvation diet, fed with only love and closeness.  Three weeks of being fed an increasingly red-blooded diet, then absolute nothingness for four days. 

What the hell did I expect to happen?  Did I expect him to sit idly by when an opportunity like this presented itself?  Or did I expect him to build on all my good, honorable reasons to feed the python his first pink-eyed rodent or two?  His appetite so strong that any thoughts of danger were washed away in the flood of bubbling excitement that he tried to hide from Heather.

~~~~~    

All this manipulation was playing out in the back of my mind – even as each new text reminded me how much I disliked this guy, no matter how many times he said he was sorry and begged our forgiveness.

Last message finished, it was Heather who looked across and spoke first.

“Tim, Honey … tell me if I’m totally out of line here, but would you mind awfully if I texted Aleks back?  You can see how much he needs some kind of closure,” the kindness and love in her qualities that would one day benefit our children, even if right now they would benefit a guy I despised.  “Poor guy … I know he hurt you, but he’s really hurting and we’ve never been cruel or vindictive people.”

All good, loving, humane stuff.  But if my subconscious mind was lying to my conscious brain – I couldn’t help but wonder what hidden desires were masked beneath her much more worthy motives.  After all, my monster wasn’t the only one that had been subsisting on a starvation diet.  If my poisonous serpent longed to be fed, how much more was Heather missing the amazing sex and the diet of earth-shattering orgasms Aleks had been giving her these last few weeks.


Chapter 4

Monday 22nd December 2014

Monday evening and Heather was doing her best to look as if she didn’t care about her appearance.

I had to smile to myself.  Each time before she’d escalated in some way as her affair with Aleks had built-up, she’d always been at pains to point out I could always change my mind or put a stop to things.

But this time, all through the time she primped and checked her lipstick and make-up whenever she thought I wasn’t looking, there wasn’t a single offer of ‘are you sure,’ or ‘do you want me stop.’

But then again, ostensibly she was only meeting him for coffee.  To discuss what had gone wrong, to show him that he wasn’t totally cut-off from the non-sexual side of the friendship they’d shared and to generally build bridges with a guy we were likely to bump into on a regular basis for the next few weeks.

‘Yeah right!’  I didn’t think the two of them were going to jump into bed together.  But then again, if their meeting had no sexual undertones, then why the hell was Heather taking such great care over her make-up? 

And why had she chosen a push-up bra (not that she’d ever needed one), a semi-tight blouse she normally reserved only for the most important of clients, and jeans which, when paired with those three-inch heels showed off her ass and long legs to perfection?

Certainly not slutty, and certainly not as revealing as what she might wear on a ‘blow off some steam’ girls’ night-out at the nightclub.  But definitely an outfit that was far from asexual. 

In some ways her dress and make-up were mean.  Perfectly crafted to remind the handsome young firefighter just what she had to offer. Designed to make him want her (her desire for this painfully transparent to me) when he knew he couldn’t have her.  But I dare say, given the choice between this and a frumpily dressed Heather, he would have plumped for this outfit every time.  Even if it meant blue balls and a round of self-stroking later!

Heather was so pre-occupied getting ready and trying to primp herself as discreetly as possible that she didn’t notice my wry little smiles to myself as I observed her covert campaign to ready herself.

Of course, I could have called her out on it all this subterfuge.  All these unspoken, unacknowledged motives - but where was the fun in that?

Besides which, if she was playing a marginally deceitful game – with things in her mind she wasn’t admitting to – how was I any different.  After all, I knew the main reason I didn’t call her out on all of this was that everything about it left me with a sizzling, fizzing ball of excitement rolling around in my gut.  Here we were, just five days after near meltdown and we were both tiptoeing back out into the minefield. 

Both of us, in our different ways and for our different reasons, excited beyond measure but knowing we shouldn’t mention anything to the other.  Both of us knowing that if we pretended there was nothing to see here, we’d each get what we wanted.  But if we brought truths we both knew up to the surface, if we vocalized them, then there was a fair chance that our mutual fears and guilt would feed off each other to block what we both wanted to do.

~~~~~    

Heather left just before six – the ideal time for a supposedly ‘purely platonic’ coffee with a friend.  Ironically Aleks had suggested the Starbucks that was in the local hospital.  Where I’d seen him that fateful morning boasting about his exploits with Heather to his fire buddies Vlad and Paulie.

Despite how many times things had gone off the rails when she’d lost control before - I really, really didn’t expect anything like that to happen tonight.  It was just too inconceivable.  So I reckoned with Heather being back in a couple of hours tops, meaning the best way I could take my mind off the first part of their meeting was by taking Rascal out for a drag around his favorite tree stumps and smelling posts.

But unsurprisingly, this proved a wildly ineffective means of distraction.  Seattle on a winter’s night just didn’t cut it.  And frankly, even had aliens or a robot super-swarm interrupted my route that night, I still think most of my thoughts would have been on what was going on between Heather and Aleks back at Starbucks.

Even if Rascal’s walkies and the numerous happy groups of festive-spirited students provided scant distraction, compared to when I was back home in an empty, cold apartment, walkies seemed the best of times.  Back in the apartment I was surrounded by the memories of what had happened the Wednesday before.  I was only a few feet away from Aleks’s condo directly above and just one floor up.  And now, after the taunting truth Aleks had used against me, I also had to contend with thoughts not just of last Wednesday – but also of the Tuesday two week’s before when Heather had lied to me about who seduced whom.

As the hours and minutes ticked by, I was back in my own little blend of heaven and hell.  Pulse racing, temples pounding, my throat dry and parched, my sweaty palms the total opposite.  My angst totally different to what I’d felt before.

Then, when I’d known or suspected the two of them being physical, in some strange way it was easier to deal with.  Picturing or obsessing about a cock far bigger and far more capable than my own doing the nasty with my wife – making her scream and shout like I never could – had been intense enough.

But that had been purely physical – however much Heather might have loved the sex with Aleks, however much he might have replaced me as her preferred lover – never for one moment did I contemplate that he might replace me in her heart, in her affections.

But this was different.  I pictured them huddled close over one of those small, circular, intimate tables.  Huddling close partly a necessity to avoid inquisitive ears, but also no doubt a pleasure.  Allowing them, under the guise of practicality, to put their heads close and gaze into each other’s eyes – just as they’d done so many times before in far more intimate and sexual situations.

It was all in my imagined ramblings, but I was damned sure I was right.  I knew they’d both be savoring this renewed closeness.  I’d felt his need for it in each of those messages I’d read.  However much she tried to hide it, I’d seen the same desire as she’d sat by me reading the same messages.  However much she’d tried to mask it, it was still discernible.  A mirror-image - what he wanted, she wanted to give.

Whereas before I’d imagined the purely physical – now I was picturing something between them on a far more emotional plane, and that was truly scary.  Not because I feared for today or this week or this month, but because of where today’s reconnection might lead. 

The power of a potent physical connection known and enjoyed – but now forcibly terminated would lead to all kinds of enticing desires.  Desires so strong that the longer they went on unfulfilled, the deeper the spell they’d cast on Heather and her former lover.

After all, we’re only human.  How did Dr. Hannibal Lecter put it in ‘The Silence of the Lambs’?  We covet what we see every day but cannot have … which was precisely why, however painful it felt right now, it had been the right choice to let Heather meet up with her handsome, big-bodied young lover.

Before, she’d been the one crushing on him.  She’d been the one showing all the signs of being infatuated with Aleks and his huge cock, piercing blue eyes and masculine virility.

But now, when I thought back to those texts he’d sent, it was like the roles were totally reversed.  For her, Wednesday had broken the bubble, reminded her of what she stood to lose.  But for him, the enforced absence of my wife from his life had just made him want her even more.

This was a truly sobering thought.  I was confident that, however much she’d gone out of her way to preen and primp, I knew it was going nowhere physically tonight – as least it wasn’t as far as she was concerned.

That’s why it had been the safer route to follow – to let tonight happen.  To let her say what needed to be said and feel what needed to be felt.  This being the only way to deal with any of Heather’s immediate and pressing unresolved issues.

‘Immediate and pressing issues.’  These weren’t the ones that troubled me as I sat their sweating, fidgeting and generally willing my wife to come home.

No, it was what happened after the immediate that were the avenues that made me fearful.  Avenues as yet unlit and unknown.  Avenues which would only start to become clear when Heather returned home and briefed me on this evening’s conversations.

~~~~~    

“Mmm … love you, Babe.”  The feel of her skin around my neck, the push of her mouth on mine felt unbelievably amazing and reassuring after a whole three hours apart.  A good hour longer than I’d imagined possible,

As she pulled back and attempted her best straight-faced smile, I knew there was something she wasn’t saying.  My stomach instantly starting to turn summersaults as I awaited the crack of the metaphorical rifle round.

“Tim, Honey … Aleks and me, we had a really good talk … worked out loads and loads of stuff…”

Where was this going?  Where was this headed?  I held my breath, the proverbial rabbit in the headlights as I waited for the other shoe to drop.

“Baby, would it be okay if Aleks pops down?  He feels he really owes you an apology … face to face … man to man … it would really help him, and I think it would help you too … like you said, you’re bound to bump into him sometime soon, so better to get it all over and done with now…”

Shit!

I’d not seen this coming, not seen it coming at all.

Everything she’d just said made perfect sense.  Even if ignored what he wanted, what was good for him, which I was more than willing to ignore, the logical, theoretical benefits for me also made sense.

Damn you Heather!  Why were you always so damned logical, so damned right?

Whether or not it was good for me rapidly ceased being the question I was thinking about – the question was whether I had the strength or not.

“I’ll call him and tell him it’s okay, shall I then?”  Her fingers were already on the keypad, my windpipe feeling like it was going into some kind of allergic constriction.  Fuck, Heather!  Now?  Now, with zero notice, zero chance to mentally prepare!

“Hey, Aleks.”  Damn, I could hear the lightness, the attraction and excitement in her voice, even over so straightforward a phrase as ‘Hi’.  Why did it excite me so much?  The pumping, wounding jealousy – that bit I got.  But the excitement?  Would I ever understand where that routed from?  What its origin story was?

“Yeah, Tim’s cool with it … see you in two.”

‘Tim’s not cool with it … by no stretch of the imagination can you say ‘Tim’s cool with it’ … in what freakin’ world is Tim remotely cool with it?’

But what was the point of resistance or a meltdown?  I’d barely recovered from my shock than Heather was lovingly squeezing my hand and headed to let him in.

The next few minutes are all a bit of a blur for me.  I only remember snippets, I was so stressed that other details passed me by – no doubt my mind’s way of protecting me from unbearable trauma.

I remember a look of abject, sincere apology on Aleks’s handsome face.  A look that was there even as he reached out and offered his hand for a ‘make it all better’ handshake, as still in shock I took his offered hand and shook it as if on autopilot.

I remember him babbling on … the words escape me … I remember the general gist, he was sorry, misunderstood, pushed too far, was sorry for any pain or embarrassment that was caused. 

As he said all of this and whatever else he said, I remember gazing at that sincere, earnest face of his and wondering to myself what percentage of it was genuine and what part was just to manipulate Heather and me into doing what he wanted.  Which, like a wolf dines on sheep and foxes devour hens, was almost certainly that we’d allow him another chance to dine at the Heather table.

Before I realized what was happening – his stay was mercifully short – my stunned mind was back on autopilot, back shaking his hand as he stunned me even more by giving me a man-hug.  WTF?  His motive transparent half-a-second later when he gave a slightly longer, slightly tighter version of the same hug to Heather.  Only then retreating to the door, Heather and him sharing an enigmatic smile between them as he said his goodnights.

Heather stayed staring at the closed door for a disconcerting few seconds before turning to me.

“There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”  For all the world she sounded like a Kindergarten teacher telling one of her charges that ripping off the band-aid could have gone a whole lot worse.

At the time I bit my tongue and just stared back, choosing not to tell her what I really thought.  About why the hell she’d just put me through that.  Foisted it on me unprepared and with zero choice.

But as we cuddled up in bed and Timothy Shepherd got his reward, I began to see things her way.  I might not have liked it, might have wished it could have been put-off forever – but at least it was done know.


Chapter 5

Tuesday 23rd December 2014

I was fearful that the next day our romantic bliss would be interrupted by a blizzard of communications between Heather and our no longer estranged upstairs neighbor. 

After all, that was how it had been before it had all gone to shit the previous week.

But to my pleasant surprise, nothing like that happened.  Christmas was one day closer, but even so we did our mandatory but reduced work hours interspersed with a lovely Italian lunch and a trip to the gym which was still Aleks-less – again another small but pleasant surprise.

After we’d had another go around trying to shorten Rascal’s little dachshund legs even more, Heather dragged me into bed and I was soon lapping away between her legs.  Feeling her nails digging into my scalp as her thighs provided the most pleasurable and fragrant of prisons.  Rejoicing in her moans of satisfaction as her sounds built up towards her own personal crescendo as she screamed her way through a climax far more powerful than the one I’d given her the night before … or this morning when our relaxed Christmas had allowed us to enjoy morning sex.

My own release and the kissing, touching and love making which proceeded it was equally wonderful and, with my cock still tingling, we soon found ourselves cuddling and enjoying that indescribable pleasure of flesh on flesh.  The twinkle in her eye suggesting Heather had something she wanted to discuss.

“Tim, Baby … I know we only did it for a while … and be honest with me … but do you miss it?  Miss the excitement?  The tension?  The thought of me being with Aleks … me being with another man?”

Where was she going with this? 

I looked at her slightly askance, wondering what agenda and motives she might be playing … before I parked my concerns and just decided to answer her straight.

“Yeah, of course I do, Sweetheart … but in some ways that’s not a fair question … it’s only half the coin … what about the other side?  What I was put through last Wednesday?  When Aleks was totally out of line … I don’t miss that, that’s for sure!  I miss that like I miss a hole in the head!”

She frowned, the lines on her forehead and around those oh-so-kissable lips sweet and endearing.  “Okay, but apart from that, you miss it?”

“Yeah…”

“So, if you could have one without the other … then that would be good … that would be cool?”

“Where are you going with this, Honey?” I asked, no longer able to ignore my concerns.

“Nowhere, Baby … I swear … don’t we always say it’s good to understand … that way we can always make sure to get things right … to make each other happy … isn’t that what we always say we’ll teach our kids?”

Why did I not quite believe her protestations of innocence.  There was still that twinkle in her eye.  That little look around the corners of her mouth that was too smiley and furtive, as if she was trying to stop herself smiling and reveal more of her thoughts than she wanted to.

~~~~~    

The next day was Christmas Eve. Small business owners, we treated ourselves to an extra day-off.  After all, which self-respecting client wanted a call with us the day before Christmas?

Aside from some last-minute Christmas shopping for Heather’s family, the day was pretty much a carbon copy of the day before. 

Although with two notable exceptions – one welcome, one less so.

After we’d made love, thankfully today there was no suspicion-fueling conversation about whether I missed the game we’d been playing.  That was the welcome change.

What was far less welcome was what was happening to Heather’s phone.  The damned thing seemed to be exploding with incoming messages.

We’d always made it a rule to respect each other’s phone privacy.  Both feeling this was an absolute necessity as working from home we already shared so much time and had so little privacy in general. 

But after about the fifth call arrived while we trying to enjoy a relaxed Mediterranean-style lunch, I couldn’t hold out any longer.  Especially not after yesterday’s oblique and highly suspicious questioning from Heather.

“Who’s that?” I finally asked, my mild annoyance showing through.

“Oh, just a friend … nothing important … sorry if it’s annoying you, Honey … I’ll put it on silent so we can enjoy our meal,” she answered, something in her smile slightly amused, slightly mocking.

Should I challenge her on it?  Push for extra details – possibly causing a scene and spoiling today and what had been a wonderful last few days.  Or should I trust my wife and just go with it?

Glowering at her just a few extra moments so she got my message about just how unhappy I was, I chose the latter option.  I’d loved everything about the last few days – everything emotional and sexual and I really didn’t want to bring that to an end by an unnecessary argument.  Especially not the day before the holidays.

But my glowering look certainly didn’t cause an argument, nor did it cow my wife – instead it seemed to have the opposite effect. Heather now really struggling to hold-back a full-throated smile, the muscles at the side of her mouth visibly quivering as she fought to hold it back.

With Heather’s phone on silent and now hidden in her handbag, I had no idea whether or not the messages carried on arriving through the rest of the meal or during part two of our shopping.  But at least the silence and Heather’s loving attentiveness allowed me to put it out of my mind and enjoy the rest of a romantic afternoon with Mrs. Shepherd.

It was only when we were back home - post gym, post Rascal and post love making – and Heather was treating herself to a rare soak in our Jacuzzi bath that things moved back in the negative direction.

While she soaked, the phone had been placed on my wife’s night stand where I paid it no attention until it vibrated.

At first I resisted.  Spending so many hours living and working together, what privacy remained wasn’t something to be invaded lightly.  But after all that evasiveness, all those half smiles and after everything that had happened with Aleks – I was right at the end of my tether.

I resisted manfully for a full five seconds – about four seconds longer than I thought I’d last – before finally thinking ‘damn it’ and reaching for my wife’s phone.

0-4-0-1

Clumsy fingers!  More care, less haste!

0-4-0-1

The little minx!  She’s gone and changed it.

Music tastes based back in the nineties, Michael Stipe’s Aleks had been her PIN forever and a day!  Ever since I’d known her. 

And now she’d gone and changed it!  The very day a torrent of texts had started arriving from ‘a friend’.  Just one day after that cryptic conversation about the game we’d played with Aleks.

Ahhh!

What could I do now?

Not a damned thing!  Short of blow-torching it out of her, those messages I was dying to read would have to remain unseen. 

No way was I going to escalate and demand to see them.  At least, not for now.  I’m no lawyer, but I believe the expression is, Probable Cause. 

Right now, I had suspicions … I had plenty of suspicions … but I had no Probable Cause and I knew in my heart I’d only escalate and demand to see the messages if I had much stronger grounds for believing something was actually going on between my wife and Lover Boy upstairs. 

After all, bearing in mind what I had allowed in the past, even if it was him texting (and who else could it be?), a few texts hardly justified suddenly playing the angry, possessive husband.

~~~~~    

All the bells and whistles of Christmas – a call to my folks and assembled siblings in Massachusetts, a trip across town to Heather’s family for gift-giving and post-lunch sloth – provided the best and most seasonal of distractions.

But even then, that damned phone was like an annoying, silently-buzzing hornet in my brain.  I wish I’d never prompted Heather to put it onto silent … at least before I could hear the enemy coming … now I had no idea whether ‘he’ was texting or was not … whether it was zero, a handful or hundreds of texts.

And today – and maybe it was just co-incidence – Heather had chosen to wear comfortable slacks.  Comfortable slacks which meant the phone was no longer in her handbag, but was in her trouser pocket.  Perfectly placed so that every time she slipped to the bathroom or into the kitchen or anywhere else not in my line of sight, she could have a quick glance at any new messages.  Have a quick glance and no doubt send some teasing, flirty response.

I was driving myself crazy!  I had no idea if I was imagining all of this.  Maybe her friend was busy with Christmas commitments just like we were.  Maybe Heather’s phone was silent because nothing was incoming.  Certainly none of her clients would be calling on Christmas Day.  Maybe it was all just in mind. 

‘What a way to spend Christmas,’ I thought to myself more than once.

~~~~~    

Finally released by Heather’s folks, sisters and four young nieces, as we walked in from the parking lot I couldn’t resist a look up at Aleks’s window.  The lights seemed all on.  After the other day’s impromptu ‘kiss and make up’ conversation between him and me had been foisted on me, I half expected tonight Heather might suggest some ‘let bygones be bygones’ Christmas invitation to show him there were no hard feelings.

Thankfully this never happened and instead my sexy minx of a wife decided to use her body to distract me from my inner mental turmoil.

I’ve never been good at hiding my feelings so she had to have picked up on all the signs I’d been throwing out at how stressed I was about the phone and the sudden lack of discernible activity. A dark humor in my mind drawing parallels with the Sherlock Holmes story about the dog that didn’t bark … where the lack of noise is more significant than if there had been any noise.

The moment I felt the moist, warm suction of Heather’s lips around my bell end and the teasing, cupping actions of her fingers and nails on my balls, all thoughts of literature and Aleks rapidly disappeared from my mind, as I laid back and thought this was a helluva nice Christmas gift I was now receiving.

I returned the compliment and, after all the turkey and a couple of nice orgasms, neither of us were in the mood for the kind of stuffing that would normally have followed such an entrée. Instead we just spooned, letting the sex, booze and food slowly take us into the land of slumber.

~~~~~    

The twenty-sixth was a Friday.  Being our own bosses, clients otherwise engaged and only one day until the weekend, why spoil things by working.  So we opted for a lie-in, a light lunch and even more romantic together-time, including a long and leisurely love making session.

After showering, after all the food excesses of Christmas Day, we both fancied a long walk along the Seattle shoreline to help blow the cobwebs away and make us feel less bloated.

We walked for a good couple of hours plus, only returning home as the light started to fade. More than once I nearly brought up the subject of all the messages.  But it slowly dawned on me that today, for some reason, I was less stressed about the whole thing.

Yes, Heather may or may not have been receiving texts from ‘her friend’, but whatever the reality of this was, she was here with me.  Holding my hand, smiling at me, walking through the beauty of nature as we laughed and talked about our future.  Recounting all the cute things her young nieces had done yesterday.  Recalling how excited they’d been opening their presents, how wonderful the hugs they’d given us had felt.  Generally wondering what it would feel like when it wasn’t our nieces but our own little ones we were celebrating with.

With all this positivity, who gives a damn if Heather and ‘her friend’ are texting, was what I told myself as we walked further and further.

But as we got into the second half of our walk, a more insidious truth started forcing itself to the front of my mind. 

‘You quite like it, don’t you, Timbo,’ the not so quiet voice kept whispering inside my head.  ‘It’s like all of that shit you enjoyed between her and him … before it all went to shit … admit it, pal … you’re secretly excited … secretly enjoying the game in its updated, zero-point-two incarnation.’

At first I resisted these thoughts –– but slowly as we carried on walking, I started admitting to myself it was all true.  Finding a happy middle ground where I told myself that ‘yes, I did enjoy it’, but only because it was a far safer and less dangerous way to play the game.

But returning from our walk, as I poured myself a large evening bourbon and opened page one of Heather’s dad’s present to me, I still wasn’t prepared for what was to happen next.


Chapter 6

Friday 26th December 2014

‘The Remarkable Education of John Quincy Adams.’

Like me a big fan of American history, Heather’s dad had bought me a recently published book about one of my favorite US presidents.  A native of Massachusetts, which I guess gave me a natural fondness for the guy, I’d always been amazed by the man’s breadth of skills and learning.  Not that I’d ever get anywhere near the sixth president’s level of erudition, but I certainly regarded him as a target to aspire to.

As I cracked the spine and savored that new book smell, it was only out of the corner of my eye that I saw Heather saunter over from our bedroom.

“Someone looks happy!” she smiled warmly.

New book, glass of bourbon and that self-satisfied glow that follows vigorous exercise, of course I looked happy!

“Aha,” I confirmed without looking up, fully engrossed in the book’s opening paragraph.

“Well, as you’re so well set, you wouldn’t mind if I pop out to see a friend, would you?”

And there it was.

Just like that.

My evening’s calm, pseudo-academic pursuits blown away in a nano-second.

Blown away by those two short words.  ‘A friend.’  How could two such small words triple my heart rate in the blink of an eye?

Now she had my attention.

Boy did she have my attention as I looked up, fully aware how I must have looked to her, color suddenly drained from my face, eyes staring wide and vacant at her, as if waiting for some next clue.

And there was a clue.  But it wasn’t with words.  The clue was in her enigmatic, Mona Lisa smile.  In the smile and in the eyes.  The corners of her mouth slightly turned up.  That same look of amused detachment she’d had the other night when she’d initiated that ‘like, not like’ conversation about her affair with Aleks.  Only this time, the look was even more pronounced.  Her eyes seeming to sparkle with merriment.  Seemingly enjoying my discomfort and awkwardness.  Seemingly daring me to dive in with both feet.  To ask.  To demand.  To take up her challenge and confront this thing directly.

My eyes were begging her for more information.  For even one more single hint.  To her I must have looked like Rascal when he’s begging for table scraps.

With our unequal eyes locked together – one set desperate and trying to hide this panic, one set full of mischief - something slowly started to change.  Heather’s twinkling, mischievously smiling eyes slowly started morphing into something more serious.  Something more significant and meaningful.

“If it’s a problem, Honey … just let me know.  If you’d prefer I stay in with you, then that’s okay … I’ll text and give my friend a raincheck … tell them my loving husband wants me all to himself … doesn’t want to let me out of his sight,” the smile briefly reappearing at this last playful choice of words.

But her words were anything but playful.  We both knew what she was asking, even though to a stranger her ask would have come across as innocent and harmless.

Everything about her choice of words was designed to tease and keep me right on the edge.  An edge that the paleness of my face told her I’d already arrived at.  Her continued use of the teasingly vague phrase ‘a friend’ … her careful use of the neutral pronoun ‘them’ rather than ‘him’ or ‘her’ … it was all designed to torment.  Leading me right to the edge, telling me and not telling me what she was up to through her carefully constructed riddle.

She was good at this. 

She’d always been good at this, her eyes locked on mine, waiting me out, smiling in a way that said, ‘love you, Babe, isn’t this fun!’

Damn … this wasn’t going away until I gave her an answer … was it really only an hour ago I’d been thinking how relaxed I was about the texts?  Thinking how the texts, the game, that all of it excited me.  A safer version of the game we’d played before when everything had exploded in our faces.

Had I really been thinking all of that?  Things felt very different now.  Stress and doubt were back – just like they’d been before we stopped the game.  

Darn it, it was ‘shit or get off the pot’ time …

‘Come on Tim, either tell Heather that it’s been fun but that the answer’s ‘no’ … or play her at her own game … smile back confidently and tell her, ‘Sure, Honey, have a great time …’

Taking a deep breath, as I opened my mouth, I honestly wasn’t a hundred percent sure what was going to come out.

“Urgh … no … no, Sweetheart, you don’t need to stay in … I’ll be perfectly fine with your dad’s book and my bourbon,” I replied, not sounding anywhere near as decisive and confident as I wanted to.

“Thanks, Hun,” she beamed, stooping to kiss me, “shouldn’t be gone long … just a quick drink and a chance to catch up … it’s ages since we had a chance to catch up.” 

And with that she was gone, out the door, a fleeting view from behind of a shapely ass in a short denim skirt and a sexy, but not too sexy tight white blouse.  Leaving me alone – alone except for John Quincy Adams and Kentucky’s finest, and wondering what the hell had just happened.

~~~~~    

I’ll never stop loving Heather Amy Shepherd, but more than once in the slowly ticking progression of the next few hours I cussed by wife.  Cussed her on several levels.

There was the simple fact she’d destroyed the perfectly good evening I had planned.  However good the author, and however interesting the topic, who the hell’s capable of concentrating on some long dead American president when the woman you love is (almost certainly) out ‘getting drinks’ with a guy she’s already enjoyed one torrid affair with and for whom she still carries a candle. 

I’d really been looking forward to that book, and Heather’s dad wouldn’t have been pleased either – not that he could ever know the whys and wherefores of how his baby girl, the youngest of his three daughters, had ruined his gift!

But, however much I loved the guy, it wasn’t Heather’s dad I was feeling sorry for right now.

That privilege was reserved for yours truly, sitting like some hungry puppy dog staring up all sad-eyed at the clock as it moved with a slowness that seemed otherworldly, wondering what Heather was doing and when she’d come home.

She’d said she wouldn’t be long and she’d left just after six.  But now it was already nine and there was no message from her nor any sign of her return.

I could have texted.  Could have called.  But something held me back.  The reality that, however much parts of me were hating the way she was torturing me, other parts were on edge and fired up in a way I’d not experienced since we’d slammed the breaks on.

Even though I was the only one (aside from our four-legged friend) in our condo, for my own self-respect, I tried to appear calm.  But inside my guts were a twisted, writhing ball of eels – my stomach felt like I’d swallowed Medusa’s head and it was determined to have its revenge.  If I’d have had the courage to look in the mirror, I’d have seen a pasty, sweating death mask of worry, muscles taut and eyes bugged out with fear.

Shit!  Why had I allowed this to happen?  Again!

It was only a few days ago I’d been exposed to the real nature of the guy Heather was out with and I’d called the whole thing off.  Yet here I was less than ten days later allowing her and I to both start up something all over again!  Although what ‘something’ amounted to was the question of the hour which was driving me utterly insane – my mind imagining all kinds of images and options.

I told myself, and I really believed it, there was no way Heather would do something overtly physical tonight.

Sure, my loving wife constructed an intricate web designed to inflict an excruciating mix of arousal and mental torture, but I knew her well enough to know she’d want to judge my emotional reaction before pushing on much further.

That’s what I told myself even as another voice reminded me I’d said things like this before only to be proven wrong as her infatuation with the twenty-five-year-old beefcake who lived just one floor up overpowered her self-control.

Whatever her intentions had been, who was to say the same thing hadn’t happened all over again?  Just like the first night when she’d lied to me about who seduced whom. 

Who was to say that right now she wasn’t crammed into some restroom cubicle, back pressed hard against the wall, skirt scrunched up around her waist.  Panties dangling around an ankle while Aleks’s muscular ass slammed in and out, making her sing like an angel, delivering a late Christmas present for any patrons lucky enough to be within hailing range.

Who was to say she wouldn’t return home bandy-legged, a grin as wide as Sylvester the Cat with feathers sticking out of his mouth, her pussy having just been well fed, getting the kind of meal it had been missing the last few days?

As the minutes ticked by, my mind carried on making up more and more of these images – all thoughts of John Quincy Adams long forgotten as I pined for Heather’s return.  Pined with an achingly hard cock and an ache in the chest that made me wonder at the medical sanity of what we were doing.

Staring down at my phone, willing it to ping or buzz or just show some sign of life, I could hardly believe it was already nine thirty and she’d still not sent me a single message!

She’d said she wouldn’t be long!  In whose world is three-and-a-half hours not long, I thought to myself, groaning out loud to myself, only Rascal present to hear me, tilting his head and giving me a strange, non-comprehending look.  It all had to be part of her game, a game that was making me yearn for her presence 

She had to know I was dying here!  She’d said ‘she shouldn’t be gone long’ and I was right at the end of my emotional endurance, reaching for my phone and starting to compose a message when finally I heard the elevator ping.  Rascal’s pricked-up ears and reaction convincing me it was Heather returning – that my misery was finally over.

~~~~~    

Finally, just under four hours after she’d left, she came back through the front door.

Heather offered no hint of apology or regret.  Just a bouncy, jaunty, “Hey, Babe … did you miss me?”  A cheeky smile making clear she knew exactly what she’d put me through, what was in my mind about who she’d been with all evening.

It was now or never.   I could rant and rave and demand an explanation.  My raw nerves made it a tempting option, my mind picturing the rolling of a dice, wondering where this thoroughly justified strategy would land me.

But just as I started to speak, Heather spoke. 

“By the way, Honey, Deborah says ‘hi’ … she wants to know when you and I are going around to have dinner with her and Keith,” but something about her smile made me suspicious.  Just as with so many of the things she’d said earlier, her words were too carefully phrased, her sentences too carefully constructed.  Her reference to Deborah, without actually saying she’d been the friend she’d been with, just one more mind game in her exercise of bluff and double bluff.

“How was she? I’m surprised Keith let her out for so long … thought he might not like to ‘let her out of his sight’ for so long,” I countered, throwing her own words back at her.

“Oh, you know how men are, Honey!  They can sometimes do the strangest, most contrary of things … some of them are easy-going like you … some of them are much more possessive … much more demanding,” she answered, grinning to herself as she emphasized the p and d words. 

This time, not only failing to answering my question, but adding in an oblique reference to how possessive Aleks had always been about her.  Her smile telling us both how funny she found it that it had been her lover not her husband who was the more possessive of her two partners.

Seeing her smile, seeing how pleased with herself she was, all thoughts of raging and demanding an answer went out of my head.  I’d have my revenge another way.  A way I’d enjoy far more as I picked her up, carried her screaming and laughing into the bedroom and threw her down on the bed.  Pinning her arms above her head as I tore off her clothes and proceeded to have my way with her.

“Yes, yes I did miss you,” I huffed between kisses applied to her face and neck, pulling at her damp panties as I unzipped and thrust upward.  Sinking all the way in easily, not totally sure but feeling that despite her moistness I was the first one in there tonight.  She wasn’t flooded enough that I was experiencing sloppy seconds – at least I didn’t think so.

We were both soon happily thrashing around on the bed – I might not be able to make her cum on my cock these days – but I knew she wasn’t feigning enjoyment.  She was enjoying it, loving the edginess and undertones as she wrapped her body around me and held me tight, both of us happy we’d found a new, safe way of playing the game that had brought us even closer as a couple.  Closer as a couple and each enjoying our own unique, separate pleasure as well.

But as we romped up and down – kissing, caressing and loving – what I didn’t know was that for me this was the end game, but as far Heather was concerned, this was only the starting point.  To me, this was already the deep end – but in her mind, this was just the shallows.


Chapter 7

Saturday 27th December 2014

If Friday ended with me reclaiming what I strongly suspected had emotionally been taken from me earlier that evening, Saturday was an altogether more peaceful and conventional affair.

Two busy middle-aged professionals enjoying one of our few quiet times of the year, we enjoyed another romantic day of togetherness.  Me kissing her shoulders to wake her, blowing on her tummy before paying homage at her womanly temple, before sending the soldier in to do his duty as her fingers rustled through my hair with her nails only occasionally playfully drawing blood from my scalp.

Husband and wife and lovers, it was my pleasure to make her breakfast while she stretched out and luxuriated.  A shared shower led to making love under the water and staying a little longer to wash off the after effects.

We had tickets for the matinee performance in the theater followed by a light early dinner.

When we reached home, part of me expected a repeat of yesterday evening’s ‘trip to see a friend’ – especially as I’d caught her looking at texts several times during the day.

As I tried for a second time to make a proper start on John Quincy Adams, it was as if she could read my mind.

“Thought I’d have a quiet evening in,” she purred, the way she smiled and spoke almost inviting me to counter and offer that she could have another evening out.  It was as if she could read my mind – could see inside the indecision and split desires that had been my everyday experience ever since Aleks had entered our lives a month ago.

Handing me a large bourbon and curling up on the sofa with me, scanning her iPad for all the updates from her friends and their lives.  Curled at the opposite end, her feet seemingly by accident idly fiddling around in my groin.  No accident here – even with her smirk hidden behind her iPad, I knew she was intentionally finding a new way to stop me reading my book for a second consecutive night.  Did she really have so many daddy issues, dislike her ever-loving father so much!

It was only when I lost patience and repeated yesterday’s ravishing of my wife that she finally gave me any peace and that John Quincy Adams finally got the attention he was due.

~~~~~    

Sunday started out the same way – though our budget couldn’t stretch to a second trip to the theater.  This time we had to make do with popcorn and the latest Hobbit movie, more Heather’s thing than mine as a longtime fan who’d loved Tolkien’s tales of Middle-earth since she’d read the books when she was just a girl.

Dinner was bracketed in a similar cut-price budget - Dominos just next to the movie theater.  But this time when we got home, after an hour’s reading about our sixth president and my mind started to turn to the possibility of ‘romance’ with the woman who wore my ring, I realized her mind was turning to altogether different things as she appeared out in the lounge wearing a mini skirt I’d bought for her some years ago and a low-cut blouse that really showed off the girls.

“Shouldn’t be long, Babe!”  The words shot back over her shoulder, already out the door and gone before I even had a chance to realize what was happening, let alone question her or give an opinion.  Not that she’d asked either for an opinion or any kind of agreement.

This time I only had to endure three hours of waiting.  Three hours which seemed to go more quickly – John Quincy A. got a full fifteen pages worth of attention, compared to a rather pathetic three pages on Heather’s previous trip out.

Buoyed by my hare-like progress, and feeling my errant wife needed to be taught a lesson, she received another sound ravishing upon her eventual return from meeting ‘her friend’, me fucking her hard and as long as I could before shooting my tadpoles deep into her moaning and writhing body.  A look of love mixed with cheeky challenge passing between us before we cuddled.  Each lost in our own set of thoughts. 

My confused thoughts torn between contentment and an aching fear that by rewarding her with lovemaking far more vigorous and pleasurable than usual, I might be encouraging her even more.  A realization that just led to a second level of confusion – did I want to encourage her behavior or stop it?  While she’d been out with ‘her friend’ my cock had never been harder.  And as the sixth president, for all his fine qualities, most certainly wasn’t the source of my raging boner, there was only one logical conclusion to draw.

~~~~~    

If Sunday brought confusion and second thoughts, Monday was on a whole different plane.

Aside from email’s and anything mega-urgent, we enjoyed another leisurely and romantic couple’s day.  Knowing work would soon get crazy in the New Year, from past experience we knew we had to make the most of the lull before the storm.

The first alarm signals started going off when I asked Heather if she was ready to go to the gym.  It was our normal time and ever since our pre-Christmas blowout, we’d resumed our pre-Aleks habit of always sharing a workout session.

The alarm bell was only a small one – maybe she fancied a cheat-day, to make the most of our quiet time from work.

But when I returned and there was so sign of Heather and my texts and then calls went unanswered, then the panic really started to kick in.  Where the hell was she?  What on earth was going on?

It was only when I texted her to tell her I was taking Rascal out, asking her if she wanted me to wait, that I finally got an answer.

‘No, that’s okay … see you at home later … should be back when you and R. return H xxx’

At least she’d finally broken radio silence!  Her ‘xxx’ a little detail that also relaxed me a bit, although on past form that could mean anything and nothing.  Either way, and even allowing for my over-sensitive over-analysis, it was better than nothing.  Better than previous hours of radio silence.

Feeling a little better about the world and its ability to throw me relationship curveballs, I set off with my ever enthusiastic little friend, tail wagging with joy even though he was well passed the thousand mark on this particular route.  ‘Must be nice to be a dog, so trusting and easily excited,’ I thought to myself as I pulled up my collar against the bracing winter winds.

Even as we walked, the winds picked up some and a driving, sleety snow started blowing in from the South, getting increasingly heavier the longer we walked.

By the time we were back opening the gate to the compound, my fingers were starting to get seriously cold and both of us were looking forward to being inside.

Head down against the wind, as I trudged the last few yards, I noticed two figures walking trudging down the path towards me.  Both were wearing dark coats done up against the weather, this and the dark meant I couldn’t make out any faces.  All I could see was their difference in height and build.  One, a very wide figure with a long gait, the other around a foot shorter and with a shorter, sharper gait, as if they were walking on heels.

As the two figures got closer, I picked up a change in Rascal’s behavior – his tail wagging a little faster, but maybe that was just his little doghead anticipating warmth and his basket.

But as the distance closed and we were finally within seeing distance, I felt my heart freeze over at the sight before me, the two faces I saw grinning out from their warm, hooded coats.

“Ah … glad we bumped into you, Tim … I was telling Amy here all about you … we ran into the Heather the other day, turns out Heather and Amy know each other from a couple of local Board of Accounting get togethers, so as they know each other, it’s nice I can introduce Amy to Heather’s husband as well,” he beamed - his huge, meaty paw squeezing my shoulder as I stared at his companion and wondered what the hell he was talking about.  Why the hell had he referred to the beautiful blonde standing by his side as ‘Amy’ and why the hell had he been talking to her about herself?

“Amy, Tim … Tim, Amy,” he said with the straightest and most serious of expressions.

“Pleased to meet you, Tim,” ‘Amy’ said, that familiar barely suppressed grin only just suppressed as she went along with this weird, confusing game.  “From what Aleks said, you and your wife sound like great neighbors.  Such a small world … me and Heather got on like a house on fire at the two Board parties we attended together … please make sure to say ‘hi’ to your wife when you see her later…”

‘What the hell are you saying, Baby … you ARE MY WIFE … why the hell are you talking about yourself in the third person?  Asking me to say ‘hi’ from you to yourself?  Have you been smoking something funny or what?’

I was confused as fuck and knew I must have looked that way, which just seemed to encourage them to push on further and faster.

“It’s early days, Tim … but I hope you and Heather will be seeing a lot more of Amy here … we’ve just started dating … she’s my new squeeze … I hope she’ll be round here a lot more now that we’re going steady…”

My jaw must have hit the ground at this latest statement as the mind fuck they were working plumbed new depths.  My face must have been a destroyed collage of pasty white and eyes flickering with non-comprehension and confusion.

Before I’d had a chance to restart my stalled brain, they’d bid their farewells and were walking away from me as they walked hand in hand out of the compound.

~~~~~    

What the hell had just happened?

By the time I was capable of speech and cogent thought, it was way too late. 

Aleks and ‘Amy’ had gone, out the gate by the crossroads and likely a good fifty- or hundred-feet away in one of its four directions as they headed by foot into one of the many avenues and streets that made up the city’s university district.

What the hell kind of mind fuck had the two of them just exploded inside my head?  What was all that ‘Amy’ shit?  A question I was still pondering when my phone pinged, pulled out into the cold air to reveal a message from the woman I knew as Heather.

‘Hey, Hun … shan’t be long … bumped into Aleks and his new lady friend … she seems a hoot … good that Aleks has got himself a distraction so he won’t be bothering you and me … back home soon … sorry I deserted you for the last few hours, got sucked into watching my favorite movie with a friend who’d never seen it before … will make it up to my big strong man when I get home … love you always, H xxxxx’

Now I was more confused than ever … until slowly, slowly the light began to go on in my head … her reference to her ‘favorite movie’ the cipher she’d hidden in plain sight … allowing me to start decrypting the meaning of the last few minutes.

Her favorite movie – Inception (DiCaprio, Cillian Murphy, Tom Hardy – what woman wouldn’t like this movie) – a facsimile for the game her and Aleks had just exploded inside my head.

Ideas planted, thoughts manipulated and untruths bent until the poor, bemused subject would swear black was white and white was black.

Fuck!  What the hell were they doing?  Hadn’t the ‘out with my friend’ been complicated and stressful enough?  I’d thought that had been the end game … the destination … how stupid did I know feel?  What I’d just experienced, the text I’d just received told me they were only just getting started. 

After all, why else would they, accidentally on purpose, bump into me like that and spin me their little tale unless they wanted to test me out for planned further adventures?

All that bullshit about ‘Amy, Amy my new girlfriend’ was making my chest explode with anxiety.  ‘Amy’ was something my stupid brain had finally decoded.  Heather Amy Shepherd, only shock could explain me missing that.  No, that wasn’t the thing sending me into cold sweats.  ‘My new girlfriend’ was the thing that had my brow clammy and in need of a double dose of Advil.

~~~~~    

Having finally understood and realizing this was likely just the tip of their planned iceberg, I wondered what to do.

I considered but rejected the idea of chasing after them – what chance I’d find them even if chose right about which of the four directions they’d headed in.

I thought about texting or calling Heather, but discarded this idea as too weak and inadequate.  You don’t retaliate to a naval broadside with a single rifle bullet.

So instead, I finally dragged myself and Rascal back into the warmth of our condo and waited.  Waited and stewed.  Wondering exactly what I should say to Heather when she returned.  Hoping beyond hope that her ‘shan’t be long’ wouldn’t be one of her flexible interpretations of time.

~~~~~    

Thankfully for my sanity, I heard Heather’s key turn in our lock within the hour.  And thankfully, she was on her own – I really don’t know how I’d have held up if she’d had her handsome firefighter ‘friend’ with her again.

I was still at a loss as to what to say to her.  She’d done nothing overtly sexual as far as I could prove – although maybe I was being a little naïve in that, even if my instincts told me this was so far all just a mind game as far as the two of them were concerned.

I just stared at her unblinking, trying to get my mouth and brain to work as one.

As I struggled for words and deeds, my flush-faced wife was in the opposite camp, bounding into the room with a life force and energy I’d rarely seen as in three steps she was over and on me.  Sitting atop me in my chair, clamping my head between her gym-strengthened arms as she forced her tongue deep into her mouth.  Only releasing my head as she needed to use one hand to tug at my buckle and pants.

I could have cried!

Just how the fuck was my cock hard?  And not just a normal hardness, as hard as I’d been since our first weeks of dating, hard as iron as she slipped her panties to one side and forced her hips down forcefully until she’d swallowed me whole.  Her free hand moving on to use her nails and fingers on my balls, somehow managing to tease even more blood flow into my groin.

“Love you, Babe …. Fuck me … fuck your naughty wife … fuck Heather like the naughty slut she is … punish her, Baby … punish her for all the bad thoughts she’s got in her wicked, evil, slutty mind … the kind of things only a woman like her friend Amy would actually do…”

All these words were whispered directly into my ear, her breath warm and moist, just like her pussy she was squeezing me with as she fucked me up and down.  Just another mind fuck – her telling me to fuck the sluttiness out of her as the bad girl in her was the one doing the fucking!  Just one more confusing paradox in an hour where she’d managed to merge truth and untruth into a migraine-inducing cocktail.

Teasing message delivered, she returned to ramming her tongue as deep as she could as both hands tore at my shirt, exposing my chest so she could tease my nipples just as he pussy was teasing and abusing my cock.  Fucking me like this until finally I recovered from my shock, decided that talking could wait as I used all my strength to turn the tables on my seducer.  Dead lifting her weight with my cock still in her and dumping her back on the chair so that I could do what she’d demanded.  Trying my damnedest to fuck the evil out of her.  Pummeling as hard as I could, making up for my lack of size by pounding as fast as my hips would go.  Pulling her hands up above her head as I tore her blouse just as she’d torn my shirt.  Pulling at her nipples until they stood out like organ stops, then pulling some more.  Feeling the black-widow wrapping of her legs around my back as she taunted me.

“Come on, Babe!  Come on … that all you got?  Can’t you do me deeper?  Faster?  Harder?  Come on, husband of mine … show me you really want me … show me who’s the boss … that you deserve me …”

“Slut!” I shouted, half under my breath, half so she could hear as I looked into those taunting, teasing eyes.  Wondering where the hell this game had come from, but loving the feelings and excitement even if what had happened earlier had shocked me to my core.

“Yeah, Babe … own me … take me, reclaim your slutty, naughty wife,” her breath getting increasingly ragged and erratic as my own climax neared.  Fuck, was she finally going to cum on my cock … after all these years trying … was it finally going to happen, had we finally found the key … ahh … ahh … and then, damn, just like that, the tip of my cock exploded, sending wave after wave of my stuff flying into her pussy … Heather-Amy clinging on for dear life as I tried to fuck her through the cushion … tried to push her shapely ass right down into the springs … elated at the stars exploding in my brain, dejected at getting so close but not finally winning the ultimate prize…

~~~~~    

Even with everything that was laying there, waiting to be discussed, it still took Heather and me several long minutes to recover enough for either of us to even consider talking.  The recovery time being nearly as special as our fuck time – a time of soft touches and gentle little looks into each other’s eyes.

Maybe not surprising after everything that had happened in the last hour, it was Heather who spoke first.

“Oh, I almost forgot … when I bumped into my accounting Board friend Amy earlier … she asked me if there was anything you urgently wanted to talk about … or whether it could wait for another time…”

Her eyes soft and loving as she asked, those beautiful brown eyes looked deep into mine … the visual equivalent of all those times she’d said ‘we can stop this if you want’.

Taking a deep, deep breath, closing my eyes and shaking with a mix of fear and foreboding, I answered.

“No, it’s okay … it can wait until next time.”


Chapter 8

“How could she sleep so well?  How could she?” 

I was staring up at the ceiling, her arms wrapped tight around my neck, her soft skin, soft breasts pressing gently into my own body.  She was breathing easily, already in a deep and restful sleep, no hint of stress or doubts about the game we were playing.  Me, my body was rigid and taut, full of tensions, thoughts and re-thoughts.  My eyes unable to close as I replayed over and over what had happened until finally sleep claimed me just after three.

Breakfast was surreal – so normal, no hint of what had happened the night before.  Looking fresh and rested, Heather was up before me, cooking breakfast and greeting me with a cheery, ‘Hey, honey.’  Heather nothing but loving and attentive as she poured me coffee and handed me a plate of ham, hashes and eggs, chattering excitedly away about her plans for developing her business in the coming year – 2015 now just two days away.

A morning of nothing but emails and then we hit the gym – this time she accepted my offer and as I went for an extra long session on the treadmill, I couldn’t help but focus on Heather’s sexy ass as she’d chosen to use the treadmill directly in front of me.  Surely not a random event, I was damned sure she was putting an extra wiggle into her Lycra-clad ass as she worked off the extra calories we’d both been enjoying through the holidays.

As I pounded out the miles and stared at my wife’s delectable ass, it gave me another chance to take stock.

Last night, laying in bed staring at the ceiling, I’d still been in shock.  Now, several hours on, I was able to be more thoughtful and considered as all kinds of unresolved questions rebounded around my skull.

Strangely enough, one of the questions which seemed the least significant was whether or not anything physical had started up again between Heather and Aleks.

It seemed weird to think of this as less significant than other aspects of what was happening.  But they’d already fucked many times and the key for me was that nothing in this new set up was being hidden. 

Well, not ‘really’ hidden. 

Heather may have been oblique and teasing in only hinting at the identity of her new ‘friend’ – but if last night had one positive aspect, it was that it made crystal clear neither Heather nor Aleks wanted to hide this thing from me.  Whatever ‘this thing’ was? 

A thought that made me feel a little naïve and foolish that I had any kind of doubts that things hadn’t at least gotten a little physical between the two of them. 

After all, the attraction between the two was so strong and now that Heather had started dropping such heavy hints – even before last night – there seemed little chance they’d not at least resumed some kind of physical relationship.  Even if each time I’d made love to Heather, I’d not detected any evidence of Aleks or his deposits inside my wife’s sweet pussy.

As I moved onto my second mile, this question had already come and gone and I moved onto meatier questions.  Questions like why I wasn’t as angry and upset about what was happening now when things had previously ended so badly on the night Aleks had ambushed me and dared me not to watch him and Heather making love.

That had been a watershed moment leaving all kinds of negativity and bad blood. But the way things were developing now were certainly confusing – but aside from that confusion, I didn’t feel the same anger towards the guy.

The more I thought about this, the more I realized it was because Heather had been so caring and loving after the initial bust-up, calming my fears that she’d put Aleks before me, and that Aleks himself also seemed to be behaving in a better way.

That first time around he’d seemed intent on humiliating me – with all the trash-talking about my sexual performance and then his challenge for me to go down on Heather’s pussy while it was overflowing with his recently deposited jizz.

That was all nearly two weeks ago and since then his desperate, apologetic texts to Heather and then his face-to-face apology had shown another side to him.  And even last night in the midst of their strange, gaslighting game, there hadn’t been any overt attempt to humiliate or belittle me.

Having worked all of this out, I felt a little easier about things – hopefully tonight I’d get some decent sleep! 

As I entered the last part of my run, there was still only one thing really bugging me though – two large and related questions - one practical, one psychological.

The psychological one was easier to handle – an extension to what I’d realized the first time we’d played this game.  Then I’d been shocked but then had gradually come to accept just how much I enjoyed the masochistic, humiliatory thrill of knowing Heather was getting her kicks with another guy.  Another guy who was a real hunk and who could make her cum on his big cock in ways I could only dream of.

But what I was now realizing was that, in addition to this weird, surprising kink, I also seemed to get hugely aroused at the thought of Heather’s semi-cheating on me. 

‘Cheating’ like she’d begun – her evenings out with ‘her friend’.  Now extended through this game they’d concocted where she gave full vent to her alter ego ‘Amy’, the part-time girlfriend of our young firefighter neighbor.

As I continued to pound out the yards, I reflected that maybe it wasn’t altogether surprising that this would appeal to a guy like me, a guy coming to peace with his deep truth that he enjoyed the whole humiliation thing – just provided I wasn’t pushed too far too quickly!

If that was the easier thing to come to terms with, the thing that was the last itch on my brain was the fear that by playing as we were – with zero or minimal communication – we might be significantly increasing the dangers.

Sure, the arousal and excitement were heightened, through all the questions and wondering what would happen next … but the lack of talking seemed fundamentally more dangerous.

Before, Heather and I had made a point of talking everything through, but even then I’d been hurt by things that had been hidden from me until Aleks pulled them out and used them against me.

As I carried on running, I couldn’t help but wonder if the extra excitement from the semi-secrecy was worth this extra risk, or whether Heather and I were being fools to ourselves by playing the game this way.

It was a troubling thought but thankfully one which I reckoned I’d found a solution to as we showered and headed off for lunch.

~~~~~    

Lunch was excellent – our appetite from the gym and all the calories we’d burnt meant we felt we’d thoroughly earned the three courses we wolfed down at a new Greek eatery on the next block over.

Her Baklava proving difficult to digest, Heather thought my suggestion of a post-meal walk through the wintery beauty of Green Lake Park was one of my better ideas – although she might have thought different if she’d known my true motives.

I allowed her a few minutes listening to the next installment of her business plans for 2015 and then I hit her with what I really wanted to talk about.

“So, Honey … how did you find Amy?” reminding her of her made up statement about meeting her alter ego, “you know, the other day, when you bumped into her … what did you think of her?  Was she how you remembered her from those boring Accounting parties?  Was she up to scratch?  Good enough for your old flame, Aleks?”

Though I could see I’d shocked her, I only noticed the slightest of pauses in her stride and the smallest of flushes to her cheeks as just for a moment she went quiet.

But it wasn’t long before she was back on point.

“Oh, Amy … she seems a really lovely lady … sexy and smart, I mean, I only spoke to her for a few minutes the other day, and even at the parties we only spent a little time together … but even so, you get an idea … she seemed real fun … a little bit older than Aleks, but honestly, he seemed quite smitten … like she had him wrapped around her little finger…”

Now it was my turn to try and appear unflustered … I’d not expected such a full-flowing answer, full of so many things to excite and worry me.  Brain in neutral, I tried my best to just riff and go with my instincts.

“Wow … sounds serious … so, like you say, he’s quite smitten … what about her … I thought you said she’s already in a serious relationship with some other guy … how’s that all going to pan out?”

“I don’t remember saying that,” she teased, looking straight ahead as we walked hand in hand through the park, “but now that you mention it, I think you’re right … but the impression I get of Amy is she’s a real minx, loves playing burning both ends of the candle … I wouldn’t worry about Amy … she’s the kind of girl who gets to have her cake and eat it…”

“She sounds quite a girl, this Amy!” I teased, somehow reassured by the way Heather was playing along, opening up and hiding nothing,  “and you got all of this just from a brief chat?”

“What can I say, Honey … feminine intuition, I guess … I felt she and I had quite a lot in common … although, of course, I’d never run around cheating on you like she seems to do with her man…”

“Of course, Baby … I’d never think that of you…”

~~~~~    

Later that day, the penultimate day of 2014, I found myself wondering if my opening of hailing frequencies with Heather – something that seemed so positive at the time – was a misstep on my part.  Wondering whether I’d inadvertently encouraged her and Aleks to be bolder.

We’d finished our walk, returned home and she’d been the one to drag me off to bed.  Something in her demeanor making me believe the whole conversation about what she thought of ‘Amy’ had fired her up and made her horny.

Both of us satisfied and spent, we heard Rascal’s little claws scratching at the bedroom door – it was that time of day and we were already twenty minutes late for his evening walk.

“Coming?”  I asked as I threw on something casual but warm.

“Can you do it without me?  I feel like snuggling up in bed, staying in the warm … the wind seems to be getting up quite high out there…”

“Oh, so now you’ve used me for sexual pleasure … you’re going to kick me out into the cold while you stay in the warm and see what all your friends have been up to on their Facebook pages!”

“Umm … something like that … is that a problem?” she teased, purring like a cat as she stretched out long and lean under the comforter, allowing just the right amount of boob to show to make me regret where I was headed, however much I loved Rascal.

~~~~~    

An hour later Rascal and I were on the home straight, two minutes away from warmth and what I hoped would be a warm and sexy welcome from the body I’d left naked and reclining under the comforter.

But turning around from closing the compound gate, just like the night before I saw two wraith-like figures heading down the path towards me.

Even this far out, the coats, the height difference – the way they were holding hands told me exactly who they were.  My heart instantly leapt into my throat as I knew the thoughts I’d warmed myself with about a return to bed were no more than a figment of my imagination.  I readied myself for the conversation that was to come.

“Hey, Tim, how’s it hanging?” he called before I was ready, still a good ten yards between me and the snug looking pair.  Aleks’s pearly white smile visible even at that distance in the compound’s low watt neon lights.  But then, why wouldn’t it – he was as happy as sin, standing there cuddling in the winter cold, using my girl’s body heat to warm himself while I only had Rascal for company.

Getting nearer, I could see Heather-Amy was smiling just as much as him, only her mouth was closed against the sub-zero temperatures.  “Tim, nice to see you again!” she teased, eyes sparkling but otherwise keeping a straight face.

Only Rascal’s wagging tail – pleased to see his mistress – didn’t play along as, without a conscious decision – they’d really caught me off guard - I allowed myself to be sucked into their vortex.

“Err … likewise,” was all I could stumble out of my mouth, aware how my thick, boneheaded response contrasted with their two beaming smiles.

“Amy and I were just out for a bit … but we were kinda wondering if you’d like to pop up later for a seasonal drink or two … maybe a bite to eat?  We’re kinda new to this entertaining business … I’m a bit of a clot with that kinda thing, but you’d be more than welcome…” he grinned, eyes boring into mine, protestations about how ham-fisted he was totally at odds with the slickness of his game.

“Err … um … I guess,” I muttered, stunned to my core, feeling I’d just been hit by a cement truck at full pelt.

“Great … see you in around an hour …. eightish?”

And before I could answer – not that I’d likely have been capable – they were off down the path, off on their fictional journey, backs toward me, blocking any possibility of further discussion.

I was stunned.  Totally stunned.  Stood rooted to the spot, incapable of physical movement, head glued to their receding figures, Aleks’s towering height and width with Heather-Amy’s arm looped intimately through his an image seared into my brain.

I must have stood there in total shock for a good few minutes before I finally managed to move.  My first steps back towards the comfort and warmth of the building halting and embarrassing – shit, I had an erection!  I had a damned erection! 

My mind was so shocked that I’d not noticed my physical reaction to what had just happened.  The realization of how I’d physically reacted filling my stomach with butterflies, forcing me to think of how I was going to react when I was sat up in Aleks’s apartment playing along with their little mind-bending game.

All the butterflies I was now feeling took me all the way back to the Saturday three-and-a-half weeks ago when I’d been in his place making small talk knowing full well Aleks’s jizz was swimming around inside my wife after their earlier session I’d listened in to.  All my instincts were telling me what was about to happen would be similar but a million times more intense. 

The two of them were playing the happy couple, forcing me to play the role of casual friend as I watched whatever intimacies they foisted on each other and on me.

Damn!  Did I have the emotional and mental strength for this thing?  My cock said yes, but I really wondered.  My mind was assailed by all kinds of doubts, even though deep down I knew I was the fly without the power to resist the temptation before me.  That as the minutes ticked by I would inexorably be drawn closer and closer to the center of the web they’d constructed for me.  Working together – this couldn’t all be Aleks’s doing – they’d expertly baited the trap for me in a way they knew I couldn’t resist.

How I’d react when I was there – heaven only knows – but that I’d be there was in no real doubt.  They knew my weaknesses too well and so I slowly gave up on the idea of resisting.  Quietly sitting there trembling with fear and excitement as I wondered how the next few hours would play out.  How the balance between terror and arousal would work.  Whether or not Heather and I would end the evening in a good place, or whether we were in for a re-enactment of the last time I saw them together when I’d been left a smoldering wreck as they’d pushed me way too far.


Chapter 9

Tuesday 30th December 2014

I thought that hour of waiting would never come to an end.  Hardly believing that somehow we’d ended up back here again.

First time around, it had been fifty-fifty between Heather and me, but this time although she’d given me plenty of opportunities to end things, it had been her taking all the initiative, making all the moves.

Even now, I knew if I marched up there and demanded it all stop, I knew she’d be disappointed and maybe even angry – but I knew she would stop.  That’s what she’d shown me last time, when it had all gone to shit.  I honestly think it was only this that gave me the strength to step into the unknown as I saw our digital wall clock flip over from seven-fifty-nine to eight o’clock.

Taking a deep, deep breath, I rapped on Aleks’s front door, my heart leaping up into my throat as I held my breath waiting to see who answered the door.

“Hey, buddy … great to see you!”  He slapped me on the back, semi-restrained but still nearly sending me flying.  But unlike other times I really don’t think he was seeking to belittle or make a statement, he was just genuinely full of enthusiasm.

“Really glad you could make it, Tim,” he beamed like an over-enthusiastic high-schooler. 

“Means a lot to me and Amy … you’re the first guest we’ve had round since we started dating.  Hope that makes you feel special … we feel tonight’s special, don’t we Ame!” he chortled, shouting over his shoulder to my wife, out of sight somewhere in the depths of the apartment.  “She’s cooking, she’ll be out in a minute … loves to cook, that one … definitely a keeper!  Fancy a drink, Tim … while we wait…”

Shit!  It was coming fast and furious … I was being hit by non-stop brickbats.  I was totally stunned, totally at a loss for any structured, cogent response.  I felt like one of those small rodents, sat up on two legs, hypnotized by the swirling eyes of the preying serpent.  Hypnotized and unable to give anything except the odd groan in the affirmative or nod of the head.

With a beer safely now in my hand, the tall, intimidating firefighter raised the stakes with another twist of the alternate reality.

“Why don’t you go and say ‘Hi’ to Amy in the kitchen, I’m sure she’d love the company … real social butterfly, that one … but be careful, smart as well … as soon as she’s got you chatting, she’ll probably have you chopping the gravy or stirring the veggies…”

Fuck!  This couldn’t be happening.  Had I happened across some wormhole and been spat out in some alternate reality?  Was I living for real in some Back to the Future kind of rewritten world where the studly guy gets the girl, and yours truly has to make do with just admiring the prom queen from afar? 

The fucker! No, scratch that … the two of them had conspired together so that I was being invited to talk to my own wife!  To talk to my own wife while she acted as another man’s girlfriend and cooked for me, ‘the guest’, a festive Christmas meal! 

And all this happening just fifteen feet above where me and my wife slept at night! Arrrhhh!

It shows you how banjaxed my mind was and how achingly hard my cock was that, like a drugged-up zombie, I just nodded along - getting up out of the chair I’d only just sat in and taking my beer into the kitchen to talk to ‘Amy’. 

Or ‘Amy-Heather’ as my befuddled, gaslit brain was now thinking of her – half my wife and half Aleks’s girlfriend.  A woman who looked remarkably like my wife but who was wearing a set of clothes I’d never seen before.

Classy and slutty would have been the shorthand description – the kind of clothes my wife might have worn when we first started dating, when she was in her early-mid twenties.  A thought that made me quiver with fear – the kind of clothes she’d worn when she was Aleks’s age.  Her short, short blue fabric mini skirt, thin blue blouse that showed her push-up matching blue bra through its semi-transparent material made her look young again. 

Was that what this was all about?  Was this the game she’d constructed over the last few days – this game where her alter ego Amy played at ‘mommies and daddies’ with Aleks – all about her trying to stay feeling young?  However much it terrified me – an understandable temptation given her impending fortieth Aleks and the prospect of losing her freedom as she became a mommy for real.

“Hey,” I stuttered, unable to bring myself to say ‘Amy’ out loud, “Aleks said I should come and say hello…”

“Tim!” she shrieked as if I was a favorite long lost relative she’d not seen for years.  “So lovely to see you again … we’re so glad you could come … it means so much to us … our first social engagement as a couple,” she giggled.  Shit!  Had the two of them rehearsed this?  Or an even more frightening thought, were they already so much on the same page it just came naturally?

And how she managed to keep a straight face – not even a hint of a smirk or a smile breaking through her mask.  Was that another well rehearsed thing, or did the woman I’d shared my life and my bed with for the last fifteen years have hidden acting skills?  A thought that temporarily induced a follow-up paranoid thought … what else might she have been hiding from me all these years?

Amy-Heather, their jointly produced theatrical creation, started whisking some soup and the smallest of things happened.  Small but hyper significant, as she whittered on and asked me about my day, she touched my arm with the smallest of friendly gestures.  But it sent another shiver through my body – the touch was so clinical, so remote.  Friendly, but the touch you give to someone at a church social or a PTA meeting – not the touch of a wife to her husband.  That tiny, tiny detail really bringing it home to me the true depth and twistedness of the game the two of them had sprung on me tonight.

As the evening continued, I felt like I was sleep-walking through a dream – part nightmare, part the type of wet dream that makes you iron hard.

It was surreal, there was nothing overtly sexual about it and maybe that was the trouble.  All the interactions between my wife and Aleks were the kind of everyday domestic interactions you see between any couple as they socialize and entertain. 

But all these natural little touches and looks passing between them, making them look like they were a time-hewn couple that fitted so well together, interlocked with the effects of their twisted charade that I was the guest and this was their shared home.

The longer the evening went on, the more I felt short of breath – dizzy with an overwhelming sense of giddy disorientation.  But however confused and bewildered I felt, the iron hard boner in my pants made it impossible to deny how aroused I was.

~~~~~    

All through the meal ‘Amy’ quizzed me as if she was meeting me for the first time.  “Tell me about your job” …. “What about your family” … “Whereabouts are you from” … and then, right at the end, the real kicker … “A handsome guy like you, how come you’re not up here with your ‘plus one’ … if a big lump like Aleks here can get himself a girl, how come a nice guy like you is alone on the night before New Years…”

Hearing this … this oh-so-gentle, oh-so-twisted barb, my head really started spinning!  I felt like I’d just gotten off one of those centrifuge-type rides at the fairground. If I’d tried to stand I’d have fallen flat on my face and taken the whole table setting with me. 

My giddy, disorientation hardly helped by Aleks jumping in and in true Inception style explaining to ‘Amy’ how I had a wonderful wife called Heather who couldn’t be here tonight as she was busy working.  Something which ‘Amy’ feigned surprise at as her boyfriend explained to her husband what she already knew about herself!

I seriously wondered if I was in some alternate reality.  Had Doc Brown mastered the secrets of time and alternate universes?  Was this all just a bad dream and in a minute I’d wake up next to a loving, comforting wife who’d ask me why I sweating so?

But no, as the questions just kept on coming and those stabbing, painful little looks and intimate touches between my wife and her boyfriend kept on rolling in, I realized this was all real.  Very real … the most real and mind-bending game a wife could dream up and inflict on a husband like me.

Heather knew my truths – we’d talked about them for hours on end – she knew what excited and aroused me even, if it was bad for me, and that was what she and Aleks were feeding me. 

My mind went back to Rascal … feed him the wrong kind of chocolate, and its poison to him … was this my poison?  Were they feeding it to me anyway?  Because they knew I’d gobble it down and because it was fun for them to feed me and watch me?  Watch me gobble it down as my cock had the family blood flow and was doing all my thinking for me.  A painful swirl of thoughts that a part of me wanting to run away even though all three of us knew they had me hooked and I was here for the duration.

~~~~~    

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any more bizarre, Amy-Heather suggested we leave the dining area and move a few feet over into the living room.

“Kennedy Center Honors in doing Tom Hanks this year and I really want to watch … ever since I saw Forrest Gump as a teenager, a little bit of me’s been in love with him,” she giggled.

“It’s true,” Aleks chimed in, sitting beside her in the place I normally sat like it was the most natural thing in the world, “honestly, Tim … if Amy wasn’t so into me, I’d be more than a little jealous of how she moons over Tom…”

Fuck, was the whole world going insane!  This was our show … the show we’d been planning to watch … and he was telling me about the likes and dislikes of my own wife!  Like she and I were strangers, had never met before.

The butterflies in my stomach weren’t eased any as I saw the way the two of them sat close and intimate as, her attention rivetted to the TV, Aleks casually started stroking at the side of my wife’s boob. 

A couple of times she playfully swatted him away.  “Aleks, Baby, I’m trying to concentrate…”  That won her about a minute’s peace from his attentions until he played again. Causing her to moan softly, “Aleks, not in front of Tim, you’ll embarrass our guest, he won’t want to come back again…”

“Nonsense, Babe … Tim’s like all us guys … at heart, we’re all just voyeurs … always love to watch ... ain’t that right Tim?”

“Err … umm,” I mumbled, my cock hard and my eyes on stalks, a fumbling reply Aleks took as encouragement.  Putting his hand on my wife’s cheek and turning her head into a full on, passionate open-mouthed kiss. At first she resisted before her own hand came up to his handsome face and she started kissing back with the same hunger.

Finally coming up for breath, he turned her flushed face towards me.  “See, Amy … look at Tim, he’s not at all embarrassed … he couldn’t take his eyes of us … like I said, a born voyeur,” he chuckled before forcing Amy-Heather’s eyes to break from mine as he turned her head back for round two.  Only this time his hands weren’t on my wife’s face, they were busy unbuttoning her thin blue blouse and easing the cups of her matching bra down so he could tweak and rub her nipples.  His touch rough and vigorous enough that we could all hear my wife’s moans of pleasure even though her lips were locked tight on those of her over-sized young lover.

He pulled Amy-Heather up to her feet – her cheeks on fire with a mix of arousal and shame – and gave me the dirtiest of big, conspiratorial winks.

“Back in a few minutes, Bro … got some business to take care of,” he grinned, “make yourself at home, shan’t be long…”

Second nature to a trained firefighter, he picked up my giggling wife and put her over his shoulder as if she was a feather and used his fireman’s carry to walk her into his bedroom.

“Stop, stop, you beast,” she giggled, her small fists playfully hitting against his muscular back.  Her real feelings revealed when he pushed her down to her knees in front of him and he undid just the buckle and first button on his jeans.  The look on my wife’s face telling him she’d do the rest.

He’d made the barest of attempts to shut the door – just six or nine inches from fully open, intentionally giving me a nearly full view as I stared at what I’d only seen once before. 

Heather was already lost in her own little paradise, taking a long, slow suck on Aleks’s huge cock. Next to the massive size of Aleks’s body and cock, her hand looked like a child’s as she firmly grasped his root as her tongue licked up and down.  Lovingly swirling his huge cockhead each time she got to the end.  The look of intense focus making my gut ache with pain at the thought of just how much Heather was into Aleks and the loving he could give her, and I never could.

But even as the pain surged through my body, I was aware of my dick jumping as somehow it hardened even more, providing a true gauge as to which of my two warring sides was winning.  A realization that sent a stabbing pain through my chest. 

My wife was so damned sexy. Her mouth on the handsome young firefighter’s manly dick was so erotic it made me physically fight for breath as the muscles in my rib cage and diaphragm went into shock. My face blushing with shame at how much I loved all of this.

“You see, Amy … what did I tell you?  Told you our neighbor was a natural-born voyeur … bet if you get him to strip, you’ll find his cock’s real hard…”

Still grasping his root, Heather looked across at me, eyes hooded with lust she gave a half-look of hesitation … I could tell she was weighing up whether Aleks’s suggestion was pushing things too far … would end up with the same kind of blow up as last time.

Her expression changed, taking on a ‘what the fuck … now’s as good a time as any to find out’ look.

“Why don’t you slip out of those clothes, Tim … come over here and get a better view!”

Nervous as hell and operating on autopilot I shook with excitement as I did as she suggested, pushing doubts and thoughts of future consequences or self-respect to the back of my head as my clammy hands removed everything except my jockeys.  Knowing how much smaller my own equipment was than the young firefighter’s, some sense of self-preservation made me leave this last protection in place to salve some part of my wounded pride.

Smiling like Cruella Deville, Heather-Amy went back to sucking on her boyfriend’s long, thick cock as she pulled my head down to a nipple to pleasure her as she tried to force even more of Aleks’s fat inches down her throat.  Spittle forming around the edges, her eyes bulging with determination, the ‘glug, glug, glug’ sounds showing how hard she was having to fight her gag reflex.

After a while of this lewd sounding, lewd looking ‘hide the pork sword’ game, she carefully removed that huge piece of flesh from her mouth, pulling my head to hers and kissing me deeply. My pleasure at this kiss turning to instant horror as I realized what I was now tasting. The unmistakable tangy essence and aroma of the giant young stud’s cock.  A thought that made me retch even as I saw Heather’s eyes dance down to the front of my jockeys – her smiling knowingly, me blushing as my cock jumped with excitement.

How sick!  How perverted and deviant! I was tasting evidence of my wife’s preference for another man.  A man who was physically intimidating and much younger than me and who could make her cum in ways I never could.  I was tasting this evidence and it was turning me on, my gut cramping with shame at this realization.  A realization and truth I’d not had to face for the last few weeks but which had now come back to haunt me with a vengeance.  My mind playing back all those talks Heather and I had about the new truths we were discovering about ourselves.

There was no hiding from Heather’s laser-like interrogation of my soul … her eyes bored into mine, she knew exactly what I was thinking, a light laugh capturing the air as she held up her young lover’s huge man pillar up for my examination and our shared attention.

“See how beautiful this monster is, Tim?” she asked, “can you see how us girls love cocks like this … are drawn to them, need to touch a cock like this, want it inside us?”

I gazed at the young firefighter’s gigantic meat, trying to understand what it must be like for her, trying to get inside her head, trying to understand the pull the intimidating young man and his cock had on her.  Trying to imagine how different it would feel for her to have a huge, impressive cock like that in her after years with just my slightly undersized cock.

Even with the painful, inadequacy-inducing thought making me feel light-headed, the night had a calmer, more controlled feel to it than the night things had gone off the rails.

Then, Aleks had pushed me to hard, had to dominate and belittle too much and I’d finally snapped causing Heather to ask him to leave.  But tonight, even though physically similar, it was like all three of us were more comfortable in our respective roles.

As Heather held her young lover’s huge snake in a way which made it impossible for me to ignore, I admitted to myself my own angst-ridden jealousy.  How I’d love to own a cock like that, how I’d love to be able to make my wife orgasm and shriek at the top of her lungs with ecstasy like he could.

As I gazed at it with envy, Heather pulled it down and moved it closer to my face, her smile telling me she wanted my eyes as close as possible so I could fully appreciate just how much fatter and longer than my own cock her boyfriend’s was. 

I looked up at our young neighbor and my stomach somersaulted – the fucker had an almost identical smile on his smug face.  His half of a ‘his and hers’ matching pair as they played their Inception-inspired mind games on me, already sensing I’d not run away like last time.  His smile telling me he loved the dynamic he saw between the three of us – the woman he wanted so smitten she was lovingly playing with his huge dick kneeling next to her own husband.  The message totally clear – tonight Heather and I were a couple in name only.

Squeezing my hand and putting her face right up close, ‘Heather-Amy’ went on.  “Tim, have you ever had a girl as besotted with you?  As infatuated with you as I am with Aleks?”  I felt a searing jet of pain lancing through my body as I took in every word, each word a perfect barb into my soul, leaving me wriggling like a fish out of water, no hope of escape until this thing was done.

“I can’t get enough of him, Tim. Does that turn you on, Tim? To see a married woman the same age as you caught hook line and sinker by a handsome young stud like Aleks?”  Her eyes boring into mine as she picked up my left hand as we both gazed at my wedding band.

“Your married, Tim?  I hope your sweet wife never meets a guy like Aleks … trust me, it would be terrible … it would do things to her, just like it’s done to me … turn her into a helpless slut just like I’ve become … a helpless slut who wants a big, hunky firefighter to fuck her to death…”

“Maybe she’d do anything to feel herself wrapped around a huge, throbbing shaft like Aleks’s … even if she loves you, a cock like that does strange things to a girl,” she whispered.  Whispering so quietly I had to lean in as I felt her hands working at the waistband of my jockeys, pulling them down, gazing at my small, stiff cock and arching an eyebrow in a way which humbled me more than words ever could.

“Maybe she’d want to feel her young lover’s huge, manly cock buried and throbbing deep up inside her body … deeper than her husband’s ever been … maybe she’d want to please her big-cocked young lover more than she wants to please her husband so she’ll not lose him to some sexy younger woman … please him so much he eventually can’t take anymore and his huge dick erupts inside her, filling her with his virile young sperm…”

An involuntary moan escaped my lips - her barbed, perfectly baited words had struck a deeply buried cord, taking us right back to where we’d been two weeks ago. 

Only this time, both of us knew we were voyaging deeper into the caves.  Far, far deeper where things would be far darker and more dangerous.  Both scarier and more exhilarating. 

I shivered at the thought of just how deep this part of me ran – the part that enjoyed the masochistic thrill of not just my wife being with another man, but of being right there when it happened.  Being right there and savoring every belittling, disparaging word my wife and her lover could think to pile on my ego – driving me down just as much as it built him up.

Heather and I both knew this truth – we’d talked about it plenty before.  But somehow tonight, playing in this way seemed to take things to a whole new level. 

It hurt, but it turned me on.

I could never explain it to anyone except Heather – certainly not to friends nor family – aside from her, it would be a secret I’d take to my grave.  Watching the woman I loved with another man, watching her lusty sexuality brought to the pinnacle by a man who could pleasure her far better than I ever could was the most arousing and exciting thing I’d ever experienced. 

It shamed me to admit it, but right now I’d rather watch her with her brash young lover than make love to her myself.


Chapter 10

Tuesday 30th December 2014

Heather looked deep into my soul and knew what I was thinking.  Seeing the helpless, conflicted look of arousal and submission all over my face just spurred her on to twist the knife another twist or two.

“I can’t resist him, Tim. I toss and turn at night knowing he fucks me far, far better than my husband Trevor fucks me,” her eyes smokey and smoldering with her own enjoyment of the game.  A game she was loving so much she’d even come up with a none too subtle imaginary husband for Amy, as she whispered just loud enough to make me grimace.  Whispering just loud enough so I’d know Aleks would hear too.  His smug, shit-eating grin confirming the fact.

“Don’t get me wrong, Tim … I mean, I love my husband Trevor … but look at him, look at Aleks … he’s so handsome, so manly. His body is so big and powerful, so masculine … his cock is too big for my little pussy … my husband Trevor’s little cock never stretched me, never filled me … and I love how it feels when Aleks forces it in … it reminds me how much more manly, how much better than my Trevor he is … the way he makes me whimper, the way it hurts at first…”

‘Fuck, Heather, Baby … why do you have to say these things?  Why do you have to thrust the knife so deep?  You know how these words wound … just like they wounded before…’ 

My own thoughts answering my own questions … she did it because she knew how much I got off on the bitter taste, on the pain and feeling of being belittled … a medicine she’d come to realize she enjoyed dishing out almost as much as I enjoyed tasting.   Her long, painted nails raking the taut, flat area of his belly just above his cock. All the time her beautiful brown eyes boring into me, taunting me much like I imagined Delilah tormented Samson, her eyes backing up her words before she turned back to admiring her lover’s masculine presence.

“I love that he’s so much younger than me … that of all the young, pretty girls who want him … it’s me that he wants, me that he wants me so badly he uses his cock as a weapon to conquer and claim me … forcing it in, stretching me out, making it fit, knowing every time he does that he fucks me just a little more away from my husband … stretches me so each time I feel my husband Trevor just a little bit less … He takes what he wants from me.”

Just a few days ago, I’d been totally unable to cope with the sight of Heather and Aleks together and the cruel, humiliating things that had been said.

But here I was less than two weeks later and I was on my knees with my wife with the brash young firefighter’s enormous cock just inches from our faces.  Only this time the two of them had gotten the pain-pleasure balance just right.  I wasn’t storming out in a confused whirl of anger and jealousy, I was staying put - holding my wife’s hand as she gazed lovingly at her lover and his gigantic cock. My own cock harder than diamonds, even as my face burned with excited embarrassment as I watched and listened. As the woman who wore my rings looked straight at me and confessed her tremendous desire for Aleks’s huge cock and told me just how infatuated she was with the man.

A small stroke to my cheek - the only gesture towards our relationship - she continued, “I need to suck him now, Tim … I hope you don’t mind me doing this in front of you, a guest … I hope that’s okay … after all, I’m sure you and your women have sexy times together … maybe you’ll even enjoy watching me and Alek!” 

And then her eyes left mine, looked longingly back to the intimidating young fireman as she lovingly took his enormous cock back into her mouth.  Sucking hungrily on its fat, engorged head again as she squeezed my hand to send me multiple messages.

After a few minutes of adoringly worshipping his cock, all the time gently caressing his balls, she forgot the part she was playing – or at least put it on pause – and turned to me and kissed me.  Her eyes raking my soul as she saw me take in the new salty, tangy taste from her kiss and understood the full implications. 

The kiss, the realization of what I was tasting knocked the air right out of my lungs - but the kiss was just the softener.  “Tim, I hope you don’t mind me asking … but when Aleks and me have made love, would you go down on me … would you lick my pussy … bathe my stretched, tender pussy … if you would, it would be so hot, so sexy … it’s something I’ve always dreamed about … and I know my husband Trevor would never do that kind of thing … he’d kill me if he knew I was here with another man…”

‘Oh fuck, Darling … your double-bluff mind-games are making me giddy with confusion, excitement and terror … and now you’re asking me this?  Why did you have to ask this?  You know this was the straw that broke the camel’s back last time, yet you’re asking me again…’

The way she looked at me told me she knew exactly what she was doing … she was a ship’s captain gauging the depth of the water … seeing just how much depth she had to play with … seeing just how much progress she and Aleks had made since the last time they’d played with me.

Not strong or brave enough to answer with words, I sighed deeply, knowing this plus the stressed, nervous look on my face was enough to give Heather-Amy her answer.

The loving, gentle smile she gave me showing me she understood, understood and knew the anguish I was feeling.

“Thanks, Tim,” she whispered, this time quiet enough so only she and I would hear.  A small consolation, the only one I was going to get right now.

~~~~~    

I’d thought this was the end of the mind games – that finally they’d just move onto the physical side of things, onto the fucking, giving my eyes and ears something to feast on while my battered ego tried its best to recover.

But my last answer just encouraged her to push even deeper.  She’d tested the depth of the water and now wanted to see if even more draft was possible, pulling me even closer to Aleks’s cock as we continued to kneel in front of him, my closer position forcing me to take in the extra details of his thick shaft and bulbous head. The details of his smooth skin, crisscrossed with veins and arteries, my wife’s hand looking so small against it. The wedding ring I’d given her winking insolently at me as her hand slid up and down his fat length as she made me look at him.  All the time keeping up a non-stop commentary.

“Oh, Tim … I really do hope your wife never finds a secret boyfriend like Aleks … trust me, it could really screw with your marriage,” she told me, smiling cruelly as she saw the blood drain from my face and rush to my already bloated cock.  Knowing me well enough to know I was now trying to work out if her last words were actually some veiled communication of things she planned to tell me after tonight’s ‘sexy-time’ was over and we entered the more discussive, reflective phase that would surely follow.

“Tim,” she continued, talking more to keep me off balance, “look … have a good look … Aleks’s balls are so big … so big and full of swimmers … tell me, are you and your wife planning on having kids?” 

“Imagine what babies these huge balls could make,” she grinned, seeing even more blood drain from my face, seeing my mind churn through the possibility that she was giving me yet another veiled message.  Her comments making my heart race even more, knowing we planned to start trying for a family anytime now.

“You know, the first time I cheated on Trevor with Aleks, I was shocked at how much cum he pumped into me … it was so much more than I was used to with my husband,” she chuckled.  A statement that should have shocked and hurt, but I felt relieved she’d moved the topic away from babies and pregnancy.

“After that first night, I had to have more … it’s like this amazing cock of his is a magnet I can’t resist … I’m so drawn to his big, manly cock … it’s so much better than my husband’s … there’s really no comparison…”

As she carried on describing her infatuation and infidelity, I could feel my temperature rising. I wanted to feel hurt and angry … any normal man would ave felt hurt and angry … but for me, all I felt was an overpowering excitement.

Each new detail, each new compliment for him and disparaging comment about Trevor and me just made my dick grow harder.  This was the new truth I’d  discovered about myself, and however embarrassing and shameful it was, however much I didn’t want it to be so, I could no more deny it than a lion can deny it needs red meat.

“The next time my husband was out, Tim, can you imagine … I was so besotted, my husband was hardly out of the apartment than I was on all fours and offering Aleks my married pussy. Face down, ass up, dying for him to stretch out my married pussy … he attacked me and I loved it … so damned good, so much better than Tttrrevvor,” the stretched pronunciation and smirk at me making her meaning ultra clear.

“Tim,” she whispered conspiratorially, “Aleks fucks like a god. I love his big dick, Tim. Love his powerful muscles. He radiates virility and masculinity … imagine what babies he could sire.”  Oh shit, not that again!

Although, unlike the night it all went wrong, Aleks was staying quiet, his cocky, arrogant smile told me just how much he was loving all of this.  His huge cock was getting sucked by a hot, sexy woman with whom he was totally enamored – and if that wasn’t enough, she was happy to do it right in front of her husband while she told the poor chump how much better he was than the man who was her spouse.

His smug face alternating between looking at me and looking at the woman who I still suspected he harbored ambitions towards – ambitions of stealing her away from me.  Ambitions that had likely been there from the moment these two first saw each other in the elevator all those weeks ago.

~~~~~    

“What do ya think, Tim? Do ya wanna watch me fuck this gorgeous creature?  Do ya wanna watch me fuck Amy?  I can see how hard your cock is!”

‘Oh fuck … why do you have to ask me this, Aleks?  Haven’t you tormented me enough this evening?  I bet you were one of those guys not content until you’d pulled all eight legs of the spider.’

But I knew the answer why.  Because he loved making himself the big man and showing me how much Heather was into him, and because he knew he could, because my cock was now out in the open and was diamond hard.  The truest of barometers of what he could and couldn’t get away with.

Even though I didn’t speak, he must have seen enough in my face and my reaction to know it was safe to press on.  Rearranging himself head next to the headboard and flat on his back while he had me kneel on the bed as I helped Heather-Amy squat above his hips.  

“Okay, Tim, while your wife’s not here … let’s make it sexy for Amy and you … put my big fat cock into Trevor’s wife,” he commanded with a taunting grin, almost daring me to resist. 

“Trevor’s wife wants to fuck another man … so, you be my wingman as I give her a proper man’s cock … not the little noodle she gets at home,” oh fuck, this was so hard, so erotic but so destructive to any remaining shred of self-esteem I’d somehow squirreled away somewhere.

“That’s it, Tim … spread her love lips with your fingertips … nice and wide … go on … go on, more … remember, my cock’s much fatter than yours, you need to stretch more …”

It was true.  Of course it was true, but it didn’t make it any easier to hear or to do, my forehead dripping with sweat as voices in my head asked if there’d ever be any way back to normality for Heather and me after a night like this.

As he held his huge shaft straight up, with one hand I supported her ass while the other pulled her love lips as far apart as I could as I helped her settle her hips above his engorged cock.  Before helping her slowly lower herself all the way down until she’d captured all nine-inches plus of the young firefighter’s cock.  Despite all my doubts and emotional turmoil, I couldn’t help myself.  As his huge, bulbous cock head made contact with my wife’s pussy lips – stretched obscenely wide to accommodate his unnatural girth - I actually pushed down on Heather’s hips to drive him deeper.  Hardly the actions of a normal husband, or a man who was letting his mind control his actions.  This was full-on Tim thinking with his cock and letting tomorrow’s problems look after themselves as he pursued his next rush and high for today.

I was so wrapped up in the excitement and shame of my own actions, I was slow to pick up on the way Heather was talking to me.  A look of total bliss on her face as she stared at me, chanting almost trance-like, “I love his cock, Tim … I love his big cock, Tim … Trevor doesn’t do it for me now, Tim.”

The trance-like look, the way her pupils were dilated and staring into the distance scaring me, making me realize these words weren’t a well-thought, controlled part of the game … this was her out-of-control and no longer able to filter, sharing her new, deepest truths.

Watching her using her gym-toned legs to do all the work, fucking herself up and down on his monster cock, my chest physically ached at the realization that for now she was lost to me.

Earlier she’d been as concerned to involve and tease me as she had been to pleasure Aleks – but now that was all gone, she was in her own little world.  Chanting away and staring longingly at the young firefighter’s handsome face and large, muscular body.  Making me glad that I knew how deeply she loved me as a person, as I knew there was no way I could compete with Aleks in any of the other ways that women choose their men.

After just a couple of minutes of this chanting and fucking herself up and down, Aleks seemed to grow tired of this position even though he’d been the one to originally choose it.  Rearranging all of us a second time so that I was sitting at the head of the bed and Heather was kneeling just in front of me while he took up position just behind her delectable ass.

Feeling him getting ready to re-enter her and suspecting he wanted this new position to fuck her really hard, I saw a nervousness appear in her eyes as she gripped both my hands and looked into my face.

I’m ashamed to admit that seeing this new look of nervousness in her actually made my chest thud faster and my dick to get even harder. My manhood now bright red and throbbing with the intensity of the game Heather and Aleks had sprung on me tonight, sticking up from my lap in a way that left them in no doubt as to my feelings.

Aleks was taking his time, rubbing himself along her entrance and teasing her clit, Heather looking more nervous at what he had planned the longer he delayed. Her face only inches from mine, I savored the nervous anticipation written all over her face.

Finally, he started, pushing half way in.

“Unngh, fuck … that feels good," she cooed, her eyelids fluttered with pleasure before falling silent for a time. Squinting, only focused on the intense pleasure as he pushed all nine-inches back in deep, each new inch making her eyes grow a little wider, a little bigger until her chest was bursting with what she needed to share.

"Unngh, oh, fuck, oh, Tim … I’m in heaven, he's huge, ungh, I can't, ow, I can't, oh fuuuuck…"

Her jaw dropped, her eyes flew wide, and I knew he was now back, fully inside her – just like before, no thought of a condom, that part of the rules now long since forgotten.

As Aleks held her hips, pulled back and then thrust all the way back in, Heather’s body shook slightly, her eyes rolling back before she could focus on me again. When she did, she looked me straight in the eyes, her eyelids fluttering a rapid morse code from the intensity of what she was feeling.

"He's fucking me, Tim," she rasped, "he's fucking me so good." 

No teasing games now, no references to her husband Trevor or my wife, this was all about the physical act between the two of them, a new reality that was both more troubling and more exciting.  Her hands pressing against my chest as Heather pushed her hips back at her handsome, well-endowed lover … exhaling deeply, unable to help herself, all filters gone, nothing but wild pleasure plain on her face. The games had stopped, this was nothing but physical ecstasy and submission, her body shaking again as she now whimpered non-stop.

"He's fucking me, Tim. He feels so, so goooood," she mewled, reaching to grab my hand and put it on my much smaller dick.  I knew what she was doing, her mind now back in the game, if I took her lead and played with myself, I was tacitly approving everything that was happening. 

It would be like a wax seal, a seal of approval they could use against me tonight and whenever it suited them in the future.

I wanted to resist, I could feel my muscles trying to pull my hand away, but in the end, I couldn't resist, I just didn’t have it in me.  Looking at her, looking at Heather's expression was too much for me.

She loved that new cock filling her, loved that I was letting her be with Aleks again.  She'd never looked sexier, even sexier than the only other time I’d watched them fuck. Her powerful young lover’s big cock was moving inside her body, giving her feelings, doing things to her I never could and she was overwhelmed, moaning and gasping almost non-stop and I loved it.  Absolutely loved it, setting off emotions that powered my tight hand up and down my own much shorter, much thinner cock.


Chapter 11

Tuesday 30th December 2014

My soft, office worker’s hand worked up and down myself while the intimidating figure of the six-foot-four firefighter stood behind Heather and slammed in and out of her.  Husband and wife, pretending not to know each other, staring at each other, disbelief in our eyes, both shocked this was happening again.  Happening again so soon and happening in a way that took things further.  That unlocked gates to even deeper downward paths. 

Heather momentarily forgot herself as she leaned forward and kissed me, forgetting her fake ‘Amy’ identity as we kissed as I felt the thump…thump…thump with Aleks’s thrusts.  All kind of alarm bells going off in my head as I kissed my wife while another man fucked her in my arms.

Her gaze turned apologetic, apologetic as she knew she was leading us further from a normal marriage, apologetic as her muscles all started tensing.  "Oh no, I'm sorry, Love. Shit. I'm sorry, Baby. Ungh, unnh, I'm gonna cum. Shit. Fuck yeahhhhhhhhh!"

I stared, dumbfounded. Heather twisted her spine and sank her nails into my skin, the whole experience far more intense than two weeks ago as we both knew this was just the start.  It was like we’d taken the car for a ride … had found some major problems, but here we were back in the dealership about to put down our life savings and just hope it would all turn out fine.

"Aaaaaaaa!" she wailed.

Nothing in life prepares you for moments like these. Like before, time slowed. Heather's pretty face looked ugly as she snarled with the force of her powerful orgasm as she hissed, “Tim … oh, Tim … I love it … I love his cock, don’t hate me for it … please.”  Her mind swinging in and out between their invented game and reality.  All the time our eyes locked together as her over-sized young lover kept a steady rhythm, holding her in place and fucking her tight hole. 

Our eyes searching and seeking, checking the other was still okay with what was happening now and what it meant for the future.  This was the third time tonight she’d lost control and told me how she loved Aleks’s big cock and virile muscles, words I knew would haunt me and stay in my head until I figured how significant they were, what they meant for things going forward.

"OH MY GOD!" she screamed, slammed by another wave, thoughts of the future taking a back seat to the urgent reality of the present.  My beautiful wife thrashing about like a jelly fish wired to the mains, tossing her long blonde hair as she spasmed, long legs trembling, threatening to collapse flat on the bed.

“Hold her up, Tim … hold her up,” the young firefighter commanded, no respect for my seniority or role as her husband, enjoying his power and my submissiveness.  My role reduced to bit part supporting actor, holding up my squealing, sobbing wife while she came all over his cock for the umpteenth time. 

Not just came, but came more noisily and energetically than I’d ever seen before, leaving me feeling humbled and ashamed that I’d never in all our years made her cum like this.  Not even once.  Why was life so unfair?  Why did she cum so hard for him? Why was his cock so much bigger than mine?  Why was his body so much bigger and more manly, his looks so much more heart-stopping and attractive to the opposite sex? 

It was all so damned unfair – yet even through all these bitter, jealous thoughts, my dick still pulsed and twitched and stuck straight up.  An unmistakable flag of enjoyment and surrender waggling in the wind.

Slowly my drained but fulfilled wife came back around, blinking and moving her head as if my identity and what had just happened was only slowly coming back to her.  Only able to manage the weakest of smiles, a smile that communicated both love and embarrassment, almost as if she was wordlessly asking for forgiveness.

“Right, Tim … Amy’s had her fun now … watch and learn while I fuck her halfway into next week,” he grinned, winking at me, somehow strangely making me feel like we were partners in crime.  That it wasn’t just him fucking Heather with his huge cock, making me feel that somehow the two of us were doing it together.

The words barely out of his mouth, the young man-bull grasped my wife’s hips with a vice-like strength and started slamming into her with a speed and ferocity that made me fear for her medical welfare.  Teeth gritted, sweat dripping off his forehead, it was like he was trying to fuck his nine-inches all the way through her pussy and right into her tummy.

“Come on, come on … cum for me, Slut … show Timmy here what you’re made of … show him what an unfaithful, cheating little slut you are…”

Any normal husband, and normal man would have snapped out of it, grabbed the nearest implement and started working the arrogant young pup over in a way he’d never forget.

But not me.  I was in too deep.  Too aware of my own desires and needs and I just reached under my wife’s chin and tilted my wife’s head upwards towards me.  Ignoring the hammering, owning presence of her lover, hoping beyond hope to get some kind of connection with her, some kind of warmth and love.

But her eyes were screwed shut.  I wasn’t even sure if she was aware of my presence anymore.  I couldn’t prove it, I only felt it.  But what I felt was that her entire being was focused on the amazing sensations that huge hammering, pounding cock was giving her in the very core and depths of her body.

The very canal that led to the chamber where she’d soon create life, create it and nurture it, bring it forth into the world, that canal was being savagely owned and possessed by another man in a way we all knew I’d never match.  And all I was doing was watching, hard cock in hand, watching and cradling her head lovingly while she gave herself to another man.

“Oh!” Heather cried. “Oh, fuck yes. Fuck, I've missed you so much these last few days … wanted you so much, Aleks. Couldn’t stop thinking of you, Lover … never, stopped … Oooooooo …. your cock feels sooooooo goooooood.”

Somehow finding an extra gear, somehow fucking her faster and deeper, both of us heard Heather’s moans and sobs go up an extra level.  Suddenly making me think of old lady Olson just one floor below.  Making me fearful my wife’s volume would make old lady Olson suspicious and start the process of unravelling our secret.

“Ooooooooo yeah, Oh yes, Aleks, Baby. Fuck my slutty pussy. Here it comes … Ahhhhhh … fuck, not again … OOOOoohhh fuuuuucccckkk!” 

All three of us cumming in a blaze of sound and light, my own climax blinding me, scrambling my brain, making me unaware and brain dulled until slowly, ever so slowly I re-entered the atmosphere and took in my surroundings.  Slowly realizing where I was, who was with me and what we’d just done … what Heather and I had just done … what Heather, Aleks and I had just done. 

A shameful, humbling reality settling over me as I looked past Heather to Aleks’s smug face.  He said nothing, but I swear he was thinking it.  He was thinking back to the moment earlier when after kissing me and forcing the taste of Aleks’s cock into my mouth, my own wife had telegraphed her desire for me to go down on her and eat his cream pie when he’d spat his seed in her.

The fucker opened his mouth, then closed it … the subtlest, most conniving form of taunt … I’d thought him a brainless, one-dimensional adversary but the way he’d worked with my own wife to play me was rapidly making me realize all over again that I underestimated this guy at my peril.

~~~~~    

My own faculties slowly returning, I saw that pretty much the same was happening for Heather.  Her electrocuted synapses slowly reassembling themselves, she smiled weakly at me in a way that told me we were still solid.  Never mind that another man’s sperm was leaking out of her pussy – that portion that wasn’t seeking an egg or two to fertilize.  That was just biology – the biology of a face more handsome than mine, a cock much bigger than mine.  The smile, the look we shared reminded me this was a game played for our benefit.  A game played with Aleks, not a game played for Aleks.

Reassured by these realities – imagined or real, that would have to come later – I looked past my wife at Aleks and thought I saw just the slightest shadow of defeat on his face.  But maybe that was wishful thinking, maybe just imagined.

“Okay, Tim … did you enjoy the show?”

He was reclaiming, re-building bridges to Heather, making it him and her against me.  Somehow his dominating, blazing eyes making me comply.  Not with words – too hard – but rather with a dull, submissive nod of the head.

“Great, glad you enjoyed it!” he smirked.

“Guess it’s time for us all to get some rest now … catch you tomorrow, maybe?”

Fuck!  I was being dismissed!  Sent on my way, sent on my way wondering when the fuck my wife might be released from the spider’s den.

Who was I kidding.  There was no sense of compunction here.  The question wasn’t when she would be released, the question was when would her sense of guilt and love overcome her animal attraction towards Aleks so that she’d do what was socially expected – come back to the bed of the man she called ‘husband.’

~~~~~    

“Are you awake?”

Was I awake?  How could I be anything but awake?

It was four in the morning on the day that would end up as New Year’s Eve, and I’d spent the last two hours alone in our marital home wondering why ‘Amy’ hadn’t thrown off her imagined personality to come back to the husband I knew she loved and who she knew must be sitting here dying.  Sitting here dying and awaiting her arrival.

“Honey, I need you.”

That was all I had to say and she was back within my arms.

Back within my arms and delivering an emotional charge that could have lifted a Saturn rocket.

I swear, I nearly crushed her.  I was so damned happy to feel her back by my side.

“Are you still mine?”  My words unplanned, more bourbon than brain, when you’ve seen your soulmate fucked like that, heard her cum like that, it’s a question you can’t ignore.

“Always, Baby,” the speed of her response, the strength of her muscular response, clinging tight to me physically just as I needed to cling to her emotionally … it all came together in the strongest clinch we’d ever had.  Stronger than when we’d first started dating, stronger than anything from when we’d first started to play.  This was a hug borne of our mutual need to know that we were still intact and in one piece as we both knew we were starting down the steepest and most exhilaratingly scary of paths.




Chapter 12

Wednesday 31st December 2014

‘What the hell happened last night?’

Even years later, I can remember exactly how I felt when I woke up the morning after.  It was like I’d been hit by a truck and drunk a gallon of bourbon all rolled into one. 

Thank fuck that when I started remembering what had happened and reached over for Heather she was right there by my side. 

There by my side but busy on her phone.  On her phone and smiling.  A smile that could have been for anyone or anything, but which my paranoia told me was for Aleks.

“Hang on a minute, Hun,” she asked softly, sensing my gaze and body movement, but not bothering to look away from the phone as she addressed me.  Only five seconds and one big grin for whoever she was texting later did she rearrange her body to actually look at me.

“I was just texting our neighbor … apparently him and his new girlfriend, Amy, bumped into you last night … and according to Aleks, the three of you had ‘quite the party’ … is that true?” she asked, her eyebrow raised half in indignation and half in curiosity.

Fuck! 

Who knew I had such a talented actress for a wife? Such a mind-bending contortionist who could seemingly bend reality and truth to make me feel the guilty party, when she’d been the one vigorously fucked our neighbor. Giving him everything he could want, cumming like a freight train all over his super-sized cock whilst the two of them simultaneously shredded whatever sense of ego and self-respect I’d had at the beginning of the evening.

“Urgh … yeah … kinda of,” I bumbled back, my ‘hit by a truck, hit by bourbon’ head stopping a more cogent, considered reply.

“Yeah, things did get kind of crazy … but all I did was watch!” 

Why was I the one explaining myself here?  Feeling like a naughty teenager caught with my hand in the cookie jar.

“Well, as long as that’s all you did,” she chided, “remember the vows we swore … you’re mine … any other woman can keep her claws of you … off your dick … your dick belongs to me, and only me!  Understood?”

“Urgh … yeah, understood, Honey,” I answered, my cheeks coloring up, inexplicably feeling embarrassed at being told off but also happy at being so firmly and unequivocally owned by my woman.  A mental picture of Rascal being ‘owned’ jumping into my mind before I shook my head in a weak attempt to restore sanity.

Before I’d had a chance to say anything else or broach the million-and-one topics I needed to understand, Heather had bounced out of the bed and was half way to the shower.  My only compensation being that I could ogle her shapely butt and boobs as she moved at speed to avoid any further exchanges.

~~~~~    

“It’s such a lovely day,” she chirped happily, her warm, coated arm hooked possessively through mine as we strolled in Green Lake Park. Enjoying the crisp winter sunshine bouncing off the still water in the small number of patches where the snow-covered ice had melted, the chunks of ice floating with a serenity I couldn’t begin to match.

The stroll had been my suggestion, a plan cunningly hatched while Heather had enjoyed the steaming jets bouncing off her body, repairing and soothing the pleasurable damage done by the savage fucking Aleks had given her the night before.

The stroll and what I was about to ask Heather my answer to my knotty conundrum - how I could get Heather to talk about something that had officially never happened and never existed in Heather’s life?

I was burning up, desperate to ask questions and understand where we stood but everything that had happened and everything that had been said had been said by ‘Amy’ not Heather. 

So how the hell could I ask about it without pulling the whole edifice tumbling thing down in one giant heap of rubble – like some giant sexual, mind bending version of Jenga? 

If I asked Heather directly, there was a fair chance she’d just play me, feign ignorance and ask me what the hell I was talking about.  Which would leave me high and dry, unleashing all kinds of fears and demons in my paranoid mind.

But if I asked nothing, I’d carry on being eaten up from within by all of the doubts and questions generated by last night.

So I’d hatched a plan, a plan I desperately hoped would work.

“So, Heather, Sweetheart … I know you were chatting to Aleks about last night … did you chat to Amy as well?  Get a female angle on what went down?”

Her stride barely altered, she just carried on looking straight ahead, but she wasn’t Superwoman - I could feel the slightest tensing in her body and just the very smallest tightening of her arm through mine as her mind went into overdrive.  Thinking which way to go, what to say.

“Yeah … yeah, we talked a little … why?  Why do you ask?” she answered, sounding more guarded than I’d expected.

“Oh, nothing really,” I lied.  “It was just I was wondering what she might have said about some of the things that she said and did.”

“Like what?” she asked, still slightly nervous, still walking, still facing straight ahead, not trusting herself or wanting to look directly at me.

‘Here goes,’ I thought to myself.  Truth or consequence time.  So much of what had happened last night had left me hanging.  Heather and I were back together, back together and seemingly happy and contented.  But there were things I needed to know, needed to ask.

“Well, for one, last night she kept going on about how Aleks’s big cock was going to re-size her … make it so she couldn’t feel her hubby Trevor’s much smaller cock … that she was happily going to let Aleks fuck her away from Trevor … bit by bit … fuck by fuck…”

She’d stopped walking now. 

Stopped and turned both of us so we were facing each other.  A nervous look in her eyes as she quietly chewed on her lower lip.  The rising and falling of her chest visible even under the thickness of her winter coat as, pupils dilating, she stared at me, wondering what to say.

“You … you’re a guy … what do you think?  Do you think something like that would excite Trevor?  I mean, I’ve never met him, but he sounds like a smart guy … he has to know that Amy’s running around on him … and maybe, maybe the fact that he’s not said anything to Amy about it means it excites him … that Amy’s cheating excites Trevor … what do you think?  As a guy, do you think that’s possible?”

Each extra word had lessened her nerves, increased her confidence.  By the end she wasn’t exactly smiling, but there was a calm, assertive confidence in her eyes.  She’d batted the ball back into my court and was staring me down, pleased with herself and interested to see how I answered.

“I … I guess … I guess it’s possible … I’ve heard there are some guys like that…”

“Okay, so if Trevor IS like that,” she injected even before I’d finished, twisting what I’d actually said, “what do they call a man like that?  It’s on the tip of my tongue … begins with C … help me out here, Hun … you’re so good with words … with stuff like that … C … Cu … what is it, Hun?”

“A cuckold,” I whispered, keeping my voice as low as I could, a young couple was approaching and I needed to cut off this conversation before they got within hearing distance. 

“A cuckold,” I confirmed a second time, hoping this would be enough to make Amy happy and stop her saying the word again while the couple were within earshot.

“A cuckold,” she whispered back, grinning - thankfully so quiet they wouldn’t hear.  “What a strange word … I remember now, ‘a cuckold’ … a man with horns on … a man humiliated and emasculated by his wife preferring another man to him … a man who she prefers because he’s more manly … pleasures her better.”

How lovely to have a talking encyclopedia for a wife! 

My cheeks were burning up – hopefully the couple walking by would ascribe my rosy cheeks to the winter cold – as I shushed my grinning wife who thankfully blew me a kiss, exchanged smiles with the passing couple but otherwise stayed silent until they’d passed.

“So, Tim, Baby … help me a little more … you know, from the male perspective,” she smirked, no intention of dropping things now she had the upper hand and we were back just the two of us.

“If Amy’s hubby Trevor is one of these ‘C-U-C-K-O-L-D-S’, isn’t it only logical that he’d be excited and overjoyed if Aleks and Amy did what they threatened to him?  If Aleks’s big dick did resize her … make it impossible for her to feel her husband’s tiny little dick? If Aleks and Amy worked together so that he did fuck her away from her tiny-dicked cuckold husband Trevor?  Wouldn’t Trevor be excited by all of this … you know, if he is one of those ‘C’ guys?”

‘Oh, fuck … Heather, Baby … was this how it was going to be?’ 

The muscles in my chest was paralyzed, non-responsive, it felt like the whole world was pressing down on my ribcage.

‘I love you, Babe … and I love the game … but I’m not sure I have the strength for this.  I’m frightened it might break me, might break us.’

Even if I said none of this out loud, I knew she could read it in my face, see it in my eyes.  But it just seemed to make her smile more. Her sole response not some gentle, halfway house, but a quietly spoken repetition.

“Tim, Darling … answer me … what do you think?  You know, as a MAN,” her final short word imbued with unfathomable layers of meanings as her sparkling eyes pierced me.

“I think … I think that, as long as he knew he’d never lose Amy … then I think Trevor would likely be okay with it,” I somehow managed to get through my parched, trembling vocal chords - somehow getting my lungs to function again.  An answer that caused her lips to curl into a wicked, knowing smile.  A smile that prompted a panicked question.

“You know her … she’d never leave Trevor would she?  Not just for the sake of a guy with a bigger dick…”

“Wel…” she started, smiling lovingly into my needy eyes, but turning away and starting our walk again before she’d even finished the word, let alone finished answering the question.

“She wouldn’t, would she?” I asked again, the desperation heavy in my voice, Heather’s steps through the crisp, virgin snow the only sound as she teased by withholding words.

“She wouldn’t, would she?” I repeated, my voice now ragged with need.

“No … no, I think you’re right … no matter how much she loves Aleks’s huge cock … she wouldn’t plan on that at all…” her answer only stressing me even more as I felt her squeeze my hand.  The smallest of physical signs, but one that was her telling me to analyze carefully exactly what she had and hadn’t said. 

The squeeze, the words she’d chosen, the fact she’d yet again stated out loud how much she loved Aleks’s nine-inch cock … it was the perfect storm of torment she was inflicting on me.  Done because she knew she could, because she knew my inner truths and – from the way she was playing me – because increasingly she was enjoying her own new truths.


Chapter 13

Wednesday 31st December 2014

Thankfully for my sanity, as I dropped the subject of asking her any more about ‘Amy’, Heather moved from teasing mode into her more normal loving wife way of operating.

The rest of the walk in the park passed off uneventfully and after a good lunch, a nice bottle of red and a trip to the movies had me in an altogether better mood.  We even managed a loving bedroom romp before it was time to get ready for the New Year’s Eve party we were headed to at one of the city’s swankier hotels.

There must have been around five or six hundred guests, a mix of good friends, people we were on nodding terms with and people we’d never met before.

Knowing that January would mark the start of her busy time, and that this time next year we might be dealing with pregnancy or even a newborn (with alcohol well and truly off the table), right from the get go it was clear Heather intended to let her hair down.

After a few dances together, Heather and I soon got separated.  I was talking the normal shit with a group of my male friends – a mix of old college friends and people I knew through work.  Heather was next to her friend Deborah at the center of a gaggle of her girlfriends, the whole group of them seemingly getting more raucous by the minute.

Whatever it was they were talking about, Heather seemed to be at the center of the group, and maybe it was my advanced state of paranoia, but my antenna told me they were talking about the recent developments in our love life.  Whenever I’d be looking away, I could feel the hairs on the back of my neck standing up.  And maybe I was imagining it, but whenever I’d cast a sneaky look over to their little group, I swear I could see one or two of them looking over at me, a look of intrigue mixed with mirth and pity on their pretty, partied-up faces.

I had to make a quick pit stop for the restroom and when I came back I saw the whole gang of them had moved en masse over to the dance floor and were writhing and boogeying like some multi-headed hydra.  The night was still young, but this gang of late thirties and early forties moms and soon-to-be moms seemed intent on going for it and seeing the New Year in with a real bang.

At one point my semi-drunk wife boogied over to me and, hot breath in my ear, draped her arms needily around my shoulders, dragging me out onto the dance floor.  Not an altogether unpleasant experience as I felt her hardening nipples pressing into my chest and listened while my cock stiffened as she described in graphic detail what she was going to do to me when she got me home.

After a while I pleaded the need to refill our glasses and pay another visit to the restroom, and when I returned I was half stunned to see that somehow a bunch of young college guys had managed to gain entry to this expensive party and had made a beeline for the gaggle of hot MILFS.  Not that the ladies in question were complaining much – they seemed as happy to see the young guys as the young guys were happy to see them.

At first it was nothing more than flirting and loud laughter, but inevitably it wasn’t long before pairing off started as the confident young men dragged their prey off onto the dance floor.

My heart was in my throat as I watched my beautiful Heather dancing with three different young guys, all of whom seemed to be falling over themselves to compete for my wife’s affections.  They were all around the twenty mark, all tall and well built, one blonde, one Latino and one African American.

They took turns to dance close with Heather and none of them were slow in coming forward.  Hands were certainly slipping low to clutch my wife’s shapely ass.  But even though she was semi-drunk and even though she’d done far worse with Aleks, when she’d allowed the hands to linger a while for her own amusement and pleasure, she’d then always move them back to a more respectable position.

My pulse was just about returning to normality when I saw her hand in hand with two of the three young guys – the blond and the African American, number three trailing behind – as she led them over to me.

Shit!  The look she had on her face … it was the definition of teasing!  Her eyes were sparkling, her cheeks were flushed and she had a grin a mile wide.

“Hey, Honey … I just wanted to introduce you to these three young, Romeos …. Brad, Shaun and Javier … this is my husband, the love of my life, Tim,” she giggled, before drunk kissing and hugging me.

Heather has always been highly affectionate when she’s under the influence. Plus the fun she’d been having with these three young bucks and all the attention they’d been giving her had just acted as a catalyst making her even more loving than normal.

“Hi,” I greeted them, raising a glass and being as friendly as I could, although some sixth sense told me Heather might have been a little loose-lipped to the young trio about some of our recent ‘extra-curricular’ activities. 

Maybe I was imagining it or being over-sensitive, but there just seemed something a little off about the way they toasted me back and then looked at me.

“Are you okay, if I dance a little more with the guys?” my normally oh-so-professional wife slurred.  “Wouldn’t want you to feel left out, Hun!”

“No, that’s fine, Honey … you have your fun, after all I’ve got you all to myself for the rest of the holidays,” I offered magnanimously, pulling her in to me.  Her back pressed hard to my front so she could feel my swelling cock as I massaged her tummy.  “After all, this time next year, you’re likely to be a yummy mummy,” I teased, using a phrase we’d heard on British TV and which seemed the perfect description of how I expected my beautiful wife to look in a few months time.  The phrase making her giggle again as she pushed her ass back onto my swelling dick, the words also laying down a marker with my young rivals.  Reminding them they may get a dance or two, but later on I’d be the one taking home this particular yummy mummy.

~~~~~    

For the next hour or so my life was a confusing and neck-twisting whirl of conflicting angles, perceptions and agendas.

Left entirely to my own devices, I’d have liked nothing more than to unashamedly gawk at Heather and the three young stags trying to outdo each other as they battled for her attention.  As the three of them executed a series of Gentleman’s Excuse Me’s as my beautiful blonde wife – nearly forty – enjoyed the experience of being spun and twirled and twisted by these three guys half her age as they fought for the ascendancy.

But I could hardly stare – that would have looked odd to them, and there was the small matter of the gaggle of friends I was trying to talk to.

So for the next hour I tried my best to stay engaged in the various sports, politics and work gossip threads that were doing the rounds – but all the time I was trying to position myself and find angles so I could keep an eye on Heather and the three young guys I now knew as Javier, Brad and Shaun.

Heather was having a wonderful time – and I could hardly blame her.  I’d have felt thrilled if three young hotties had been battling it out for my affections – and I found myself thinking two odd thoughts. 

Thought one - the most normal – was me exercising the financial analyst’s inevitable desire to forecast and predict, as I tried to work out which of these three guys she liked more.  To my male eye, all three of them were ‘cute’.  They all seemed handsome and confident and, from the way they filled out their tight shirts, it was obvious all three of them worked out.  They all seemed confident and good movers on the dance floor. But of the three of them, from the sneaky little looks I was occasionally able to steal, I sensed Heather had a slight preference for Brad, the tallest and blondest of the three.  There just seemed an extra little wiggle in her ass and sparkle in eyes whenever she was dancing with him or he was stooping to whisper something in her ear.

It was my wife’s marginal favoring of Brad which sparked thought one, which was a decidedly odd thought.  Because as I – her husband, the man she’d wed – watched her flirting and teasing Brad and the other two, I found myself thinking that in some way she was being disloyal and unfaithful to Aleks!

I no, go figure! 

I was the one who should have been feeling offended and incensed.  I was her husband.  But instead, having already given her up to another man, I found myself musing on the faithlessness she wasn’t displaying to me, but rather her lack of loyalty to the guy I was letting her sleep with!

As I struggled with the triple needs of watching, thinking and trying to stay current in the various conversations, I was distracted so I nearly jumped out of my skin when I felt Heather’s hand on my shoulder, her approach having taken me totally by surprise.

“Tim, Baby … it’s nearly midnight!”

Shit, she was right.  It was barely two minutes to midnight and I was slow to spot that Heather wasn’t by herself … she had blond Brad and the dark-skinned Shaun in tow this time, with Javier having to play second fiddle as he trailed behind.

Her lips were soon on mine, hands clutching my face as she thrust her tongue deep into my mouth – searching, exploring, letting me know just how excited she was at how the evening had developed.  A woman who’d been given her sexual freedom for less than a month and who’d accelerated beyond her handsome fireman to be now flirting with three young college bucks.

As if to prove the point, no sooner had midnight been counted down and a second kiss delivered to yours truly, than she turned and kissed each of the young guys in turn.  Truly an equal opportunities smoocher – Brad, Shaun and Javier all got long, chest-heaving kisses from my wife.  And unless I was imagining it, her hand squeezed at the tented fronts of all three sets of pants before she turned back to show me her rosy, half-drunk cheeks.

“Happy New Year, Honey!”  A third kiss planted on my lips and in my throat before she pulled back and shared what was really on her mind.

“Tim, Sweetie, when we’re done here, I was thinking we might invite the boys back for a nightcap … what do you think?”

Sheeeeet!  Was she really saying what I thought she was saying?  Off the leash for less than a month - the nervous, excited look on her face answered the question I’d asked myself.  She absolutely meant what I thought she meant.

Last night she’d delivered her Oscar-winning performance as ‘Amy,’ our handsome firefighter neighbor’s girlfriend … only that hadn’t slaked her thirst.  Here she was barely twenty-four hours later, seeking not just to invite her favorite Brad back to our place to see what happened. 

No, that was way too dull, way to unexciting for her new tastes … she wanted all three of the young guys to come back to our place for a ‘nightcap’.

‘Step up, Tim … remember who you really are…’  The words thudded against my skull.  I wasn’t as drunk as Heather, but I’d certainly consumed more than my fair share.

“Look guys … we all had a great night here … but why don’t we take a rain check … give me your numbers … I’ll give you my number … then let’s see how things play out in the New Year!  Make sense?”

The look of disappointment on their faces was clear.  They thought they were on a promise, a sure thing to fuck this beautiful horny MILF.  Just for a moment I saw aggression flicker across their faces, but they took in that I was amongst friends, on my home turf and that they were seriously outnumbered.

“Sure thing, Man!”  It was Shaun, the muscular young African American, who spoke up for the trio, handing me his phone so I could key in my number.

“Last kiss with the hottie?” he joked and asked, Heather smiling at his compliment as she gave him a long, passionate kiss without bothering to consult with me.  It was that kind of night, two further kisses following before some long, lingering eye contact marked an end of it.  The three young Romeos going off in search of some more attainable female company.

Seemingly uncaring about the impression it might make on our friends, Heather looked wistfully after her three young stags as they headed off in search of alternative prey.  Turning to me with a disappointed, slightly confused look on her face – as if she didn’t understand my response, the decision I’d made.

“Too much, too soon,” I said, hopefully quiet enough that only she would hear.  Our eyes locked together, her heart, her lust still restless, still searching.

“Remember last night?” I prompted, seeing a glimmer of response from her, a glimmer of recognition that maybe, just maybe I’d been right.  That me having her all to myself wasn’t an entirely unreasonable expectation.

~~~~~    

In the cab home she was quiet, a mix of pensive and the after-effects of alcohol.  But when we got home her disappointment magically morphed into tigerish lust as she tore my clothes off and wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer, not that ‘no’ was much of a word in my mind as we fought for ascendency until I threw her down on the bed, pushed her legs open and fucked her as hard and fast as I could.

“Come on, Tim … come on … fuck me … fuck me harder,” she squealed and sobbed, desperate to pull me in deeper and to tongue-lash me to greater efforts, my hips moving as fast as I could go until finally I spat my seed deep into her body.  Thrusting upward as far and as fast I could, fingers intertwined with hers as I bit down on her neck, drawing blood as I saw the excitement in her eyes.

~~~~~    

Moments later we were snuggled up in a Yin and yang curl, her temporarily satisfied, me totally shot.  Both of out thoughts – or at least that what I believed – locked onto our family plans for the coming months as I stroked her long blonde hair and she smiled softly back at me.

“Love you, Babe …”  “Love you, Hun,” we cooed, a new year upon us.  A crazy, intense last month of 2014 closed and a new year ahead of us.  A new year that would have Aleks heading back to San Diego and which hopefully involve Heather and I finally starting the family we longed for.

~~~~~    

Three in the morning.

My head throbbing from last night’s excesses, I desperately needed to relieve my bladder.

Stumbling out of bed and doing the necessary, it was only on the way back that I was awake enough to realize the woman I’d made love to was no longer in our bed.

And she was not just absent from our bed, a wider search revealed she was nowhere in the condo.  Nowhere at all.

Just as I was searching, her phone buzzed with an incoming message, making me glad she’d changed her PIN back now that things were back out in the open between ‘Amy’ and Aleks.

Harmless enough.

‘You still there?  B x’

I didn’t recognize the number, but scrolling back I saw multiple messages from the same number starting around an hour ago, and I began to piece together the picture.

02:03 ‘Hey, Goldilocks … we missed you!  Girls we ended up with not a patch on you … could have shown you such a good time … if only hubby hadn’t been such a buzzkill … thought you said he was cool with it … your three loyal Cockateers … B,S,J xx’

Followed two minutes later by Heather’s reply, tapped out while I’d been soundly asleep next to her.

02:05 ‘My handsome, devoted swordsmen … your swords felt so big and fearsome while we danced … I’m as disappointed as you are … what can I say?  Marriage is complicated … one day, you’ll know … until then, never say never … you’ve got my number … don’t think me cruel … glad you struck out with your young hotties … here’s to 2015!!  H xx’

The exchange went back and forth like this for some time – with me firmly cast in the role of arch-villain as far as all four of them were concerned.  Tim, the boring stick-in-the-mud husband who, having shared his wife freely the night before, selfishly wanted her all to himself to start off the New Year!

Then at about two-forty the exchange went dead and I was left to ponder what had happened.  Before a light bulb moment broke into my mind.  What would my horny, newly aroused wife do if she was laying awake texting and I was dead to the world and no use to her?

I felt stupid for not thinking of it earlier.  Shameless and still sleep-addled as I put on a dressing gown and made my way up the stairs to the next level of the building.


Chapter 14

Thursday 1st January 2015

Arriving at the condo above ours, my first surprise was that the door to Aleks’s had been left slightly ajar and unlocked.  I guess someone of Aleks’s size wasn’t unduly worried about the thought of housebreakers, although most likely it was my wife rather than him who’d left the door like this.  Either assuaging her guilt or sending me a subliminal message that she was always happy for me to watch.

Rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I gave up on interpretation and analysis and pushed the door open as furtively as I could.

I needn’t have bothered with subterfuge, the loving couple were sat naked in the lounge, necking and making out on the couch.  It was almost as if they’d been waiting for my arrival before going further, a wife I guess knowing her husband’s nocturnal habits after so many drunken parties over our years together.

Ignoring me, they carried on kissing and fondling each other as my recently spent cock started hardening all over again. 

I’d told myself I wanted Heather all to myself tonight, but my swelling cock said different.

“There you are, Tim … Amy here’s been waiting for you … apparently she loves you watching almost as much as she loves my big dick … don’t just stand there, man … get stripped like last time … it makes her hot to see how much bigger a cock she gets to play with …  apparently, you’re about the same size and shape as her cuckold husband Trevor,” he smirked, reckoning he could push me by using the ‘C’ word about her imaginary husband ‘Trevor’.  No doubt something he and Heather had discussed whilst they’d awaited my arrival.

I was too horny and too sleep-stunned to put up much resistance, going with the flow as without thinking I started stripping off.  Winning a minx-like smile from Amy-Heather.

"Let me finish you off, friend Tim," my wife murmured, slipping in and out of her role as she took pity on me but still kept up the pretense of not being my wife. "You must be ready to explode, Heather rang me, told me you’d got all excited about watching her flirting with a bunch of young college guys … but that you’d chickened out at the last minute … not let her play with her new toys…"

“Hey, less talking … and I don’t want to hear about some young guys,” the aggressive, handsome firefighter shouted, his tone suggesting he wasn’t happy about the thought of my wife being with other men.

"Get in here, Tim … hurry!" he roared, pulling my wife behind him into his bedroom as he lay down, huge cock standing straight up ready to conquer Heather-Amy’s pussy all over again.

"You, Amy … you’re gonna climb aboard my dick, show Tim here how much you love my dick, show him what a good little slut wife you really are … then I’m gonna finish you off and send you back to Trevor with a cunt full of my baby makers … let’s see you explain that to your cuck of a husband when his first born looks more like me than him!”

Inexplicably, unlike the first night, none of his new taunts set me off.  Maybe it was my sleepy state, maybe it was the way they were masked by this whole ‘Amy and Trevor’ thing.  Maybe it was that my psyche had adjusted even further in the past few days and weeks as my new truths dug their claws deeper. 

Whatever the reason was, it didn’t matter.  All that mattered was that I found myself obeying the harsh command of my wife’s young lover and following them into the bedroom.  Following his crooked, beckoning finger as I scooted down towards the foot of the bed where he’d now positioned himself between Heather’s thighs. 

All of my earlier resistance to my wife’s three young suitors seemingly forgotten now that I was back in the gaslit psychological cage my wife and Aleks had so carefully constructed for me.

"Put me inside Amy," he ordered, grasping his cock at the root to leave me space, all the time grinning with evil intent as he stared deep into my soul.  “Come on Tim, touching my cock doesn’t make you gay or a homo or a fag … it just makes you one guy helping another … helping your neighbor fuck this little slut … fuck her just a little bit further away from her cuck of a husband…”

I felt my hackles bristle, that was the second time he’d used the ‘cuck’ word in the last minute.  And the first time he’d said it ‘directly’ to me, even though he’d still hidden it under the whole ‘Amy and Trevor’ masquerade.

But we both knew what he meant, both knew it was him exerting even more control, even more authority. 

Last night, one of the last days in 2014, I’d played with my own small cock while watching him fuck my woman.

Now here we were, just a few hours later, symbolically the first hours of 2015 and he was thrusting his huge fleshy cock toward me and demanding I hold it and put it into my wife. 

So much for my earlier resistance with Brad, Shaun and Javier!  I was back at the submissive stage of giving Heather and Aleks what they wanted.  All hidden under the false flag of just being a friend watching while my neighbor fucked a faithless slut who was cheating on some other guy.

“You know, Tim … if you want to watch in future, I think you’d better do as you’re told, neighbor of mine … don’t you think?” he laughed, trying his best to sound reasonable as he shook his huge dong at me.  Shaking it like you shake off the drips at the urinal.

Now Heather was starting to join the game - joining him in looking up at me, her expression somewhere between inquisitive to see what I’d do and gently encouraging me to do something she knew part of me still abhorred.

“It’s okay, friend Tim…” she said softly, her look soft and tender, connecting with my soul, reminding me of all those times we’d talked about what was so important to me in these games we played.  The importance that, whatever we did, I never wanted her to lose respect for me.  That loss of a respect was the biggest of red lines for me.  Her words, her look telling me she’d not think any the less of me if I went along with what her young bull of a lover was ordering.

Hand trembling, realizing this was like the cream pie moment weeks ago, I looked from her to that massive, thick tube of flesh as I reached out and put my fingers underneath.  Feeling it’s weight, I was instantly cast back to holding salamis and bratwursts on numerous grocery trips with Heather through all our years together. 

Those had been harmless, family-oriented domestic duties – entirely forgetful and without significance.

This couldn’t have been more different.  This wasn’t harmless and of little significance.  It was the opposite and my body knew this.  I felt the anger and bile rising in my throat – he’d only called me a cuckold to my face once before, and that had been just before he’d taunted me and challenged me to go down on Heather and taste the seedy deposits he’d pumped into her. 

And all three of us remembered how that had ended … how these two things had been the straws that broke the camel’s back, the things which had sent me storming out of the room and caused us to end things between Heather and her lover.

The anger, the bile … I could feel it just building but somehow this time the other demons in me were stronger, my cock harder and there was a new, compelling force that kept me rooted to the spot.

“Come on, Timbo … take hold of me, don’t make you gay … feel my weight, feel how big and strong my cock is … you know you want to … then feed me into your ‘friend’ Amy … feel how she reacts … it’ll be just like you’ve got your own big cock … it’ll be the closest you ever get to it,” he encouraged and taunted in equal measure.  His eyes – just like Heather-Amy’s – never leaving me even for a moment.

Fuck it was big.  The weight of that giant salami was resting on my palm and before I knew what I was doing I found my fingers curling around it, shivering as I felt it’s hardness and knotty, veined power.

Fuck, the bastard had been right!  Or maybe it was only because he’d planted the seed.  Either way, holding his huge throbbing cock, knowing what I was going to do it with next, I found myself feeling like it almost belonged to me.  Found myself feeling connected to it, almost feeling a visceral pride and satisfaction that the cock I was holding was so big, that it would soon be slipping into my wife, stretching her wide and giving her such amazing pleasure.

“Hey, Timbo,” he chuckled, my teeth grinding at him as he mongrelized my name in a way he knew I hated, “don’t get carried away there, just put me in, you don’t need to feel me up, try and make me cum.”

My shoulders tensed with anger, I felt my mouth start to open to put him in his place but my train of thought was broken as I felt another hand on top of mine.  My hand on his cock, another hand on mine … my wife was smiling at me as she worked hand in hand with Aleks to get me to do their joint bidding.

“Come on, Tim,” she almost whispered, hoarse with desperation and desire, “don’t make me wait … put him in … I need his cock, Tim … I love his big cock.”  The hungry, staring look on her face leaving me in no doubt at how empty and unfulfilled she felt right now.  The two sides of me warring with each other.  She and I had fucked earlier, but I felt a painful ache in my gut at the realization that our fucking hadn’t satisfied her enough to douse her need for Aleks and his nine-inch monster.

The weaker, frightened side of me wanted to stop, wanted to get off this frightening ride.  But the lustful side of me wanted to see the woman I loved back in the throes of passion.  Watching her cum whilst savoring my own masochistic pleasures.  A desire that sat cheek by cheek with a fear of how Heather might react if I didn’t do as she and Aleks wanted.  If I didn’t play along and put his mighty cock into her.

Oh Fuck!  What a screwed up, sick choice for a husband to have to make!

But even as I told myself how perverted it was, I found myself pulling his thick man shaft down so that the immense crown of his cock grazed at my wife’s clit and then sat plump and proud at the entrance of her pussy.  Like a crown on a king’s head, just waiting for the grinning young firefighter to take what I’d just given him and thrust his manhood deep to stake his claim.

A look passed between the two of them. 

“Thanks, Tim,” she cooed softly as she gently nudged my hand away and took hold of his cock herself.  A gesture designed to dismiss me, followed by another little smile - but an unmistakable nod towards the bedside chair, telling me without words that I was being dismissed as an active partner in their love play.

I’d had a lovely, couple’s day with my wife but slowly, slowly through all the flirting at the party our joint new truths had reasserted themselves as we readied ourselves for the start of 2015.  A year that was meant to be all about starting our family but which was beginning to look very different.


Chapter 15

Thursday 1st January 2015

My wife blew me a kiss.  The last contact, the last emotional connection as she turned to look between her legs as she spread her labia with one hand and pulled down on her lover’s ass with the other.

She closed her eyes to savor the sensation as our large and well-endowed neighbor lowered his hips and drove the first few inches of his massive cock into her married pussy again.  Just hours since he’d last stretched and possessed her, but here he was owning her all over again.

"Thanks, Tim … now, get on the chair, watch how a real man fuck’s a married slut … makes her forget her husband Trevor, makes her think how much better sex can be with me than with a real man," he taunted, intuitively knowing the moment I might react like last time was gone.  Intuitively knowing that he could more or less do or say anything now.  The way they’d changed the game, the way they’d played me having step-by-step reduced my resistance until I was now putty in their hands.

"Watch me fuck Trevor’s wife, Tim … watch how my big cock stretches her, resizes her,” his choice of words telling me what I’d taken as a private conversation between me and Heather earlier in the park had been shared word-for-word with him.  Leaving me with a squirming, soulless feeling of empty betrayal that seemingly Heather and I now had no secrets that Aleks wouldn’t also know.

What had been two was now three, a thought that hardened my cock as much as it made my chest ache with pain.

“Gonna make her squeal and sob, Timbo … make her cum over and over again until she can hardly remember who the hell Trevor is … why she married him in the first place…"

Fuck!  The bastard!  His words were pure evil.  He may as well have repeated the words I’d quizzed Heather about in the park.  ‘Fuck her away from her husband’ … the same as ‘until she can’t remember who Trevor is’ – same intent, just different accents. 

His words delivered with a sneer that, despite his contrition after we’d previously called a halt, made me seriously worry about his real intentions and desires.  Made me worry about where he wanted to take this thing.  How long ‘Amy and Trevor’ would stay a game and how long before it leeched from an occasional game of make-believe into something altogether more real and everyday.  After all, it was only one night ago we’d been playing exactly the same game.  A few hours of normality, a few hours of flirting in public and back we were here all over again.

My sleepy mood was beginning to pass, the word ‘Bastard!’ flashing to the front of my mind as I realized the cleverness in the game he and Heather were playing with me.

They understood the whole thing.  They knew that my cock was iron-hard.  They knew what the duality, the ambiguity, the fear was doing to me.

They knew the fact that Heather and he had planned and done this all together – not just him, him and her co-conspirators - made it all a million times more powerful and scary as a mind fuck.

“Hang on, Timbo … gonna fuck this little slut so hard she won’t remember the name Trevor or even care whether he ever fucks her again,” he cackled.  His voice clear and compelling as he emotionally emasculated me in a way that just made my cock sickeningly harder.

I hated him for saying this, for emasculating me in this way, but it also excited me.  This was the game I knew we both wanted to play – Aleks was cutting through all of the crap.  Not playing nicely, taking what he wanted, building bridges to the woman who was besotted with him.  Giving me the rewards he knew I craved, however much the bitter taste sometimes stuck in my throat.

“Come here and see it properly!”  He countermanded Heather-Amy’s instructions that I should only watch from the bedside chair, summoning me closer.

I slid from the bed side chair, taking a spot directly in front and between their knees.

Even though I’d seen it all before, I was unprepared for the sight.  What hit me was the needy, desperate look on my wife’s face.  It was like her earlier time with Brad, Shaun and Javier had just whetted her appetite.  That my own lovemaking efforts had done nothing to dampen these fires, and she was now desperate to feel Aleks’s huge cock back within her.  The only medicine to relieve the need that had been building all night.

Before I knew what was happening, Heather had half his dick in her widely stretched pussy. Her lips obscenely stretched and clinging to his fat inches.

His massive shaft gleamed with my wife's excitement but what affected me the most, what hit me hardest, were his big smooth balls.  I’d seen them before, but never this close.

With our plans to try for a family, I knew Heather was on the point of stopping taking her contraceptive pills.  But with all the craziness we’d imported into our live the last few weeks, I’d lost track of what she’d actually done.

I thought she was still safe, but I half-remembered conversations which pointed in the other direction.  And up so close his balls looked huge and very, very threatening. The implied threat of so much sperm in Heather’s possible unprotected state roared into my head.

How much damage could balls so big do? Was she on the pill still, or wasn’t she?  Every time he thrust back in, I'd be treated to another round of fear as I saw those two big eggs move up and down like some unexploded, time-ticking bomb.

Fuck, was this how 2015 was going to start?  This man, this young stud my wife was besotted with inseminating my wife? We wanted to start a family, but not like this!! 

In amongst all the talking we’d done, my wife and I never talked about this.  We’d been too caught up in the excitement of our new game to talk about these dangers.

How the hell does a couple talk about this? Did Heather have a plan? Only she knew the detail of what she had and hadn’t done in terms of stopping any unwanted pregnancies.  My angst not made any easier by a half remembered conversation from a few months ago - when she’d playfully suggested New Year’s morning might be the perfect time to start trying for our planned little bundle of joy.

But that had all been months before Aleks had come on the scene.  Months before all of this craziness had come crashing in like a Tsunami, in and over the seawalls of our more normal and staid lifestyle.

Fuck!  Had she pushed forward with those plans for a New Year’s start to trying for a baby?  Surely she’d not known we’d end up here tonight – had she?

Maybe she was still safe?  That had to be the most likely scenario. 

Or maybe she would make him pull out when he started to cum?  Not that she exactly had a good track record when it came to getting Aleks to do anything at all if he didn’t want to – especially when she herself had mixed feelings about what she did and didn’t want.

All of my stressed, heart stopping conjecture was interrupted as my wife flexed her legs, rising, and then relaxing, sinking onto him again. I watched as she began to fuck herself on his hard dick. Those fat balls seemingly growing bigger and fuller with each new stroke up and down from my wife as her love juices ran down his dick.

I heard my wife moan at the unparalleled pleasure his cock was giving her.

"Lick her clit … lick the slut’s clit, Tim, my man … show her how much you love watching her and me fuck," the arrogant young firefighter ordered.

I hesitated … even in my sleep-deprived state I realized what a big deal this was … the next base camp on our sexual journey.

“Tim?” she softly purred, looking deep into my soul, weakening my resistance, mentally pulling me in as I moved my head closer to the junction of their sex.

‘You already held his cock … put it in for them … so what’s the problem?  What’s the big deal,’ an insistent voice in my head chided me as finally I planted my puckered lips on my wife’s little pink button. My tongue slipped forward as I teased and rubbed at her sensitive nub, ripping a long, soft moan of satisfaction from her.

She opened her big brown eyes, gazing down on me, my head awkwardly and submissively angled between their legs. Her expression a mix of incredulous disbelief that I was submitting to them in this way and sexual ecstasy at the dual stimulation her two men were giving her.

I could see it in her eyes - she couldn't believe I let myself get so close to her lover’s cock as it slid in and out of her sex, owning her in a way I never could. Her eyes disbelieving but also full of love that I was overcoming my own inhibitions all in the name of maximizing her thrills and pleasure.  My pleasure part of it, but she knew the scale of the barriers I was having to smash through.

I could hardly believe it myself. There was something about him that allowed him to bend Heather to his will and my current twisted, distorted posture showed that I was increasingly suffering from the same affliction.

A short time ago she’d been wanting me to let her go with those three hunky young college students – yet here we were just hours later and she was back in Aleks’s bed, moaning and cooing as she fucked herself up and down on his over-sized cock.  College students forgotten, seeing in the New Year in a way that made me worry about what would happen when Aleks went back to San Diego in just one month.  When I was the only one left to satisfy my wife’s remapped and extended sexual needs.

Trying to distract myself from these worries, I swirled my tongue over Heather-Amy’s clit, licking around her labia, trying my damnedest to keep my tongue away from Aleks’s glistening, juice covered shaft.  My shoulders tight with pride at the sounds my wife was making, not admitting to myself the truth her pleasure was ninety percent Aleks and only ten percent Tim.

The longer this went on, the wilder the three of us became.

“I could get used to this,” he grinned like a human wolf.  “Maybe I’ll have to invite Amy over to California … take her back with me.”  The subtle difference in his two statements not lost on me, although my wife was too far gone to take in the difference as the shiver of fear took my spine.

His large, rough hands were around her waist, guiding her up and down, the sight of their two beautiful, contrasting bodies making me think how good they looked together.  It was like Michelangelo’s David was fucking Mona Lisa … two beautiful, attractive people fucking each other, each knowing they were worthy and fitting of the other.  The spectacular splendor of the sight temporarily taking my mind away from my deep fears about where this would all lead when Aleks left later this month.

Heather was getting close.  “Fuck, Aleks … fuck … I missed this, missed you.”

‘Fuck, woman … it was only a few days you went without,’ but I knew what she meant - the undeniable evidence was right in front of me.

“Oh, Baby … don’t stop … yesss … yesss … right there … right there, deeper.” Her words of devotion were for him, even as she grabbed the back of my head, thrusting me tighter against her quivering pussy.  Lancing my heart as she wailed as another orgasm tore through her. However humiliating it was for me, I loved her and nibbled, licked and sucked as she came all over another man’s huge cock.

As she spasmed - her nails painfully digging deep into my scalp - I was close enough to see and feel the first swellings start to rise through the expanding pipe at the bottom of Aleks’s thick shaft. Heather’s hands and nails just pushing me tighter and closer as his dick enlarged even more, inflating even thicker, as he shuddered. Pumping his baby makers out from his heavy balls and deep into my wife’s womb.

I felt every blast, my mind a circle of flaming fears about her current stage in the cycle and whether or not she was still protected or had already freed herself ready to start a family.  The morning after pill would only go so far – besides which, we’d made love so there was every chance she might refuse something that would end our own child.

Fuck!  What a car wreck!  How had we ended up here?

‘Crazy fantasies … a wanton lack of self-control … your own sick desires and your wife’s infatuation with a manly, virile young man who fucks her the best she’s ever been fucked.’  Sometimes I really wished I could shut that voice in my head up for good!

~~~~~    

Slowly coming down from Olympus, at first Heather was too weak to move off him, so after a while Aleks lifted her and turned her, placing her on hands and knees in the middle of the bed, nudging me off and back to the chair.

From behind her wet, battered and stretched slit looked so sexy … a visual depiction of satisfied female sexuality. She was swollen, reddened and already seeping with the vast quantity he’d deposited deep within her.  Just by looking at her vulva I knew how frazzled but satisfied my wife was.

Smiling wickedly first at me and then at Heather-Amy, the wolf man offered his still half-bloated and sticky cock to my wife’s lips.  She didn’t hesitate, greedily cleaning him up, grateful for the taste of his jizz mixed with her own juices, greedily gobbling away.

“What about you, Timbo … I haven’t forgotten the other night … or the other week … don’t you owe me and Heather a cleaning as well?”

Fucker!  His nodding, point of the head towards to my wife’s nether regions making clear exactly what he meant.  Last night, my starlet actress wife had asked me to ‘go down on her’, to ‘bathe her stretched, tender pussy’ after she and Aleks had made love.  But we’d ended up so distracted and mentally fried that we’d all forgotten this.

But not this time.

This time Aleks was pushing me to go the final mile.  He was trying to break me, pushing me to do what I’d refused to do two weeks ago when I’d first watched them together.

Only now things had moved on so far from two weeks ago. 

I’d handled his monster cock and gone as far as actually putting it into Heather.  I’d licked her pussy while his dick had been ramming in and out and now it felt like he was just asking me to seal the deal – to put my signature on the new way things were between the three of us.  Between him and my wife, between him and me and between him and my wife – now his girlfriend ‘Amy.’

As my neck muscles started to move, I felt like I was mentally sleep-walking as my head moved closer.  The strong scent of my wife’s juices and his seed hitting my nostrils, making it altogether more real and intense – what I was about to do as I slipped my tongue into her smoldering pussy.

She groaned from the bottom of her soul, stunned that I could finally bring myself to do such a thing. I was stunned too – Aleks, her, my own desires all combining to finally break my will as I tenderly licked all around before slipping my tongue inside.

I couldn’t see – my wife’s ass was in the way – but from her movements I could tell she was happily sucking away on the young firefighter’s meat.  No doubt bathing him balls to head and back again, hoping to suckle life back into the cock that was her new lodestar now.

That was for her, I had other things on my mind as, having finally stopped resisting, I feasted on her swollen, dripping hole.

"He came so, came so much in me," taking her mouth of his dick long enough to deliver the news in a very matter of fact voice.  At first her words were like a hard, painful slap in the face but then after a few moments I felt a strange sense of relief. 

I was doing this, Heather was forcing me to face the physical truth of what I was tasting – but even so, the sky hadn’t fallen in.  I wasn’t puking or retching … I hadn’t instantly turned gay just because I was tasting what I’d tasted before … only this time it wasn’t mine, it had started in another guy’s balls, not my own.

"Do you still love me?  Still respect me?" I asked, thinking I knew the answer, but needing to hear it voiced out loud.

She turned, ignoring Aleks who was sat by her head and tilted her head to the cutest of angles as she looked at me.

"Oh, Baby," she purred, heartfelt. "I love you more than ever.  You’re my man, you’ll always be my man."

Words which made my heart leap, even as she squeezed Aleks’s hand and gave him a little half look.  A little half look that released a trickle of acid in my gut and slightly took the edge off my delight.

“Happy New Year, Timbo,” her wolfish lover-slash-boyfriend grinned, tightening his arm around her.  “Me and Amy should really get some sleep now … see you in the morning!  2015’s going to be a great year!”

I was being summarily dismissed.  Only looking hopefully at Heather-Amy for the briefest of moments before I realized he was speaking for both of them.  That I’d be alone for the rest of the rest of New Year’s night … seeding the agonizing but exciting question of what kind of a pattern we’d just set for the rest of the year.

“Could you make sure the door locks okay on the way out … I’m sure you’re not as careless as Amy here … we don’t want some drunken New Year’s reveler barging in and waking us up!”

A final, bittersweet look into Amy’s eyes told me all I needed to know, and with my swollen cock still hard, I started towards the door.  Reaching our condo one floor down through a slow, suddenly tired trudge. 

Deciding to treat myself to one final drink to help me sleep I saw that Heather had left her phone in the lounge.

A phone that briefly buzzed with a message that was going to make sleep even harder.

‘Party tomorrow night?  You can even bring the Old Man if it makes him feel better … you said that’s his kind of thing these days! B, S, J xxx’

Shit!  Was this good news or more bad news? 

A way of making sure Aleks’s presence didn’t become too dominant and powerful in our marriage over the next few weeks? 

Or was it a threat that would take us into even darker caves and that would persist even when Aleks had flown back to San Diego? 

What the hell kind of 2015 was lying in wait for me, for Heather and for our marriage?

End of Book Two

Book 2 will be published on January 9th 2024.
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