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Synopsis

Daring Our Truths Book 3

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 temporarily moved into the condo directly above them.

~~~~~    

Book 3.

December 2014.  My mind had been focused on Heather and my plans to start a family early in 2015 – before my beautiful wife hit the big four-zero.

So never in a million years had I thought that December would instead be focused around far more erotic activities, as finally Heather and I stepped into the world of making my long time fantasy come true, as she agreed to be shared her with another man.

But then Aleks - the blue-eyed, six-foot-five hunk of a firefighter who’d bedded my wife - had pushed things way too far and Heather and I had slammed on the brakes.

Or at least, that’s what we’d tried to do.  But when you open up such a sexual Pandora’s Box, sometimes controlling things isn’t so easy.

A fact proven by the reality that their relationship was very much back on track.  And not only that, New Year’s Eve had ended up with my sexy wife fighting off the attentions of three hot young college hunks who were virtually half her age.

As 2014 drew to an end, every time I thought of how things would play out in 2015, my gut cramped up.  Cramped up almost as much as my groin swelled.


Chapter 1

Early hours Thursday 1st January 2015

Dismissed from Heather and Aleks’s company in his upstairs condo, I’d come back to our own place to find a text on my wife’s forgotten phone.

‘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’

Damn!  Wasn’t it bad enough that I had to fight Aleks for her affections and for time with my own wife?  Now I seemingly had another three younger males sniffing around, intent on pursuing my wife until she weakened and gave in to their perseverance.  Gave in and opened her legs – relegating me to number five in her hit parade.

I knew this was all a game.  That we’d soon settle down into what we’d planned for 2015 – namely, starting a family, trying for our first baby together.  But even so, there are limits.  Limits on what the human mind and male psyche can cope with.

Reading that text from the three young students Brad, Shaun and Javier, I’d expected it to be the death knell on any chance of sleep.  Already stressed by the visions of Heather just a few feet away in another man’s bed, one more thing to tip me over the edge, even though it was already four in the morning I thought my chances of sleep were slim.

But to my amazement, the next thing I recall was rubbing the sleep out of my eyes and staring bleary-eyed at the digits ’10:00’ on our bedside clock.

Reaching over, I felt a sinking feeling as my fingers touched only fresh air.

No Heather! Maybe I should have been used to it by now – but I wasn’t.  I wasn’t sure I’d ever get used to waking up and realizing she’d forsaken me for another – even if it was just for a handful of hours. 

That rib-collapsing heartache at the center of my chest just seemed to deepen and spread the more I thought about the fact that for the first time ever she’d preferred Aleks’s company to mine enough to spend the whole night with him rather than me, the man’s whose ring she wore.

A thoroughly depressing, soul-destroying thought – but one which inexplicably made my morning wood bounce a little harder and stiffer.  Just one more symptom to record about this newly discovered malady that seemed to be dividing and sub-dividing and spreading at a rapid rate of knots in my formerly normal and conventional sense of masculinity.

Shaking with fear and a sense of rejection, I wondered when she might grow tired of her games with her lover and return to our home.  I wondered about texting her, but the demons in me worked hand in hand with my last reserves of self-respect to put a stop to it.  The demons excited and lapping up the masochistic and sense of humiliation, my puddle of remaining self-respect imaging how embarrassing it would be to make this communication. 

Net outcome - inaction as I pulled the pillow over my head. Wondering how the hell I was going to get through the next month until Aleks finally went back to San Diego.  Wondering what new torments he and his girlfriend Amy (aka my wife) would think up to take our rapidly accelerating game to new and more terrifying depths.

Twin questions joined by an even more frightening third thought – what if Aleks didn’t go back to San Diego?  What if he somehow found a way to stay here?  Surely not an outcome beyond his means or intelligence. 

After all, at every turn I’d underestimated him.  Labeled him as just some big-bodied, well-endowed, handsome ox.  But at each and every turn he’d pretty much outmaneuvered me, with only the odd victory of mine slowing him down, getting him exactly what he wanted – the only questions seemingly when he’d get things, not whether he’d get them.  A sobering reality – one witnessed by last night when just two weeks after I’d refused, I did what he wanted and lapped away at the intoxicating mix of his seed and my wife’s womanly nectar.

Damn, what a terrifying prospect!  I could almost picture the slowly fraying chords of my wife’s love for me … bit by bit eaten away by the potent mix of the amount of time Aleks and Amy were spending together and the things he could give her physically which were so far in excess of what I’d ever be able to manage.

One more month of their accelerating relationship was just about repairable in terms of likely damage to my heart and our relationship – but how the hell could either survive if big-dicked, handsome Aleks became a permanent or semi-permanent fixture within our marriage?  That was a co-existence I just couldn’t picture surviving. 

And as I considered just how besotted he’d become with Heather in the days after we’d called a halt, the more likely I thought it that as things came towards the end of January he’d try and find a way to stay here in Seattle.

Shit, that was a truly terrifying prospect!  Sure, I loved big parts of our game … but that was when it was just that.  A game.  If he somehow moved back to Seattle full-time, he and Heather would no longer be a game.  It would be real life.  Real life with the power to wreck our marriage and plans to start a family.

I was so stressed, so panicked I could feel tears starting to well up as my chest muscles entered those first, involuntary stages before sobbing starts.

~~~~~    

“There he is … there’s my handsome, loving man!” I heard through the muffling effects of the polyester and cloth.  “What’s with the pillow, honey?”

My heart surging with joy, my hidden mouth bursting into a smile, I was lifting the bedding before I thought how such an out of control grin would make me look.  My realization coming about one second too late to fool my wife.

“Oh, honey!  If I’d known you were suffering so much, I’d have made sure to have come back earlier.”  She had a genuine look of regret on her face which went a whole way to mending my aching heart – my sense of feeling foolish and a little pathetic now unimportant in the wider picture of a loving and regretful wife.  A loving and regretful wife who was making me feel bad for ever doubting her as she carried a tray of steaming, aromatic coffee and a plate of artery-hardening bacon, eggs and hash browns.

“So sorry, baby!” her lips, her slightly washed away perfume had my body buzzing with excitement.  I felt like the guy despondent at the thought he’s lost a priceless gem only to feel the euphoria of salvation as he finds it hiding in the last corner he searches.  Heather’s slightly disheveled look and my closer inspection of her side of the bed cheering me further – she’d not showered and her side of the bed had been slept in. 

So, sometime after I’d fallen asleep she must have slipped back from Aleks’s place, only to get up to make me breakfast while I was busy thinking the worst, that she was still with lover boy.

“That’s okay … forgiven,” I joked, the soft touch of the back of her fingers on my cheek, the up-close connection with her loving brown eyes melting my heart and washing all my troubles away.  Washing them away until the tiniest of teasing little smiles appeared on her lips.

“Forgiven!  Forgiven? Well, Mr. Shepherd, if that’s going to be your attitude, maybe I should have done something to warrant your forgiveness, she said.  Distracting me with her words as her hand slipped under the covers and squeezed me, taking my emotional temperature in the most effective of ways.

“Ha!  You’re nowhere near as upset as you’re pretending, Timothy Shepherd … are you?”  My reddening cheeks giving me away as surely as the stiffness of my cock, my wife’s teasing smile and threatened escalation making me groan loudly enough to make her smile even more.

“Good to know!” she chuckled, making eye contact which was somehow both loving and threatening at the same time.  A look, a dynamic between us that had become frighteningly familiar ever since she’d first started lusting after our intimidating, handsome neighbor.

~~~~~    

After such a dramatic, heart-stressing start to New Years’s Day, I was relieved and hugely contented that the rest of the day took on a wholly more loving and conventional hue.

Having snuggled up next to me and stolen only the odd portion or two of my cooked breakfast – ‘honey, I can’t work out how, but somehow I worked up quite an appetite last night’ - she then grabbed a quick shower.  Seductively emerging and hungry for a different kind of sausage, my newly insatiable wife and I tried our best to break the bed before deciding on a different kind of exercise as we took Rascal for a long walk in the park.

Reunited and reassured by our love making and my realization that Heather hadn’t spent the night with Aleks, as we strolled through the first few miles, we looked and sounded just like any other loving couple as we enjoyed the crisp winter afternoon and talked about the year ahead.

Listening to the two of us talking about strollers, cycles and who else in our social circle was trying for kids right now, anyone listening in wouldn’t have had a clue as to the kinds of other things going on in our lives.

It was only when we turned for home – even Rascal slowing down a little – that anyone listening in would have sensed how strange and distorted parts of our lives had become.

The first giveaway would have been Heather’s beaming, blushing smile as her phone buzzed and she slowly used her gloved hands to extract it and laugh at the incoming message.

I was just about to ask, when she saved me the trouble, holding up the first image and then toggling to the accompanying message.

The image showed no faces, bodies or legs.  It just showed three male groins.  Each safely masked behind jockeys.  But each of the three masked groins – huddled close together – showed a very large and erect member and a hand grasping each of the cotton-covered members.

I knew the owners of each thinly covered member way before I read the text.

‘Hey beautiful! Happy New Year!  Guess what our New Year’s Resolution was!  Are you really saying you and hubby are going to turn down this prime American Beef?  That you’re gonna be so selfish as to not use your experience to educate these poor college boys in the ways to a woman’s ****?  Yours, always, Brad, Shaun, Javier xxx’

Heather was in fits of giggles and already tapping in a response before I’d even had the chance to take it all in and respond.

I only saw her response when seconds later they replied.  Her words rather than theirs making my heart thud more.

‘Wow!  Three flagstaffs good enough to grace any campus!  Sorry, boys, but I’ve got a boyfriend and he’s big and scary – and doesn’t like sharing!  Raincheck - maybe try again in a few months’ time when he’s out of the picture, back in California!  Meantime, don’t do too much damage to any of those innocent little college girls!  Always, Heather xxx

Heather’s response was like a slap in the face.

For several seconds, I was struck dumb – unable to respond.

Why was it only Aleks that had figured in her response?  Why was his attitude the only reason she gave as to why she wasn’t interested in a meet up with her three college-aged admirers?

Hello!  Hello!  Where was I, where was her husband in her line of thought and response?

The moment she turned to look at me, I knew this was no mere oversight.

“Oh, Tim, honey … don’t pretend your juices aren’t flowing … that your cock’s not already swelling that your lovely wife’s not just got one paramour … but that now she seems to have attracted a whole gaggle of young admirers!”

How the hell had our life come to this?

Less than one month ago, we’d been a normal married couple.  The odd fantasy, the odd role play, but other than that, the most exciting thing on our horizon was the thought of all the love making we’d do as we tried to bring a new life into the world.

Yet here we were and Heather was teasing a bunch of college jocks that it wasn’t me who stood in the way of their desires to bed her – it was her ‘big and scary boyfriend’ that was the obstacle they had to overcome.

Heather smiled at my lack of denial, but was loving and sympathetic enough not to press home her advantage.  Despite my initial protestation, the fact I’d not countered her answer told her she’d got me.  But my silence told her to treat my ego delicately – this was still a new dynamic I was struggling with.

~~~~~    

For the next few minutes we walked in silence together – but it was okay, it was a comfortable silence.  We were just playing the game – and compared to some of the more ‘cliff-edged’ moments Heather and I had shared when we’d been physically together with Aleks and he’d tried to force me over the edge, this was positively vanilla.  Positively Martha Stewart meets the Waltons.

The slowly reducing buzz between us allowing an unresolved question from the night before to eventually pop back into my brain.

“Honey … a few months ago, you mentioned … you thought that maybe New Year’s was the perfect time to come off the pill … to start trying for our family…”

Just for a moment … for the briefest of moments, I saw that now familiar teasing smile before her love and empathy kicked in.  “Of course not, honey … I’d never do that to us.”  Her hugging arms enveloping me – nearly crushing Rascal between us – giving me the perfect reassurance.

“Sorry, babe,” I apologized.  “I had to ask … so much of me loves what we’re doing … but at other times, my nerves are totally frayed … I’m a total mess…”

That earned me another huge hug.

“Tim, darling … thanks for being you … thanks for being open and honest … not all fake and macho … you and me, our future … our family, that’s what’s important to me … I mean, really important … the rest … the rest’s just a game … like I said before, if ever you asked, I’d stop it … it’s fun … but it’s nothing compared to what’s really important here …”

That made all the years come flooding back.  Made me realize that the last few weeks were fun … were new and explosively exciting in a sexual sense … but were nothing compared to the rock-solid foundations Heather and I had built over our last fifteen years together.

It was my turn to give her a huge hug – which felt wonderful and had her hugging me back almost as vigorously as I’d squeezed her.  A gesture from her that went even further towards moving me into the safe zone emotionally.

~~~~~    

Back home, Rascal sufficiently tired he was soon sleeping in his basket, Heather and I checked our respective work emails – the habits of small business folk rarely change – and then we agreed on what movie we wanted to watch.

I’d read an article about a 1985 cult movie – Brazil – which we’d been too young to enjoy.  A movie so special that they’d turned down Robert de Niro for a major part, yet he’d come back begging to be accepted for a supporting role.  Heather and I spent the evening appreciating just how special the movie was before departing to bed.

Our normal bedtime routines over, we both were still buzzing from all the exciting games of the last few days and so no sooner were we safely in bed than we were looking at each other in a way that communicated our hungry desires.

Lips were soon meshed against lips, hands were soon pulling at clothing and we were both soon sighing as I slipped my cock all the way into my wife – the look on her face, the sound from her lungs telling me it was more special than a larger cock from her lover.

“Love you, babe.”

“Love you, honey.”

We fucked, we made love in the most special of ways.  The look’s passing between us ones of pure understanding, of pure freedom.  These last few weeks we’d discovered new things about each other – new truths – but we’d come out the other side feeling stronger than ever as a couple. 

At least, that’s how I felt.  That’s what I believed I saw in Heather’s eyes.

I carried on fucking – Heather was happy to receive me, even though she knew she’d likely not cum.  We knew that much about each other, but even so I could see she enjoyed me fucking away at her, she enjoyed the special closeness it bestowed as she pulled me close and deep and kissed me with all her love as she felt me shake and shiver - and shoot all my stuff deep.

All my earlier fears, all my earlier thoughts were forgotten as we drifted off to sleep in a loving, post-coitus intertwining of our bodies which felt so comforting and so comfortably reassuring.

But a couple of hours later there was a terrible feeling of Deja-vu as I woke up to head to the toilet and my sleepy eyes journeyed back, one side of our bed was empty.

I loved Heather.

I trusted Heather.

But was this what January 2015 held for us?  And what about if the besotted infatuation I saw in Aleks’s eyes meant he found a way to stay in Seattle?

Damn!  It was a hell of a lot to think about at two in the morning.


Chapter 2

Early hours, Friday 2nd January 2015

Lying awake and alone in our marital bed, I felt an aching sense of foreboding.  We were just over one full day into the New Year and my wife was already gone.  A few hours of coupledom, of conventional loving married life together and she was already gone back to him.  Back to Aleks’s bed. 

She was like a small, excitable ball on a strong piece of elastic – no matter what I did, she seemed to be pulled effortlessly back into his orbit.  Effortlessly back to his side, to his bed.  Not just the size of his mammoth cock and his skill in using it, Heather’s sheer cow-eyed, besotted infatuation with him was a scary thing to think about.

Thankfully, at two in the morning, my capacity for thought and fear was limited by the dulling effects of interrupted sleep.  Were also limited by the hardening of my cock and the shameful way my veins were flooding with excitement.

The need for sleep, my sense of self-respect and my flooding cock fought a brief battle but the ever-growing mini-monster in my groin won out and with a sense of shame I found myself donning some clothes and trekking up the stairs to the next level, expecting to find a carbon copy of what I’d found the night before.

Despite my shame at being so easily manipulated, I was happy and excited to find the door to Aleks condo ajar again.  But that was where the similarities to the night before ended.

Pushing the door quietly open, I was expecting to see Aleks and Heather’s naked or semi-clad figures on the couch, just like I’d found them the night before.  Waiting to include me – to balance their own pleasures off against my need to watch and be part of whatever you call this thing the three of us had invented between us.

But the couch where they’d been waiting for me the night before was empty.  A chilling shiver rippling through my gut as I looked from the empty, wife-less couch to the closed door to Aleks’s bedroom.  The firmly closed door – not even the slightest gap visible.

Taking a deep breath, I faced another moment of truth.  Of self-realization.  Through the solid, closed door I could hear the sound of music playing, suggesting that was where they were.

But the music, the firmly closed door – all coming after the open door to the condo – all seemed like a well baited trap.  Conjuring a picture in my mind of the two of them – heads loving and close together – laughing as they designed this moment.  Designed my dilemma.

I’d been suckered into the outer chamber, but the weather flags raised a huge question mark against whether or not they’d welcome me into the inner sanctum.

What could be more undignified, more humbling and humiliating than being the mouse who accepted their cheese, who scurried towards the wheel they’d baited for me, only to find the wheel was locked.

Literally, I was frozen to the spot.

For the first time since that painful evening when I’d called a halt, I felt like Heather was closer to Aleks, working with him to put me on the outside looking in.  She might have thought she was doing it for our mutual pleasure, but still it hurt.  Hurt as much as it stimulated and aroused me.  Emotions I wish I could have denied or turned off, but these last few weeks had awoken something deep within me I was struggling to control.

The monster that broke my frozen-trance and which walked me towards the shut door felt like one of those irresistible, out of control TV monsters.  An angry Bruce Banner in full on Hulk green with a side order of crack cocaine just for good measure.  A monster that was stronger by the day and that I was powerless to resist.

Having taking the pain of humbling myself by taking the bait they’d offered, I reasoned I may as well try the door that was now just inches in front of me.  What else was there?  I could hear music.  I knew they were in there.  But their shutting of the door was forcing me to cross another threshold of submissiveness in their ‘Aleks and Amy’ game.

As my hand quietly and slowly pushed down on the handle, I felt the weirdest mix of embarrassment and elation that they’d played me and forecast my behavior so expertly.

But these almost calm and reflective feelings lasted only fractions of a second as the handle reached bottom but my firm but quiet push met resistance.  A second, slightly firmer push yielded the same result – my sense of frustration joined by two other clashing emotions.  Frustration that I’d not be able to enjoy the visuals of what Aleks and my wife were doing together.  But also a surge of excitement that they’d found a new flavor to add into the mix.

It was as if the two of them were magically telepathic as the instant I blushed at the exciting part of their game, I heard it - the unmistakable sound of Heather being penetrated.

“Mmmm…”  I’d heard it before.  I’d seen it before.  But somehow, the fact of being excluded – deliberately and tantalizingly excluded – made the experience of hearing her being penetrated even more intense.  More painful and exciting in the most confusing of ways.

“Mmmm … yes, oh, babe .. so good!  So good!”  Maybe I was imagining it, but I didn’t remember her ever calling him ‘babe’ before.  Another little step, another little step on the road to hell – my fevered imagination told me.  I knew she loved me and only me, but even one little phrase seemed like another little tug away from me towards him.

“Mmmm … so good!!!”  Her voice was three octaves higher.  I couldn’t see – they’d seen to that, the solid wooden door had seen to that – but the pitch of her voice made me picture her head thrown back in ecstasy, in pure bliss as she was penetrated to a whole different level than I or any other man had ever offered her.  Stretched wide, womanly nerve endings stimulated and jangling more than any man had ever given her before.

As I tried the door unsuccessfully for a third time, I remembered a TV show about how blind people – denied one critical sense – develop much sharper hearing and perception.  That’s how I felt right then.

I’d seen and listened before, but the sounds she was making were like nothing I’ve ever heard before!  Certainly not with me, nor even on the times I’d seen or heard her with Aleks before.

Maybe just my heightened perception.  Maybe also she was more excited at this new ‘exclude my hubby’ game they’d added together.  Whatever the reason, it was like her vocal cords were opening as never before.  Letting out breathy moans of total sexual, feminine fulfilment from deep within the furthest corners of her soul, hyperventilating and moaning at the same time at the sheer intensity of the new levels she was reaching.

And as I stood there helplessly excluded, sweat running down my brow just when I thought they had nothing new to add, Heather’s penetration sounds changed. Changed into the sounds of someone wailing and crying while getting the best fucking they’d ever known.  Her simpering whines slow in the beginning, but getting louder and louder as Aleks moved up through the gears. 

I may not have been able to see, but I could picture the war between their two bodies.  Aleks really pounding her, each new level making her shriek and scream. Even though she’d been with Aleks several times before, it was like she’d never been fully, properly fucked before tonight – that was the image burnt into my brain as I listened to the pair of them going at it.  This new component to their game – deliberately excluding me – seeming to drive them to higher levels of noisy pleasure.

Pushing my ear hard against the wood of his bedroom door, I felt lightheaded with humiliation and jealousy.  Here we were at the start of a year that was meant to be all about us starting a family, and my wife had snuck away in the middle of the night to spend as much time as she could with another man. 

Another man who fucked her way, way better than I could and who by some tortuous, mind-bending games of manipulation had worked with her to get me to allow her to spend as much time with him as she liked.

Stood there, excluded and forced to do nothing more than listen as I slyly stroked the front of my pants, I didn’t know what to do with myself.  Part of me felt like I’d made a huge mistake to ever agree to all of this.

But knowing just how infatuated the pair of them were with each other, I also knew that however much I may be feeling regrets, it was way too late to stop anything.

It was painful to admit it, but in my heart I knew the connection she’d feel with Aleks for the next month would be something she and I would never share.

We’d have other connections – the last fifteen years we’d spent together, hopefully our years ahead raising a family – but I felt helplessness and shame as I heard her crying out, being filled up and pounded deeper than I’d ever be able to manage.  This was an emotional and physical connection they’d always have with which I’d never be able to compete.

Standing outside the door, hearing the sounds that told me Aleks was remapping my wife’s expectations of what great sex was, I felt a rolling wave of fear about the long-term consequences.  About what she’d now want and need sexually. About the thought of Aleks’s intentions.  Infatuated with Heather just as much as she was with him – I was frightened he might find a way to stay or come back from San Diego.

Somehow, not being able to see made everything so much more intense, so much more painful and angst-ridden.  There was no comfort delivered through occasional loving looks from Heather - only the raw, crude power of the sounds I was forced to hear.  The sounds of his flesh slapping hard and fast against her body.  The womanly sounds she made like some ritualized mating reply – sounds of her happiness, fulfilment and submission.

No ability to see, each new thrust made me wonder extra hard at how amazing for her it felt as Aleks plundered her depths, stretching her wider than any other man she’d ever known before these last few weeks.

Occasionally my sense of self-respect tried to persuade me to leave, but I couldn’t not listen – I was the moth helplessly drawn to the lamp. Cock hard, heart breaking as I listened - she sounded so completely overwhelmed at times that it sounded like she was crying.  She was so far gone that her words were mostly garbled and gibberish, but what I could make out only added to my torment. 

“Aleks … Aleks .. what are you doing to me, baby??” 

His husky reply hardening my cock and spearing my heart

“Giving you a proper cock, H, baby … opening you up, baby…”

However much my heart was aching, I don’t think I had ever been more turned on, even seeing them before had never been this hot.  Their new kink of excluding me, of making me suffer taking me higher and deeper at the same time.  My mouth drier than a desert, my heart beating fast, so excited I thought I might cum without even touching myself.

The briefest of touches to my swollen cock making my excitement and suffering even stronger – making me realize I was so much smaller than the penis Aleks was giving my wife.  Half the length, half the width, feeling it poking my underwear so small just increased my sense of humiliation further as I listened to Heather’s cries of ecstasy.

The sounds from the loving couple built up and up until finally Heather screamed as if she’d been shot as she came yet again, Aleks’s more muted cries telling me he was finally seeding her.  My mind conjuring an image of that long, fat tube nine inches deep inside Heather’s love canal as the little eye opened and closed – spitting it’s molten, life-giving bullets directly into her womb.  Images of their kisses, their clutching hugs and digging nails swimming in front of my eyes as things finally went quiet.

The quiet was more painful and oppressive than when I’d been tight to the bedroom door listening.  The sound of rustling sheets making me realize I might be discovered like this – sad cuck so desperate he’d not taken the hint of a locked door and had listened and wanked.  An indignity that would have been too much, forcing me to head back to our condo before discovery. 

Returning to our bed and pretending to sleep, but forcing myself to stay awake as I had a prurient, sick need to know how long it would be before Heather returned to our bed.  The answer – two more full hours of stressed, painful waiting.  Meaning he must have fucked her three or four times before she’d had sufficient fill of him to be interested in returning back to me.


Chapter 3

Morning, Friday 2nd January 2015 

In the morning of the second, it was very different than the day before.  The day before, she’d gone out of her way to show me how loving and appreciative she was for me letting her have her fun with Aleks right in front of me.  For me overcoming my fears and going down to clean her out after he’d cum in her.

But today she made out as if everything was normal.

“Oh, hey there, honey!  I made toast, eggs and coffee…”  She hardly bothered to look up from her morning iPad session.

As far as she was concerned, nothing ever happened.  We’d gone to bed together, woken up together – what had happened in between was to remain unspoken.  Anything that might or might not have happened was between the young firefighter and his new girlfriend Amy – it had nothing to do with her, and most certainly nothing to do with me. 

At least that was the fiction she wanted to maintain as she chuckled and commented on various photos from family and friends. 

Photos of family get togethers and cute young family goings on that made her think and talk about our own family plans.  “What do you think … is that going to be us next year?”

Photos of friends like us, still childless, enjoying drunken seasonal fun.  “I’m glad we had a good time New Year’s … next year could be a lot drier … a lot more tired!”

There was little work for us to do so we enjoyed a quiet day at home – only heading out mid-afternoon for a session at the gym and then a late, light lunch.

Normally so busy with our respective businesses, we both enjoyed a couple of hours curled up on the sofa heads in our respective books.  Heather hogging three quarters of the couch, her feet teasingly placed in my groin as I tried my best to concentrate on John Quincy Adams while she re-read an old John Grisham favorite of hers.

Thirty minutes of slowly reducing concentration as her feet did their best to torment me, followed by me dragging my smiling wife off to bed.  Twenty minutes of tender then energetic sex, a short shared shower that made me appreciate her sexy beauty all over again and then we were back where we’d been with Messrs. Adams and Grisham for a good couple of hours of proper concentration.

“Time for Rascal’s evening constitutional!” I smiled, looking forward to the chance to spend some time together and talk.

“If it’s all the same, I’ll stay in the warm … last thirty pages and the weather looks foul.  You don’t mind, do you, honey?”

“No, of course I don’t … see you in about an hour, enjoy the book!”  I did mind, but never mind, Heather would still be here when I got back.

Only the next time I saw Heather, she wasn’t on the couch, book in hand.  And she wasn’t Heather, she was Amy.

“Hey, Tim … Happy New Year!  Lovely to see you again.”  She and Aleks had been waiting to ambush me.  Timing their exit from the building to perfection. 

Aleks standing tall and broad in all his six-foot-five glory, holding the door open as I was forced to duck and pass under his arm as Rascal and I entered the lobby.  Where my beaming wife greeted me as she played her new role as Aleks’s girlfriend Amy to perfection.  Even giving me a chaste kiss on the cheek as she stepped past me and curled her arm through Aleks’s as they set off at pace so I’d not have a chance to question them.

“Fuck!”  I said under my breath.  This life, their games were going to be the death of me.  I struggled to believe my heart could stand another month of this mental water torture.  The drip-drip of daily torment would surely break me by the end of the month – however much part of me loved each new way they invented to spike things higher.

Unlike the first time they’d played this trick on me, I shouted after them.  Hoping to high heaven none of our neighbors would wonder what all the racket was and would look out and wonder why Heather was on Aleks’s arm rather than mine.

But they just ignored me – the only sign they’d even heard was a raised hand from Aleks.  In my mind I imagined it was a gesture designed to say ‘hey loser, don’t wait up.’

Knowing there was nothing I could do, I took myself back home and back to John Quincy Adams.  At least I did for the next couple of hours until my loneliness and needs got the better of me and I took to sitting on the large window sill in our main window.  Gazing down the pathway that led back to our apartment block, wondering when Heather and Aleks would return.

When they finally did return, I was too needy and too not-caring to even remove myself from the window.  They must have seen me sitting, waiting there, but they studiously ignored me.  The sharp winter air full of the sounds of their laughter as they walked back arm in arm, smiles plastered on both of their grinning faces.

I’d thought that was the end of it – my two and a half hours of torture come to an end – but it was another two hours until Heather finally crawled back into our bed.

Just like the last time they’d played the ‘Amy and Aleks’ game on me, I opened my arms and told her I needed her.  She didn’t say a thing – that was all part of the charade, the game – but she looked at me with deep love and none of the mischief I’d seen earlier, kissing me as my soul soared as we were back together again.

~~~~~    

Having lost Heather for way too much of Friday evening, I made damned sure she was going nowhere without me for the rest of the weekend.

Heather was smart enough to almost immediately pick up on it – my new, overly possessive attitude.  Always close at hand, always keeping an eye out for any little signs that she might be planning something.  Planning or finding some sneaky way to pop out and spend time with Aleks without me knowing or being involved.

When she did pick up on it, she started playing me at my own game.

“Just thought I’d head to the gym,” she smirked.

“Hang on, give me thirty seconds, I’ll be ready, I’ll come with you.”

“You sure you can be ready in thirty?” she asked, ostentatiously looking at her watch.  “I’m really in a hurry…”

I never made it in thirty seconds, but nonetheless I made her wait.

Later when it was time to walk Rascal, I threw his leash to her in a way that made it clear there’d be no repeat of her excuses and behavior from the night before. 

She just smirked.  “I am feeling kinda pooped … but I guess it’s only fair … after all, you did it last night … but if you wanted to stay home, honey, I’d understand.”

This time I smirked right back.  Delivering an unspoken message.  ‘Yeah, right … you think I’m falling for that … thirty seconds out the door you’ll be on your phone calling Lover Boy to see if he wants a walk and a whole lot more…’

That was pretty much how the whole weekend went – my beloved wife under my husbandly-imposed equivalent of a house arrest.  No visitors, no fraternization with fellow inmates and certainly nil by mouth and nil by pussy.  Except the bread and water diet her loving husband was able to provide – no Aleks-style Eastern European salami sausage for her this weekend.

~~~~~    

Monday and it was back to work for both of us which of course prevented a challenge.

It was one thing to keep the fox away from the hen in the hen house when we were both home and both on vacation – it was an altogether bigger challenge to achieve the same when we both had business meetings and work in our separate home offices.

The whole strain of being constantly on my guard was driving me crazy with stress.  Sitting inside my office, the muscles in my neck were soon painfully stiff from straining to hear any and every little sound from my wife’s office.  In my overloaded, feverish imagination - every call, every incoming message or tapping of the keyboards was a message between her and Aleks.  Never mind that my mind told me she was really busy with day one back at work workload, my paranoia had me thinking the opposite.

When I had to go out for two hours of lunch time meetings, I convinced myself she’d be gone by the time I came back.

When I did come back, unusually for recent weeks her office door was closed and listening carefully I could hear no sounds.  Inspecting our coat stand, a favorite jacket and pair of outdoor shoes were gone and I examined my feelings.  Realizing I felt a bewildering mix of arousal and dread at the thought she’d taken the first opportunity to skip out for a rendezvous with Aleks.

But inching the door open, my bewildering emotional confusion doubled as I saw her there sprawled out on her office couch working on her laptop.  Her favorite missing jacket covering her legs and the absent outdoor shoes inexplicably parked at the foot of the couch.

“Oh, hey, honey … I was feeling a little cold,” she smirked by way of explaining the unconventional leg covering she was using in our condo which she always set to seventy-three.  The teasing looks she’d given me telling me how happy she was that I’d fallen into her well-baited trap.

Come night time, we made love with zero mention of Aleks or anything unconventional and when some sixth sense woke me in the middle of the night, I felt my cock stiffening as I reached across and felt the empty bed next to me.

I resisted for a full five minutes before donning a full set of clothes (less obvious than a dressing gown if I bumped into someone) and sneaked up to the next level.

Only this time, Amy and Aleks had gone to the next level in terms of excluding me.  Whether or not ‘their’ bedroom door was locked was moot – the outer door to the apartment was most certainly locked and so I was denied even the pleasure and involvement of listening to the two of them having sex.

This was just for them – just for their mutual pleasure.  A fact that, along with the even more complete exclusion they’d foisted on me, just made my cock harder than ever.  Made me yearn for Heather even more, so that I could feel her warmth and soft skin next to me, feel her reassuring presence and reclaim her physically.

I’d woken at just before midnight and there was still no sign of Heather by two, when I felt my ability to stay awake start to flag.  She knew I always set my alarm and woke at six, so I set my alarm for five-thirty instead – thinking I’d catch her sneaking back in just a few minutes before six.

But as had become normal these last few weeks, between them Aleks and Heather had outthought me.  As my sleepy hand reached to turn off the alarm, I became aware of the warmth of Heather’s soft body snoozing next to my own.

Whether she’d been there three hours or three minutes, I had no way of knowing.  All I knew was I’d been once again outmaneuvered and outplayed in this new game that seemed to dominate our lives these days.  Thank heavens the intimidating new presence in our lives was heading back to San Diego at the end of the month.

As I turned over and started my first moves with Heather, all I got was a sleepy and not wholly satisfying response.

“Mmm … mmm … nice, honey … but need some more sleep … maybe later, babe…”

‘So, he got his … at least two hours’ worth, maybe more … but the poor old guy who promised to look after you in sickness and in health, he gets none.  Not even one … not even a consolation handjob!’

But even as I tormented myself with this thought, I was aware the whole suffering and denial theme was making me even harder.  We’d definitely revisit this before bedtime tonight.


Chapter 4

Early Jan, 2015

Later that Tuesday, I did reclaim my wife’s pussy.  Reclaimed with a vengeance.  Well, a vengeance of intent, even if the noises she made as I made her cum with my tongue and then fucked her with my mini-sized cock didn’t quite match the ear-defender levels Aleks managed to wring out of her lungs.

But, even so, as we headed off to sleep that Tuesday night, I did feel a whole lot more in control and happy.

Illusions and emotions which lasted a good ninety minutes until once again some strange, mid-sleep premonition caused me to wake up in the middle of the night.

Who was I kidding? ‘Mid-sleep premonition’!.  Waking up was the most predictable and rational thing in the universe.  Just as reaching across to find my ‘loving’ wife absent was as predictable as the sun rising in the east and setting in the west.

You’d think I’d have learned my lesson.

The night before I’d woken up thirty minutes before my normal time, only to find she’d outthought me and arrived back in time to be next to me when I woke.

So tonight I set my alarm thirty minutes earlier – not my normal six, nor the five-thirty from the night before, but at the ungodly hour of five in the morning.

Outcome – one hour less sleep than normal and a wife most likely feigning sleep as I reached across and through my befuddled, confused state again found the body that definitely hadn’t there in the middle of the night, miraculously back beside me by morning.

The only ‘victory’ for me? At least this time I’d not suffered the indignity of donning a full set of clothes in the middle of the night only to find I was again locked out and excluded from my wife’s middle of the night fun with her well hung boyfriend.

~~~~~    

My sense of ‘inception’ level confusion and dislocation from reality continued through the rest of the week.  Each day, each night seemed to follow the same or at least a similar pattern.  Heather was mine during the day – keeping an eye on her, keeping track of her straining all my senses and mental faculties.  Evening time we’d walk Rascal together – I’d insist on it, or at least hint so strongly she knew not to push the envelope – and then we’d make love. 

And she’d be as loving, connected and empathetic as a husband could ever hope for after fifteen years of marriage.

But by the middle of the night, her side of the bed would be empty – giving me the most painful of ulcer-like feelings in my gut.  Was she only so loving and empathetic because she was thinking of another man?  Thinking about the lover she’d later sneak out to be with.  To get her fill of the kind of amazing and fulfilling sex she had to grab while he was still here in Seattle.

Yet magically, she’d always manage to be back beside me by the start of the next day.

The only major interruption to this pattern happened on Friday evening.  An evening that sent my heart spinning and skidding in directions I’d hardly have imagined possible before the last few weeks.  

~~~~~    

The evening started pretty normal – the start of a happy, normal weekend I remember thinking.

I’d been out meeting a few of my college buddies for drinks and Heather was using the opportunity to have her friend Deborah around for drinks and a good chat as they’d not seen each other properly in ages.  The new presence of Aleks in our lives the main contributory factor for why my wife and her friend hadn’t caught up properly in such a long time.

Even though it was Friday night, none of my three college buddies could stay for more than a couple of drinks and so I ended up back home a lot sooner than Heather had been expecting.

Even before I’d opened the front door, I could hear the loud, high-pitched laughter of two professional women who – looking forward to two workless days of leisure – had imbibed too freely.

“Come on, sister!  If our friendship means anything at all to you, you’ll spill all the juicy details … I can see that special something, that special glow on your cheeks … whatever it is, you’ve been dying to tell me all evening … so come on, sister and spill!”

Deborah’s light-hearted invective just made the two of them burst out into laughter all over again … laughter that went on for an age before slowly dying down.  Replaced by a much quieter, much lower key but much more serious question.

“But seriously, H., we’ve always shared everything … when I caught Keith cheating on me, you were the only person I felt I could tell … we’ve always been like that … and now you’ve got something huge in your life and you’re not sharing … that kinda hurts, H. … really hurts.”

By now I’d silently closed the front door, hung up my scarf and coat and was in the hallway, holding my breath as I waited to see if Heather was going to share with her closest friend.   Share all about Aleks and what had been going on in our marriage.  A revelation that would make me feel two feet tall.  The thought that someone in our group of friends would now that Heather got far more pleasure out of fucking a guy other than me.  The thought that I not only knew but approved and enjoyed the set-up … how the hell would this make me look?  Because we all know that once one person knows, then it’s only a matter of time before the news spreads like wildfire.  The juicier the gossip, the faster it spreads … isn’t that a truth we all learn from kindergarten and up?

The silence was deafening.  The door was only slightly ajar so I couldn’t see her face, but I knew the silence meant she was thinking it through. 

Oh fuck!  Please don’t, honey … please don’t!

“If I tell you, you have to promise not to tell a soul … not even Keith.”

Oh, please no … no, honey.  But I knew she was going to tell Deborah.  Why else would she swear her to total secrecy?

“You’re not going to believe it,” she hadn’t even waited for Deborah’s promise of silence, so bad was her need to unburden herself, “I’ve got a lover … a young lover with a huge cock who’s made me feel things about sex I’ve never felt before…”

The oppressive silence returned.  Listening through the door was pure hell, unable to see reactions as my stomach flipped and somersaulted as I tried to work out what to do next.  Whether to go in and break it up before Heather revealed anything more?  Or whether to stay out on the grounds I might learn things I’d otherwise not know – things a woman would reveal to her closest girlfriend but not to her husband. 

Or to stay as the last few weeks had taught me I was an incurable masochist and voyeur and that if I didn’t intervene, the next few minutes would offer me a huge jolt of adrenaline and the weird pain-pleasure mix to which I was now clearly addicted.

I could picture Deborah staring in disbelief at her best friend.  Staring, trying to work out if it was for real – Heather’s face would say it was – and trying to work out what to say.

“Tim knows, doesn’t he?”  Wow, I didn’t see that coming!  “I always thought he might be one of those guys!”  Fuck, how the hell did Deborah know me better than I knew myself?  She obviously also knew her best friend well enough to know she’d never cheat on me, go behind my back – at least that thought brought some kind of comfort to me.  Something I desperately needed as knowing Deborah knew already had me shaking at the thought of just how long would it be until the news leaked into our wider social circle. ‘The juicier the gossip, the faster it spreads.’

“So, girlfriend … tell me all about this young hunk with the huge cock!  Who is he?  How did you meet him?  And exactly what do you mean by ‘who’s made me feel things about sex I’ve never felt before’ … you can’t leave me hanging there like that, girl … I need details … specifics … something to give me hope when Keith falls on top of me when he cums after two-minutes-forty-five-seconds…”

That was uncalled for, but Keith would have to fight his own battles as I was too busy worrying for myself – worrying about what home truths I was about to hear that might leave my ego even more battered and ravaged than it already was.  If that was a physical possibility.

The cloak of tormenting silence descended again, only this time it was much, much shorter.  Deborah had been right when right back at the beginning she’d called it - Heather was fit to explode, desperate to share and unburden herself to someone other than me.

“His name’s Aleks … he’s twenty-five … he’s a firefighter who’s here for a few months before he heads back to San Diego … he’s six-foot-five, got piercing blue eyes and a smile to die for … and he’s blessed with the thickest of nine-inch cocks and boy does he know how to use it!”

Eulogy over, I could just picture the excited glow on my wife’s face.  How embarrassing, how eviscerating that she was talking in such glowing, besotted terms about a man other than me.  A man nearly sixteen years my junior … a man who could make my wife cum with his cock almost on demand …. Something beyond me for several years now.  But however much I wanted to curl up into a ball as the words hammered into my head, I was ashamed to feel the warm spreading feeling of enjoyment seeping through my body.

Having Heather tease and torment me about her and Aleks had been base camp.  After some resistance, I’d even learned to enjoy and accept Aleks joining Heather in this game.  But now the thought Heather and her best friend Deborah were sharing these secrets just layered on an even deeper and more thrilling level of pain. 

It was the equivalent of a huge ice cream sundae – already piled high with sprinkles and sauces and whipped cream – having an extra thirty second dollop of caramel sauce loaded on until it was swimming in the stuff.

Taking a deep breath and sinking to the hallway floor, I tried to mentally prepare myself.  What I was likely to hear I’d heard as part of love play between Heather and me. 

But then I’d been able to soften the blow by telling myself maybe she was exaggerating it to heighten our pleasure.

But this, this would be totally different.  This would be pure, unvarnished truth.  No way she knew I was outside listening.  This would be pure girl-to-girl confessional.  Heather getting mental and emotional relief by sharing with her best friend things she couldn’t even share with me or Aleks.  A thought that made me hug my knees up into my chest and chin as I readied myself for the worst.

~~~~~    

Her voice low and conspiratorial, having been given the pen portrait bio of Aleks, like an obsessive addict, Deborah went laser-like back to what she really wanted to talk about.  What all women married for more than a decade want to talk about.  “Okay, so that’s his wiki entry dealt with … now, what about the sex … you said he’s made you feel things about sex you’ve never felt before’ … and that’s after what Kent gave you at college … and, as I recall, he was already a pretty high bar to beat!”

Fuck!  Just what I needed to hear!  I wasn’t even number two in my wife’s all-time favorites!  If I was coming in at three I’d be doing pretty well right now…

These silences were becoming annoying now.  But I got it.  Even through the solid door that separated us, I could picture my wife’s thoughtful face as she tried to find just the right words to capture and share her feelings.  This was a complex thing she was discussing.  Fifteen years of monogamy and sexual happiness remapped and reengineered in a matter of days and weeks.

We both still talked about our starting our family as the main focus for our lives, but there was no getting away from the idea that the last few weeks had raised fundamental questions, fundamental new experiences.

“What can I say, Debs,” she finally volunteered, her voice as low and conspiratorial as her friend’s. 

“It’s everything … the whole package … even if things were fresher and newer between Tim and me, Aleks would still just be on a totally different plane … he rocks my world … leave aside the size of his cock, he’s just so manly, and those blue eyes of his … wow … just fucking wow!”

“It’s like he can look right into my soul … I’ve never felt that way with any man before … not with Tim … not with Kent, not with anyone … and I’m sure it’s because he’s so strong, so large … I’ve had plenty of boyfriends before Tim, but I’ve never been with a guy with as big a body as Aleks before … I feel so tiny, so delicate and feminine when I’m with him … I just feel so amazing, want to give myself to him so totally …”

This was worse than I thought.  I’d thought I’d been ready to hear, but it was both worse and more exciting.  The demons inside me tearing away and feasting on the raw meat my wife was sharing with her friend – unaware that her baring of her soul was crucifying her husband in direction proportion to how hard her words made my cock.

“And then, there’s his cock,” she continued, “it’s just so big, I love holding it, feeling its power … its size … when it throbs in my hand, I feel myself swoon … can’t wait for him to put it in … it’s like it’s the definition of life-force, of masculinity…”

“And then he puts it in … it’s so different … even than Kent, definitely than Tim … Tim slides in so easily … with Aleks, it’s likely an industrial operation … like heavy-lifting, he slides in slowly … going so deep, stretching my vulva, then stretching my walls, unfurling my pussy all the way … I swear, each time it takes him a few minutes to get himself all the way in … then, boy oh boy, when he starts fucking me … it’s like one long orgasm … it’s like one of those cartoons where you keep seeing stars bursting in front of your eyes…”

“Oh, wow,” her girlfriend accomplice chipped in, “that sounds utterly amazing … but aren’t you worried about how Tim will feel about this … about how you’ll feel about all of this in the long run…”

“Tim … no … Tim’s totally onboard … loves it … loves the games we play, loves that I’m getting such amazing pleasure…”

And then she went quiet, her words trailing off.  A deathly quiet that really worried me.  My wife unable to answer the second part of the question Deborah had posed her – about whether in the long run me not being able to give her sex like this might not weaken our marriage.

~~~~~   

Maybe it was for the best, but right at this crucial juncture Deborah’s phone rang, the conversation indicating that Keith was nearby and wondered if she wanted a ride home.  Net outcome, he’d be here in ten minutes, meaning I had to pretend I’d just arrived and, more difficult, pretend I’d not heard all the things I’d just heard. 

Although, with all the Aleks and Amy games going on in the middle of the night, pretending I didn’t know stuff which I did know was rapidly becoming second nature for me!

At least when Keith did arrive, the conversation was all conventional and normal – no hint of what Deborah would likely share with her husband once they were safely out of earshot.  Or maybe I was doing her a disservice – maybe the sanctity of the confessional between her and her bestie would weigh more heavily than the pleasure of sharing the juiciest of gossip.

But even so, even after they’d left, the mere thought of what they might be discussing as they drove home and cuddled in bed sent a shiver of fear mixed with anticipation through my confused brain.

But it was nothing compared to what went through my brain ine the early part of Saturday morning.


Chapter 5

Friday January 9th 2015

After Deborah and Keith had left, my half-drunk wife wasted little time in making amorous approaches – and who was I to say no?  Even with her recent words about how my love making wasn’t a patch on Aleks’s still ringing in my ears!

No sooner had we finished, than she was deep asleep. My last thought before I joined her being that surely her fatigue and the effects of the booze would, for once, put a stop to her middle-of-the-night secret assignations with Aleks.

But when I woke in the middle of the night, again there was no sign of her.  Shit, the last few days I’d gotten used to it, but given the state she’d been in, I’d have bet money tonight would be a ‘staying at home’ night.

I was a little pissed and disappointed, but I was also becoming increasingly adjusted to this new part of my life.  And that combined with my need for sleep meant I was soon back sleeping.

~~~~~      

Waking in the morning, I reached over and found a cold, empty Heather-side of the bed.  

I went into full-on emotional meltdown.

‘Where the hell is she?’  being the first, panicky question conjured by my brain before I chastised myself for being so stupid.  It was crystal clear where she was.

The question wasn’t ‘where is she’. 

The question was ‘what does this mean’ – what’s the significance of, for the first time ever, Heather deciding she either didn’t care or didn’t want to come back before I woke.  What was the significance that having extra time with Aleks, having the pleasure of sleeping in his arms and waking up next to him took precedence over playing the game, keeping the nighttime trysts secret and took priority over my need for my wife.

But even as I was starting to freak out at the possible implications of her absence, I was aware of the embarrassing hardening of my groin.

Was this me now?  Was there nothing too low, too abject that the demons in my soul wouldn’t lap up the suffering and ask for more? 

Fuck!  Surely this wasn’t what life held for me now!  Heather and I had been meant to be focusing on starting a family – not finding new and more depraved ways to take our sex life off the straight and narrow!

Just as the currents of despair, disgust and despondency were starting to overwhelm my aching cock, my phone pinged with an incoming message.  A message from a number I didn’t recognize.

‘Hey Tim … hope you don’t mind me disturbing your Saturday morning … this is Amy, and I’m upstairs making breakfast for Aleks and he happened to mention Heather’s away with girlfriends and that you’re all alone … Aleks and I wondered if, as you’re all alone, you might like to join us for breakfast? A x’

Shit!  I don’t know what hit me harder first.  The message itself or the fact that my wife was so obsessed by her role as Aleks’s girlfriend Amy that she’d even gone out and bought herself a new phone and number – the phone she used for her ‘real life’ lying idle on her nightstand.  Staring back at me, yet another reminder of how deep we’d sunk into the strange, troubling caves of this new game.

‘Real life’?  Who was I kidding.  Her life with Aleks as his girlfriend Amy was as real as anything she and I had in our lives one floor down. 

Her and my life together might have been more ‘real’ in the sense that we had more hours together.  But I suspect that if I’d have been able to measure which of her two lives gave her more excitement and pleasure right now, I’d have been utterly humiliated by the answer.

~~~~~     

Slowly I dragged myself out of my pit of self-doubt and considered the message itself.

Wasn’t this a good thing?  Didn’t it mean she’d not forgotten me at all?  In fact, quite the contrary – she was working hard to find new ways to both spice up the game I’d wanted her to play and to also keep me involved.

Yeah, right, Tim … you tell yourself that if you want to!  Go on fooling yourself!  Fool me once … fool me twice…

Another voice in my head told me to stop prevaricating, to make up my mind and reply.

Hhhh … shit!  How to reply?

Call her back?  Tell her to forget it, to come on back home, leaving her in no doubt as to where I expected her priorities to be this weekend.

Who was I kidding?  My reply was pre-set the moment she sent the message and I read it.

‘That sounds great!  Shall I come up now?  T x’

I couldn’t have sounded more craven and desperate if I’d tried!  A fact brought home to me by my wife’s reply.

‘Hold your horses there, Timbo … forgive my directness, but my BF has got a bad case of morning wood I need to care of first … I’ll text you when the coast’s clear, A x’

That was me put in my place.  That was me rapidly stamping down on those voices in my head which had said this whole thing had been Heather’s way of involving me and showing me that it was me rather than Aleks who continued to be her number one priority.

~~~~~    

It was only after an hour of hand-wringing, sweating waiting that I was finally able to respond to my wife’s ‘here boy’ text and wrap eagerly on the front door she and Aleks had been sharing for the last few hours.

“Hey, Tim … great to see you,” she beamed as she pecked me chastely on the cheek, giving every impression that ours was the shallow, transient friendship.  That it was her and Aleks who shared something deeper and more meaningful.

“Come in, grab some food,” she said, waving a hand as she ushered me to the table. 

“I waited, but I’m afraid greedy guts over there,” she said, smiling indulgently at a very full and satisfied looking Aleks, “couldn’t control his appetite … no surprise there … you know what he’s like with his appetites!”

I had to back up a little as Heather walked past on the way to the kitchen - only to find her giggling loudly as ‘greedy guts’ showed his appetite for another type of breakfast meat.  Grabbing her by the wrist as she passed and pulling her to sit on his lap as his muscular and oversized forearms wrapped tightly around her waist.

“Hey, Timbo,” fuck, I hated that name, a lump forming in my throat, “great to see you again … seems like forever … no, wait … you were walking Rascal the other night … I remember now!”

Like you ever forgot, you fucker.  Another shotgun barrel blasted to my gut, I’m sure you remember every moment of that encounter.  Just like you’d remember this one.

For the next few minutes there was nothing much but some faked, idle chitchat as my wife in her new starring role as Aleks’s girlfriend Amy sat contentedly smiling and occasionally chirping away as the six-and-a-half foot firefighter held her in place on his lap.  Like she was some domesticated pet of his – not that she was exactly protesting!

All the time we were talking – mostly him and me – it was like my head had a razor wire divider down the middle.  Half my head focusing on answering and asking polite questions, the other half beating itself up with balled up fists, asking itself how the hell I’d managed to let things come this far?  All the time these warring parts of my personality trying to deny that my veins were swimming in adrenaline and dopamine, that however much I hated what they were inflicting on me, I had a hard on that could have driven nails into hardened cement.

“Anyway, Timbo,” his voice and face telling me he was at the point of revealing why they’d invited me here, “when I bumped into Heather the other day … I’m sure she told me she’d be out of town all weekend … something about visiting with an old friend while she was still in Seattle.”

“Have I got that right, Amy?” turning her head leftwards so even sitting side saddle she was now looking deep into his blue eyes before she turned to me.

“Yeah, virtually word for word,” she grinned, “so what you gonna do with yourself this weekend, Tim?  Didn’t she mention something about her dad buying you a great book to read?  Something about Thomas Jefferson or some such?”

“John Quincy Adams, actually,” I replied, unable to help myself, answering the narrow, fake question rather than addressing the elephant in the room.  She’d baited me and lured me in and now it was too late to ask what I really wanted to ask – ‘just what the hell’s going on here?’

“Sounds fun,” she teased some more as she started clearing up the table, “have you got much left to read?”  Was she trying to get rid of me as she ferried back and forth and loaded the dishwasher?

Feeling thoroughly disoriented and confused, wanting to say so much and ask so many questions but now not knowing where or how to start, I loitered like that guest at the end of the party who doesn’t know the right etiquette of when to leave.  I was like a puppy dog in grown human form, not wanting to leave the company of the two people who were so obviously in control.

For a good hour plus I made small talk, occasionally catching the odd shared glance between the two of them.  It was like their shared, smiling glances were asking ‘is this guy for real?  Can’t he take a hint?  Or at least burst the bubble and ask what he so desperately wants to know?’

“Well, Timbo … don’t want to be rude or anything, but I’m afraid we’re going to have to dispatch you back into the loving bosom of John Quincy Adams!  Ames and I have plans … we’re heading out to meet some friends of mine … Vlad and Paulie … come to think of it, I think you and Heather have met them … you remember, they were the guys who got Heather to play strip poker and who wanted to test your lovely wife’s commitment to her wedding vows!”

Fuck, you bastard!  I was already struggling enough here … Heather absent in the morning, staying for her first overnighter with you … then this gaslighting, mind fuck of a supposedly friendly breakfast with Amy – with Amy sat on your lap, sat on your huge dick … and then you spring this on me … the thought that you and Heather will be meeting up with two guys who’d probably pay a small fortune to get inside my wife’s panties!  Fuck, if this continued I’d be a gibbering wreck by the end of the day!

“Timbo?” he called insistently, breaking into my reverie as I had to shake my head to clear my memories, return to the here and now.

“Urgh … yes, I remember, Paulie and Vlad, remember that evening…”

“Well, you’ll understand then … when I told them how similar my Amy is to your Heather … they wouldn’t take no for an answer until I promised to introduce them to this amazing creature I’m proud to call my girlfriend,” he grinned, catching my passing wife again.  This time wrapping her up in his arms as he kissed her, forcing his tongue deep into her very willing mouth.

My face must have emitted a stunned look as I stared at them kissing before they finally broke for air.

“Not in front of Tim,” my blushing, out of breath wife giggled. I knew she didn’t mean it cruelly, but she may as well have belittled me with the words ‘not in front of the children.’  

Continuing to stare at them, I must have presented quite a picture.  A perfect picture of confused feelings and emotions.

“Ah, don’t be so prissy, Ames … remember that night you let Timbo watch while I boned you good and hard?  Remember, he even licked you out … cleaned you up after I’d come in you!”

That earned him a slap from my blushing wife.  But a slap accompanied by a fit of giggles – she obviously wasn’t that upset!

Ignoring my own burning embarrassment, I looked at them with puppy dog eyes.  Eyes that said ‘please, don’t dismiss me, please don’t break the link … I need to stay connected … I want to watch, need to watch.’

But all I got back from Aleks was a stern look, a stern eye contact that told me he knew exactly what I wanted, but that he wasn’t prepared to give it to me.  That this wasn’t part of his plan – at least not for now, not until he’d made me work a damn sight harder for it.  Not until he’d made me accept a whole lot more teasing and taunting and belittling from him and from my wife, for any parts he could get her to join in with.

The look that passed between them – a loving, devoted look, all part of the game – emphasizing the point that they were in this game together.  Only after this shared look did Heather-Amy turn to me and give me a slightly softer, more encouraging look than Aleks had.

“Sorry, Timbo … I don’t mean to rush you, but me and the boys have got a table booked … and they’ll never forgive me if I keep this beautiful creature away from them for a moment more than’s necessary.  Hell, who knows, next time we’re in a burning building together … they might just leave me in there … so as they get a crack at comforting the grieving widow!”

And to think I’d thought he was just some dumb, over-muscled, under-brained gym monkey!

Just a few short words, but layered into them were so many fear-inducing, excitement-causing meanings.  The threats and intimidation that it was no longer just Aleks I had to be fearful of – that there were two other wolves on the prowl!  The none too subtle reference that if he perished, that would leave my wife as a widow, meaning she was closer to him than she was to me now!

Oh fuck!  My mind was spinning.  I wanted just the simple pleasure of watching my wife together with this other man, but instead what he offered me was mental torture and confusion.  Paired up with the fact of being dismissed and having to spend the rest of the afternoon wondering at what was happening.  Wondering not just about my wife and Aleks, but also wondering if what he’d said about Paulie and Vlad was just hot air and mirrors.


Chapter 6

Saturday January 10th 2015

Trudging back to our one-person condo, I felt like a shell-shocked soldier wandering back through no man’s land, dazed from an especially long artillery barrage.  Wondering what the loving couple would hit me with next?

For the next ten minutes, I was head in hands in our kitchen – questioning how things had moved so quickly from last night’s girly-girly chat between Heather and Deborah to this?  This – an absent wife and all the signals that it would be several long hours before the woman I loved would be back by my side. 

My wife not just absent for her first full overnight sleepover with her young lover.  But that already lengthy period extended through the cruelest, cleverest of games to give the two of them even more time together.  To keep me and Heather apart even longer.

When Aleks had teased me with his made-up conversation with Heather, he’d said that she had told him she’d be out of town ‘all weekend’.  A set of words my wife, in her role as Amy, had exactly mirrored when she’d asked me what I was going to do with myself ‘all weekend’.

Damn!  They couldn’t be for real.  Could they?  Was a sleepover not enough for them?  Were they really planning on taking the whole weekend to spend together?

As the waves of doubt and fear started lapping at my ankles, my phone pinged with a message from Heather.  From Heather’s phone.

How the hell had that happened?  Wasn’t my wife’s phone on her night stand? It certainly had … no wait, looking over, it was gone … how the hell?

Then it dawned on me.

There had been just a handful of minutes when Amy had supposedly disappeared to the kitchen.  The kitchen which had a door to the hall, to the hall next to the front door.

While Aleks had held my attention with all this talk of Paulie and Vlad, she’d snuck down and snatched the phone.  Giving her one more mechanism to test me up even further. Winding me up like some over tight clockwork toy ready to pop.

Never mind all that shit, what the hell did the text say?  The text they’d so carefully flagged as being sent by Heather rather than by Amy.

‘Hi, honey … sorry for the sudden absence … one of my friends is having a personal crisis … called me and said they urgently needed to see me … know you’ll understand … see you as soon as I can … text me if anything urgent … love you always, H xxx’

Reading her text … re-reading her text was like a warm, soothing balm spreading into every corner of my body.  It was exactly what I needed to hear.  The mere fact of a communication from Heather as herself rather than Heather making out to be Amy made me feel calmer and less rattled. 

I knew my smart, wonderfully clever wife well enough to decode her message.  ‘Text me if anything urgent’ was her code for ‘honey, If you can’t cope, text me and I’ll be back by your side like a shot’.  In her own unique, loving way she was placing a ‘break glass in case of emergency’ alarm bell within reach, just in case I couldn’t cope with this next step in the game.

She was making me a promise - even if both of us knew it was a chip she didn’t want me to call in.  It was the same promise she’d made right back at the beginning.  ‘Yes, Tim, I want this … I want Aleks, I’ve finally met a guy I want enough to make your fantasy come true … but I’ll stop it any time, if that’s what you want…’

I thought long and hard about how to answer her text.

In the end I went with a simple and heart-felt reply.

“Thanks, babe.  Just what I needed to know and hear.  Make sure your friend gets what they need.  I’ll let you know if I need you.  Love you and miss you, always, T xxx’

Both of us studiously avoiding using either feminine or masculine pronouns as we danced around the topic of the sex of her friend.  My text to her earning me just the kind of reply I wanted.

“Thanks honey, love you always, H xxx’

Reassuring, heart-felt and straight to the point.  That was my Heather.  My Heather, his Amy :(

~~~~~     

Our exchange of messages took the edge off the tension and angst I was feeling for precisely five minutes!

Because, like a dog with a bone, I was soon worrying myself about the question of what Heather and Aleks’s plans were.

Were they really headed out to meet up with Paulie and Vlad for lunch – as they were so hungry to meet Amy?  Or had that just been a tissue of lies to get rid of me, so my wife and Aleks could get what they’d wanted all along – more time together.  More time together, more time than their sleepover, more time without me looking and staring.

The hands on our living room clock seemed to move with the agility of an arthritic snail as I stared and stared, every minute-long movement seeming like a full hour.

Were they deliberately taunting me?  Was that their plan?  Were they sitting up there right now, laughing and smirking to themselves? ‘Poor old Tim … poor old Timbo … wonder how bad it is for him?  Hey, maybe the worse it gets, the more he likes it.  Wonder if he’s playing with himself?’

All this self-torturing introspection was interrupted by my phone pinging twice.

The first message from Heather’s number.

‘Hi, honey, just wanted to let you know that if you’re poking around in our bedroom and come across a key you don’t recognize, it’s a key to Aleks and Amy’s place … they asked us to look after it, in case of emergency … just thought I’d let you know, didn’t want you throwing it out as junk!  H xxx’

Damn!  Another multi-layered message to decode.  But before I’d had a chance to start overthinking, a message arrived from Amy’s number.

‘Hi, Tim, Aleks and I have gone out and I can’t find my purse.  I think I left it in our place.  Would you be a dear and pop up and see if it is in our living room?  Just text me back when you know, A x’

What the hell?  Aleks and her weren’t out … they could look themselves.

Oh, Tim … you slow fool!  They’re inviting you up to play some new game!  Surely some kind of Pavlovian reward for playing along, for letting them have their extra time together.

My thin reserves of self-respect thought about some kind of resistance for a full two seconds before I was rummaging in Amy’s night stand to find the key that would let me back into their company.

One minutes later I was standing at their doorway, the key in the lock, but suddenly struck by doubt and hesitation and doubt, wondering what lay on the other side of the door, wondering what version of the game they planned on playing on me today.  Their options virtually limitless in terms of how they might tease or involve me.  Giving or withholding involvement depending on how their mood took them and what objectives they might be trying to achieve.

Even though part of me wanted to turn tail and run, deep down I knew I was too addicted.  Instead, I took one final deep breath, slowly turned the key and headed into the lion’s den.

~~~~~    

The living room was dark. 

It wasn’t even noon time yet, but they’d drawn the shades, which combined with only the weakest of winter sun meant I was squinting and peering to make out what or who was in the room.

The room was empty – a second peering look confirming this just as I heard the quietest of moans from the bedroom.  A high-pitched, soft, feminine moan.  The moan of a woman being sexually stimulated.

“Please … please baby … don’t make me wait,” Heather’s voice whined, “put it in now … I need you … need you inside me.”

She sighed and then squealed, with more begging sounds not far behind.  The door was closed shut, so I could only guess.  But whatever it was he was doing to my wife, it was driving her crazy with lust and desire.  Probably stroking the fat crown of his huge cock up and down the entrance to her body – teasing and giving her a taste, but stopping short of giving her what she needed.

“You know the rules,” he growled arrogantly.

“You’ll get your sugar when you tell Timbo listening out there,” his voice suddenly raised several decibels as I blushed at being called out this way, “what it is you need right now … hiya, Timbo, hope you’re enjoying the show … try not to cum all over our carpet this time!”

Fuck, my skin was burning with shame … my blood starting to boil as I tried the door … no dice, locked … only distracted from my seething temper when I heard my wife start to beg.  Start to beg shamelessly.

“Tell him, honey … tell him…”

“Fuck you, Aleks … okay, I give in … yes, yes you’re the best I’ve ever had …”

“You love my cock?”

“Yes, I love your cock,” her quiet, tearful sounding voice added.

“Can’t live without it?”

“Can’t live without it,” the shame and surrender sounding clear.

“Much, much better than any cock a guy like Timbo or your husband could ever give you…”

“Mmm … you know it,” the sound of her voice slightly different this time, as if he’d pushed his cock just a little way in, a small reward for the way she’d humbled herself.

“Good girl,” he said full on deadpan, followed by a full-on feminine squeal of fulfilment.

Even with a solid door in the way, I knew that was the sound of my wife happily stretched wide by the full, fat nine inches of the young firefighter’s oversized cock.

For the next few minutes all I heard were my wife’s loud and excited shouts of sexual fulfilment as she moaned and groaned.  All the time her young six-foot-five lover remained quiet.  The most silent of sexual assassins as he fucked Heather towards a noisy orgasm.

Then it all came to a sudden stop.

“What?” disbelief clear in her voice.

“We’re gonna be late for Vlad and Paulie … sorry, babe … we really need to get going …”

“I was right on the edge … right there.”  She sounded like she was going to break down in tears, she really did.

“Sorry, babe … there’ll be plenty of time for that later … we have all weekend, remember … come on, put some clothes on, promise I’ll make it up to you later! Okay?”

A short pause, then Heather’s sad, needy voice.  “Okay.”

“Good,” Aleks replied softly before raising his voice again.  “Hey, Timbo … if you did cum, you got a few minutes to clear up your mess and skedaddle, otherwise I’ll have to kick your butt … don’t want you embarrassing my lady friend … watching once was enough, so pull your pants back up and if you’re a good boy, maybe Amy and me will invite you up for breakfast Sunday as well …”

My blood was boiling all over again.  That and my embarrassment making my face as red as a baboon’s ass.  It was ‘flight or fight’ time … or something in the middle.  I was pretty sure that – even despite her sexual frustration – if I told Aleks he’d pushed things too far again, Heather would follow me home. 

Given his size and age advantage over me, I may not have been able to whip him in a fight, but I could certainly rain on his parade by taking his new toy away from him.

~~~~~    

All kinds of thoughts went through my head for the next few minutes as I heard the sounds of them showering and then clothes being put back on.  All the while the conversation, or what there was of it, kept at a subdued volume that meant I couldn’t hear – however hard I tried.  Until finally I heard words which were impossible not to hear.

“Amy’s just brushing her hair … we’ll be out in three … decision’s yours, buddy-boy … if Amy’s all embarrassed, she’ll definitely be feeling less sociable, more in a private frame of mind…”

I’m ashamed to admit that the combination of the last quarter of an hour for my seething blood to cool and his non too subtle threat of cutting back my voyeur privileges did the trick.

Rather than staying and either confronting them or even having some kind of dialogue of equals, almost on autopilot I found myself scuttling away as I heard their final preparations.

Was this who I’d become?  Slowly and surely bent into shape by a mix of my own kinky desires and the skill with which Heather and Aleks were playing on these newly discovered truths.

Less than a month ago I’d stood up to him when he’d pushed me too far, but now it was like I was happy to play this newly submissive and diminished role – just so long as they fed my demons enough red meat to keep my lust edging along.

~~~~~    

Just moments later I was like some sweating junkie as I stood ear cocked just inside our cracked open front door – on edge and jittery as I listened for the unmistakable whirr of the elevator motor that would signify the two of them were on their way down.

I don’t know which was worse.  The way I’d scuttled away when Aleks had teased me about cumming on ‘their’ carpet before they’d unlocked their bedroom door, or the way I was now twitching at the shades as I tried to remain unseen as I waited to see them emerge and head off to lunch.  To their supposed lunchtime rendezvous with Aleks’s two co-workers, Vlad and Paulie.

I didn’t have long to wait … there they were!

Why the hell was I so excited as I watched them, collars up against the bitter cold and arm in arm for emotional and physical warmth, as they scurried quickly away towards the footpath’s exit gate.  The size difference – both height and width – somehow adding to my excitement.  Beauty and the Beast, the age-old stereotypes made flesh in the persons of my wife and her intimidatingly large young lover.

Why the hell was my cock so hard as I watched my wife disappear with another man?  Disappearing to meet other men!  The question angry in my head even as my brain hissed the answer I so often wanted to deny – that this was the new and powerful truth that I loved this strangely painful act of self-harm.

~~~~~    

It was a good quarter of an hour from when Aleks’s towering figure and my more diminutive wife disappeared until my antsy-ness had reduced enough to allow me to sit and pick up where I’d left off with John Quincy Adams.

And even then, I was so mentally distracted that I was reading with the speed and concentration of a five-year-old.  I doubt I managed more than three or four pages over the next hour or so until my phone pinged.  A sound that had me on edge all over again.  Was it Heather, Amy or Aleks who was contacting me now?  All of which would have slightly different meanings.

It was a message from Amy.  A message accompanied by a text.

‘Hey, Tim, sorry Aleks was such a killjoy earlier, not letting you watch our fun!  I do know how you love to watch, especially with Heather being away ALL weekend and you all alone and frustrated!  Think Aleks was a bit stressed and jealous about me spending time with his buddies … he can be a bit insecure like that!  Anyway, hopefully these will make up for earlier :) :)  A xxx’

Fuck!  He’s stressed and jealous!  About my wife spending time with other men!  Has the world gone totally insane?  If anyone should be jealous and stressed, it should be your husband, Amy … instead your boyfriend’s stressed and acting all possessive and I’m sitting here trying to read all about the sixth president of the USA whilst the front of my pants are tenting fit to burst!

Damn!  I’d always known I’d married up.  And while she’d been busy deploying this talent to building her business and saving her clients their tax dollars, all had gone swimmingly.  But now my super smart wife was deploying those same talents for the express purpose of driving me insane with a potent mix of need and pain, it felt like the walls of my world were closing in with an ever-accelerating velocity.

And these were my thoughts before I read the single word attached to the image she’d sent me.

‘Ready? A xxx’

A good question, but not one which affected the speed at which I opened the attachment.  I wasn’t ready, but I was too consumed by lust and loneliness to allow a small detail like that to get in the way!

Shit!  The attachment wasn’t just an image, it was a short video, a short video that knocked the wind out of me.

I’d thought they’d just been going for lunch, but the video showed a laughing, happy Heather sandwiched between the equally jovial and smiling faces of Vlad and Paulie. 

Though neither the blond Vlad nor olive-skinned, dark-haired Paulie were quite as tall and wide as Aleks, I’d forgotten just how big they both were.  At five-foot-five, my beautiful blonde wife seemed dwarfed by their hulking bodies as the three of them sat as close as they could get. Heather in the center with Vlad and Paulie on her right and left.  The three of them sat at a red leather horseshoe bench seat in what looked like a bar, as far as I could see in the dimmed lights.

“Doesn’t she look hot, Timbo,” Aleks’s deep voice narrated from behind the lens, “my sexy girlfriend, Amy!  Hey Amy, smile for the camera, tell Timmy how you’re loving it … what a great time you’re having!”

“Hey, Tim … Aleks is right … we’re having a wonderful time … drinking a little too much, but Vlad and Paulie seem such nice guys … they’re making me feel so welcome … I really wish Aleks wasn’t so insecure and jealous and would have let me meet his friends earlier!”

Fuck, wasn’t she already doing enough to drive me over the edge!  She had met them before!  Playing strip poker in his condo, they’d have seduced her if I’d not arrived just in time to whisk her back to safety!

“Just remember who you belong to now, Amy-kins … whose girlfriend your are,” the voice from behind the lens added, dripping a little upset and menace in his tone.

Amy just giggled and ignored her boyfriend’s jealousy.  If anything, it just spurred her on to pull the two hunky firemen closer to her.  The two young guys happy to sandwich her as tightly as they could.  Adventurous enough to each place a hand under one of Heather’s boobs to cup themselves a feel in the darkened bar.  Seemingly more worried about Aleks’s reaction than the reaction of the venue’s management.  Certainly more worried than they were about Heather’s reaction as she was smiling and laughing, an arm around each of their necks as she savored the feel of their hands fondling her through the thin material of her blouse and bra.

“Yes, baby … anything you say, lover,” she smiled, moaning softly at the twin male attention to her boobs, slightly slurring her words which fit with the many empty glasses on the table in front of them.  The table showing far more empty wine glasses than beer glasses.  Suggesting the three young firefighters had used generous portions of lunchtime alcohol to help overcome any remaining inhibitions my wife might have.

~~~~~    

The video ended just as quickly as it started.  Leaving me alone with my thoughts in the oppressive quietness of our condo.  Thoughts that centered on whether this was all just another bluff, another part of the mind games Aleks and Heather were using to torture me, or whether things really were as they seemed with Paulie and Vlad.

These and similar thoughts whizzed around my head for the next hour plus.  Whenever the temperature of my stressed brain cooled a little, as if by magic another image would arrive.  No words needed, the images spoke for themselves.

The first image showing my wife blond Vlad – blond Vlad with his high, Slavic cheekbones.  The second image just a few minutes later showing her then blessing Paulie with the same gift.  The images showing both kisses were full-throated, open-mouthed passionate kisses.  Each image showing four hands just as active as their tongues and lips as they explored each other’s bodies.

Similar images followed, only this time they’d left the privacy of the seating area as Heather took it in turn to smooch and make out first with Paulie while they danced close, then with Vlad.

Heather looked sexy and happy in all the images, the only thing that surprised me being there was no sign of Aleks in any of the images.  Bearing in mind what Heather had said about him being jealous and possessive about her – even with his two closest buddies – the fact he was allowing them to take such liberties with Heather was perplexing.

A mystery I only got an answer to when the phone went silent before thirty minutes later I heard the sound of laughter from the footpath that entered our compound.  High-pitched female laughter mixed in with the deeper, more bass sounds of male voices.


Chapter 7
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From the loudness of her giggling laughter, Heather was definitely half-cut as she walked in the middle between Paulie and Vlad – Aleks inexplicably walking in front of the three of them like he was pissed off and sulking at the antics of my wife and his two buddies.  Even though he’d been the one to make it all happen!

His friends and Heather were almost all as loud as each other, the raucous sounds of their laughter echoing around the tiled lobby area and so loud they reached up all the way to the sixth floor as they waited for the elevator.

As I cracked the door and listened for the whine of the elevator motor, I could even hear the cacophony of drunken sounds moving upwards and towards me from the shaft and ascending metal box – only Aleks’s voice remaining unheard and absent.

The sounds stopped and suddenly became a lot louder – the elevator door had opened!  My heart leaping into my throat as I pushed the door shut and looked around with a panicked mind.  Where could I hide?  What could I pretend to do?  No way could I face up to the drunken derision of these three young studs!  It was bad enough when it was just Aleks playing mind games and mocking me … but him times three … that was way more than I’d ever be able to cope with!

The only solution was to scuttle away and into our inner sanctum.  The inner sanctum of our bedroom, then even further – into our en-suite bathroom.  A room I could safely secure by locking myself inside – feigning some illness or upset stomach until they lost interest and headed up to Aleks’s place on the floor above.  After all, you can’t kick sand in the little kid’s face if you can’t find him!

~~~~~    

From within the depths of my hidey-hole, everything was quiet.  Even allowing for the distance and the effects of the multiple doors, it was quieter than I expected as I waited with baited breath for the inevitable loud male voices calling me out to face the music.  To face what I’d thought I’d prevented weeks ago, but which now looked nothing more than just a brief postponement.  To face Vlad and Paulie continuing what they’d started in the bar – even over the sullen objections of their friend.

With the alcohol she’d consumed, Heather opened the door noisily and appeared to bang into something.

“Tim, honey?  Tim … where are you?” she slurred.

But her’s was the only voice I heard.  There were no trailing, equally drunk male voices, which confused me.

“Tim, where are you?  I know you’re in here … I saw you at the window a couple of minutes ago!”

My heart was racing.  I held my breath.  Could I chance it?  Was she really just by herself?

In the end the decision was taken out of my hands – after exploring my office, her office and the kitchen I heard her enter the bedroom and wrap on the door.

“Are you okay?  Is everything okay, honey?” she asked, a welcome nervousness in her voice.

Flinging the door wide open, I was embarrassed at my actions but, more than that, I was hugely relieved she was by herself.

“What the hell are you doing in there?”

My cheeks burned red and I had no choice but to answer honestly.  “I thought you were with Paulie, Vlad and Aleks … I couldn’t have coped with that…”

“Poor baby,” she smiled in a drunk but loving way, touching my cheek softly as she spoke.  Her look of sympathy amazingly brief as another, much more complicated look appeared on her face.

“About that … about Paulie and Vlad … did you like what you saw earlier, honey?”

What kind of a question was that for a wife to ask a husband?  The kind of question that had become remarkably common of late in the conversations between Heather and myself.

I was still too much in shock to answer – so Heather took it upon herself to answer for me.  To answer in line with what she wanted to hear, although she wasn’t wrong in what she said.

“You did enjoy it, didn’t you?”  A playful, teasing smirk playing around her lips as she called me out on the new truths we both knew owned me these days.

Not getting any denial from me – just continuing embarrassed silence – she went on.

“Well, as you liked the taster … I have a proposal for you … one that you might find it difficult to say yes to, but one which I know deep down you’re going to love and want…”

Her earlier clumsy, wide-eyed drunkenness seemed to have vanished.  Her smile was playful, but there was a serious intent in those beautiful brown eyes of hers.

“I know you love to watch me and Aleks together … even if, sometimes it’s a little hard, Aleks pushes your buttons too much … how’s about we do some of that?”

I felt a lump in my throat, and another in my pants.  I was interested, but I smelled danger.  I smelled something she wasn’t saying.  My narrowed eyes telling her I wasn’t quite buying it, that I needed her to be totally honest with me.

“Wouldn’t it be hot, honey?  Before Aleks goes back … before we put all this craziness behind us to start our family … not just me and Aleks … me and Aleks and Vlad and Paulie too … just like it nearly happened that time you listened in…”

Oh fuck!  Was she really suggesting this?  Was this really what I was being asked to deal with?  What I was being offered?  The cuckold’s equivalent of a needle laced with a potent mix of the purest heroin mixed with industrial strength meth.

Fuck!  We both knew there was no way I would say no.  The temptation was just too strong.  My sense of self-preservation and self-respect like light trying to escape the gravitational pull of a black hole.

“So that’s a yes then?” she smirked, daring me to gainsay what we both knew I really craved.  A look of silent agreement passing between us as she waited to make sure there wasn’t some last-minute dribble of resistance from her nervously shaking husband.

My antennae, those nervous feelings in my tightening shoulders. told me Heather wasn’t done with me yet.  Even amongst all this mayhem, I never once doubted her love for me, but I sensed there was something she was holding back.

“Okay, so that’s you onboard … but we need to square it with Aleks … we need to give him something as he’s not too happy about sharing ‘his woman’ with his pals … apparently, there are limits to what he likes to share,” she smirked.

Now my antennae were really on fire with fear, and it wasn’t out of concern for Aleks’s sensibilities about sharing ‘his woman’.  It was about the direction of travel in Heather’s line of reasoning – that she, or she and I needed to give something to Aleks to square him off.  The nervous look on Heather’s face giving me advanced warning that whatever it was it was going to be something I wouldn’t like.

Without her eyes leaving mine even for a moment, she reached into her little clutch handbag and extracted a little crumpled envelope which she held up between us.

“Do you trust me, honey?” she asked quietly and seriously, the pained look on my face only slowly giving way to the smallest of nodded yeses.

“I know what Aleks wants … I read it before he sealed the envelope … and I’m okay with it, and I think you’ll be okay with it … in fact, I think it will excite you … the new you…”

She let her words sink in before she continued.  “As you trust me, and I’m okay with what’s written inside … do you promise to go along with it afterward … whatever you think or feel?”

Drunk, flirty Heather seemed a million miles away.  She was business Heather, making sure she had a signature – or at least a verbal signature – before she gave me my fix of what I needed.

Our eyes seemed joined for an eternity – joined and loving but also serious – before I gave a second, tiny nod of the head – sealing the deal.  Sealing my fate – for better or for worse.
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Even with the sweet taste of Heather’s lips fresh in my mind, as she led me by the hand towards the elevator, my intuition wondered if I’d just made the most terrible of decisions.

I could almost feel and touch the buzz of excitement vibrating through my wife’s body.  As we waited for the elevator, she didn’t want to speak, didn’t want to make eye contact – it was as if she only wanted to focus on what was to come.

Amongst this clashing, clanging set of chaotic emotions, I had the strangest of revelations as I realized that without a shadow of doubt, I’d been played.  And not just me, Heather had been played too.

The way earlier this evening Aleks had denied her a climax had been pure, malevolent manipulation.  All designed by Aleks with one goal in mind.  To weaken any resolve my wife might have had – resolve that was already pretty damned weak after their last few weeks of ‘dating.’

But if he was so jealous and possessive and really didn’t want to share Heather with Vlad and Paulie, why the hell had he gone to all this trouble?

The only answer that made any kind of sense was that he really, really wanted whatever was written down in that envelope.  A thought which made me shiver with fear.  Just what the hell could he want so much that he’d go to such trouble and share Heather when he wanted the total opposite?

The more I thought about this, the more I realized whatever was in that envelope probably represented a new and deeper level of danger and excitement for us and our marriage.  Nothing else made sense - I physically grimaced at the thought.  Knowing I’d given my word and that anyway, I was too addicted to feeding my voyeuristic truths to offer any kind of meaningful resistance.

As we stepped into the elevator, I realized Heather wasn’t the only one who’d been played.

Just as Aleks had played her, so in turn she’d played me.  The text from Heather about the ‘neighbor key’ Aleks and Amy had left in her drawer, then the request to go upstairs and look for Amys’ supposedly forgotten purse.  Then the locked bedroom door that had denied me my voyeur satisfaction just as much as Aleks had denied her what she needed.  Followed by the final kick to my crutch delivered by that video and series of images of her getting more and more sexual with Vlad and Paulie.

The way she’d baited me like Aleks had baited her caused an involuntary cramping in my gut.  As if a giant fist had reached down my throat and squeezed my stomach as hard as was humanly possible.  It really felt that bad, that intense.  The realization at how bad Heather wanted what was about to happen.

If it had just been Aleks, maybe I’d have had a chance if I changed my mind.  If I realized I couldn’t cope.  But as it was Heather and Aleks in tandem, like Bonnie and Clyde, both equally as hungry for what they had planned, I realized resistance was futile.  A realization that somehow just added to my excitement, somehow my cock hardening even more as I stepped into Aleks’s condo.

~~~~~    

“There you are, Heather!  Heather and Tim … the beautiful couple … the beautiful couple who like to share … Heather my sexy, hot girlfriend,” Aleks beamed.  His earlier surly reluctance totally gone.  My appearance hand in hand with Heather telling him that I’d agreed to go along with whatever was written in the envelope.  To go along with it and give him his quid pro quo for allowing his buddies to have some fun with my wife.  Fun that she evidently wanted as much as Paulie and Vlad did, judging by how she’d manipulated me nearly as much as Aleks had manipulated her

“Tim, you remember Vlad and Paulie … Heather’s new friends,” he smirked, enjoying my evident discomfort.  I nodded across at them, my brain elsewhere – noticing this was the third time he’d referred to my wife as Heather rather than Amy.  A clenching feeling in my gut making me wonder if this sudden change was somehow linked to the mystery envelope.

With considerable mental effort, I forced myself to stop thinking about the envelope, focusing instead on the scene in front of me.

Aleks was sitting in a large armchair in the main seating area – Paulie and Vlad were sitting next to each other on one side of a small dining table in the linked kitchen cum dining area.  The two wooden chairs on the other side rearranged from their normal positions to send a clear message.

One chair was slightly pulled back and positioned in the middle of the long edge – clearly awaiting Heather’s presence.  The other chair had been pulled away from the table.  Maybe ten, twelve feet away – side on to the table, positioned for someone to watch but be remote enough to not be an actual part of the action.

Even through the videos and images earlier, Vlad and Paulie had looked large and ripped.  But up close and in real life, I saw that even though they were a few inches shorter than Aleks, they were just as large and intimidating.  The muscles, testosterone and surly masculinity creating a tense and primal mood in the room.

Especially as all four of us realized exactly why we were all here.

Vlad was shuffling a pack of cards.  “Time to pick up where we left off all those weeks ago … before Timbo the KJ killjoy stopped us just as things were getting interesting!”

Paulie, Vlad and even Heather laughed at his joke.  Causing my already cramping gut to clench even more.  Oh fuck!  I’d hidden in the bathroom to avoid just such a three-on-one taunting!

Yet here I was, afraid that just what I’d been terrified about was about to happen for real.  The only chink of light in another wife stressful situation being that after his initial greeting, Aleks seemed to have gone back into his shell, ruminating on his anger at having to share his girl.

If he was reluctant, there was zero – or maybe even negative reluctance from Heather.  I swear she pulled back her shoulders and stuck out her sizable boobs as she kissed me on the cheek and strutted across to the only free chair at the table.

Showing the tiniest act of resistance, I didn’t take up the ‘viewing chair’ they’d positioned for me.  Instead I sat in the other armchair, close to the quietly seething figure of Aleks.  The angry way he looked at me almost making me think he was going to hit me – that somehow he was blaming me for the fact he was about to unwillingly share Heather with his buddies.

“Please yourself,” Vlad grinned at me in his slightly accented voice, shrugging his shoulders, licking his lips as his eyes wondered up and down my wife’s womanly curves.

As the three of them settled into their game, a number of quickfire thoughts and emotions rattled through my brain. 

Relief that my earlier fears that I was in for an Aleks-style onslaught of taunting seemed misplaced – Vlad and Paulie were far too focused on trying to get Heather out of her clothes to worry about me.  Or maybe my wife, nowhere near as drunk as I’d earlier thought, had told them to go easy on me – not wanting a husbandly blowout to spoil her fun.

Excitement and arousal as I took in all the signs of sexual stimulation that were writ large on Heather’s face.  Cheeks flushed, pupils dilated and lips slightly parted in sexual anticipation.  My whole body was consumed by a torrid mix of pain and pleasure at the thought of what would happen soon.  The pain still there, but in some way muted and less intense at the thought of sharing my wife with two men rather than one.  One man had a more frightening, emotional strand – two men was pure sex, easier for me to cope with.

And finally, feelings of trepidation and confusion as I looked at the outfit Heather was wearing.  Although it was sexy and hot – black high heels, tight black miniskirt that barely covered her stocking tops, tight white blouse stretched enticingly across her ample bosom and doing little to hide the black color of her bra cups and straps – it wasn’t the sexiness that worried me. 

No, it was the fact I didn’t recognize any of the items.  They were all new and had never been in her closet and drawers in our condo.  Had Aleks bought them for her?  Had she now taken to keeping a second set of clothes at his condo?  A second set of clothes for a second meaningful relationship?  All fragments of thought that terrified me … making me wonder again at exactly what was written in that sealed envelope I’d agreed to abide with.

~~~~~    

After a few minutes of playing, the three card players had managed enough intentional mistakes that all three were down to their undergarments.  Heather’s heaving boobs, reddened chest and hidden pussy looking delectable tucked away inside the lacy black material.  Vlad and Paulie’s bodies revealed to be as buff and heavily inked as I’d suspected – their jockeys doing little to mask two very sizable and hungry erections.

My excitement pressing down on my bladder, I’d been fighting the need to visit the bathroom almost since I’d arrived and finally I couldn’t put it off any longer.

I couldn’t have been away for than a couple of minutes, but in those two short minutes things had moved on hugely.

Heather was no longer sitting alone and opposite the two young firefighters – her chair had been pushed back and the two young firefighters had hauled her to her feet, all three of them stood close as the young firefighters sandwiched her between their two large, ripped bodies.  Both of them naked, sporting cocks much bigger than mine, only marginally smaller than Aleks’s thick nine-incher.

Heather was facing Paulie, bra straps and panties down.  The large, dark-haired young firefighter stood in front of Heather with her right boob being pinched together by his left hand as he suckled as hungrily at her nipple as any newborn ever sucked.  He’d been waiting for this for weeks and the noisy suckling noises he made showed it!

Vlad was snuggled up behind her like a second skin, playing with her free nipple from behind.  Heather’s eyes closed, a look of sheer bliss on her face as she enjoyed the attention of the two handsome young men. 

If this was to be her ‘swansong’ before settling down to the sedate life and sacrifices of motherhood, then she seemed determined to make the most of the occasion.  Her head arched backwards against Paulie's neck, sucking in his young, virile aroma while both men made free with her body.

With their lips and fingers, Paulie and Vlad soon had Heather swooning as she soaked up their attention to her boobs and pussy.  Her quiet moans soon building to constant whimpers, like a bitch in heat waiting to be mated.  Her breathing getting shallower and quicker as her legs tensed before they started shaking as she came.  Finally enjoying the climax Aleks had denied her all those hours ago.  Hours that seemed like a lifetime ago, hard to believe it was less than four hours since I’d been standing here, cock in hand, listening through the door as Aleks had baited Heather and me with our different poisons.

My wife’s juices gushed all over Paulie's fingers, he and Vlad holding her upright as she carried on shaking through the aftershocks of her cum.

Finally her eyes opened giving a confused ‘where am I’ look as Paulie brought his soaked fingers up to my wife's mouth, insistently pushing them in as she shyly did what he wanted, slowly licking them clean of her own juices.

Paulie and Vlad were hooting at her sudden shyness, her dark-haired lover cackling.  “You’re such a little slut, Heather … no wonder one cock’s not enough for you … no way on earth you’ll ever be able to settle down with just one cock when Aleks goes back to San Diego!” 

The two guys looked across at their unhappy looking friend as they reminded him his time here was limited.

As she slowly came down from her sexual high, I could see from her hooded, lust-filled eyes my wife was ready.  Ready for the first time ever to be double-teamed, to be double-teamed by these two well endowed, young firefighters who’d waited weeks to have her at their mercy so they could fuck her to their heart’s content.

A conspiratorial look and nod of the head passed between the two young firefighters

As Paulie pushed his fingers deeper in my wife's mouth to muffle any noises, Vlad pushed her head and trunk slightly forward, crouched down behind her, lined up his long, thick cock with my wife’s cheating pussy, and pushed.

Pushed hard, making her collapse forward onto Paulie for support.

"OOOooooohhhhh, AAArrrggghhh!" she sobbed past the fingers stuffed in her mouth, her body instantly taut from the stretching presence of another new cock in her body.

Paulie used my wife’s new position with her head bent forward to his advantage as he grabbed the back of her head to pull her even further forward until he could force his iron-hard over-sized cock, passed her ruby red lips and deep into her mouth.

He did force himself deep, but my wife was also more than willing to take the ripped young man’s meat deep into her throat.  What I was seeing was just a natural, maybe inevitable progression of the games we’d started weeks ago.  I could hardly complain or be surprised!

“Hey, bro … thanks for sharing!” Vlad crowed to his irritated-looking friend as he gripped my wife’s hips and slowly started sawing in and out.  “Her pussy’s lovely and tight … though me and Paulie will see if we can fix that by the end of the night!”

A cock in her mouth and one in her pussy, Paulie, Vlad and Heather were putting on quite a show.  The young firefighter fucking her winked at me – by contrast, my wife was too busy being fucked and sucking to pay me any attention at all.  Bent over at the waist, using her sexy body to service two hunky young firefighters at the same time.  A first for her in all her years of sexual activity, and one she was seemingly loving.  Maybe wondering to herself why she waited so long!

Standing, bent forward at the hips, one cock working her from behind while she was ‘forced’ to service another with her mouth, I thought her body posture might be painful and cramp her legs. 

But any physical discomfort seemed to be the last thing on her mind, she seemed to be loving every thrust from the two big cocks.  Constantly moaning with pleasure, her eyes closed as Paulie’s big cock stretched her lips wide to the limit.

After a few minutes of this back-and-forthing from the two young firefighters, Paulie started going faster and then grabbed Heather by the back of her head and started pumping his cum into her mouth.  Her neck was bulging in the lewdest fashion, the shape of his plum-sized cockhead clear, showing just how far down her throat he’d lodged himself.

When he’d finally finished cumming, for the first time since I’d returned from the bathroom, Heather looked across at me.  Looked across at me with the most evil of smiles.  Tilting her head backwards, opening her lips and twirling her tongue around to emphasize the potent white seed that swirled around her mouth.

As if that wasn’t enough, fixing me with the most serious of looks – where had playful, drunk Heather gone – she used her tongue to push some of Paulie’s thick jizz out, smiling as it ran down onto her chin, dripping down as she gulped to swallow the rest in the most obscene way imaginable.

Where had my professional, structured and serious wife gone?  Is this what her affair with Aleks had done to her?  Transformed her into a pleasure-obsessed slut?  No longer happy to enjoy just one extra man in her life.  Now no longer satisfied unless she got to play with multiple men at the same time.

Trembling with this fear, somehow Heather managed to push things further.  With her ass still bucking back and forth from Vlad’s steady pounding, she stood upright and used her fingers to catch the seed dripping down from her chin.  

Opening her eyes wide, staring at me and daring me to look away as she tilted her head and licked another man’s jizz off her cum laden fingers.   Opening her mouth wide to give me the most haunting view as she licked them like a cat licks their paws. 

When she’d been ignoring me, I’d wanted to be included – but now I wasn’t so sure as her eyes searched my soul.  Before finally she looked away, looking first at Paulie and then twisting around to Vlad as she licked again.  Sending the clearest of signals she was theirs’ to do with as they wanted.

“Geez, you’re a nasty … fuckin' bitch, Heather!  No wonder Timbo over there couldn’t keep up!  Never mind, now we’re here, me and Paulie gonna give you all the dick you can handle!"  Vlad chuckled in his accented English. A comment that earned him an angry, almost threatening look from Aleks, who still was far from enjoying sharing ‘his girlfriend’ with his pals.

‘Welcome to my world, buddy!’ I thought to myself.  At least I’d finally discovered something I outmatched him in … he couldn’t hold a candle to me in the ‘sharing Heather’ stakes … upon further reflection, maybe not something to go all in shouting about!
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The physical awkwardness of her posture finally caught up with Heather as she told the two young firefighters she was tired of being on her feet and needed something more comfortable.

“No problem, baby,” Vlad grinned, pulling his fat glistening cock from her depths and leading her by the hand into the master bedroom.  “As Aleks is being the perfect host, let’s get his little lady flat on her back, heels pointed at the ceiling while she shows his buddies a good time!”

A playful slap on the ass followed as he released her hand and pushed her into the middle of Aleks’s large bed.  My wife needed no further prompting as she laid on her back, beaming happily at Paulie and Vlad as they prepared to carry on using her as their new fuck-toy.  Reaching behind her to finally unclasp her bra – apart from her black heels, her last piece of clothing.  Now looking rather forlorn and silly, already straps down and covering little of her boobs, the only garment covering her otherwise naked body.

His spent cock was already showing signs of new life, Paulie was soon lying naked beside my wife, his tongue down her throat and one hand squeezing roughly at one of her boobs, making her moan and wince at the same time.

Vlad laid between her slightly parted thighs and fondled her other boob, pinching her nipple just as roughly as Paulie.

"OOOhhhhhh."  The slap, both boobs being roughly handled - her moans reached through the open bedroom door to our remote vantage point in the living room.

Fuck!  What to do now?  By moving the site of the action down the hall into the bedroom, they’d given me a dilemma.  To follow, lowering myself still further, or to watch from a distance, sending a signal but denying myself the sights and sounds half my soul craved so badly.

Looking across at Aleks’s solemn face, he had no such doubts.  Anything that made the sights and sounds less intrusive was good for him, no way he was moving to watch ‘his’ girlfriend slut herself out even more.

I didn’t make an active decision, I just felt my legs start to move and before I knew it I was face-to-face with Vlad.  Blushing madly as he grinned at me.

“Come to watch how real men fuck their women?” he taunted me, his words taking me all the way back to a month ago when Aleks had used the same words to belittle me in front of Heather, unaware that I was in our condo listening.  The same words he’d again used just days ago on New Year’s Day when he’d again belittled me – this time right to my face as Heather looked on.

I was pretty sure Heather had warned all three of the young guys against using abusive trash-talk and so I thought she might now intervene.  But she was too lost in her own little world of bliss - wrapping her arm tight around the back of Paulie's neck while he tongue kissed her deeply.  Her hips trying to impale herself on Vlad’s over-sized member as he rubbed himself up and down her love lips – the last thing on her mind being defending her husband’s dignity.

"Fuck me!" she sobbed in desperation, begging as she broke free from Paulie’s deep kisses. 

“Guess she needs a real man’s cock!” Vlad laughed, grabbing an ankle in each hand and spreading her legs wide open like a wish-bone.  No prizes for guessing which of his and Heather’s wishes he was about to make come true.

As Vlad readied himself to re-enter my wife’s pussy, Paulie took the chance to crawl up to her chest so he could stuff his fat cock between her lips before she lost her mind again when Vlad started fucking her all over again.

My wife's pussy was still so wet and open from the fucking he’d given her in the living area that as he dropped his hips, Vlad’s long thick cock slid in all the way to his balls in one smooth stroke.

"OOOoohhhhh!!!!" she moaned.

For a good few moments, he stayed totally still, letting Heather savor the size of his cock all over again before he started stroking.

Paulie, however, offered her no such consideration.  Grabbing my wife by the back of her head as he built up a regular rhythm as he started fucking her mouth.

Once in a while, he'd go in too deep and she'd gag, but for the most part, his judgment of depth was good and she didn’t struggle too much as Paulie steadily fucked her mouth.

Vlad was now going much faster, a look of sublime pleasure on his face as he enjoyed my wife’s tight pussy.

"Let's move across and down the bed!" Paulie demanded, explaining to his confused friend he wanted a deeper penetration as he fucked her mouth.   Climbing off Heather's chest while Vlad was still buried deep inside her, the two young firefighters worked together to slide her to lie lengthways across the bottom of the bed where Paulie could show here exactly what he wanted. 

Positioning her head hanging upside down over the left-hand edge to provide the deeper penetration he wanted as he once again pushed his member back into her mouth.  Now able to push back so Heather was really deep-throating him.  The shape of his large cockhead even further down her throat than it had been in the living room earlier.

With his buddy happy and smiling, standing above Heather as he fucked down into her mouth and throat, Vlad grinned and grabbing her ankles again somehow spread her legs even wider than before as he started stroking her again.

Watching one fuck her mouth and throat and one fuck her pussy, I realized what an experienced team of cocksmen these buff young firefighters were!  I couldn’t help but wonder how many other women they’d double-teamed in this way – although something told me Aleks was normally also part of their crew. Only his surly possessiveness interfered with their normal teamwork today.

From the arrogant way they were smirking at me, it was obvious that taking Heather in front of her husband was giving them added pleasure.  I was sure that if Heather hadn’t warned them in advance, they’d have done a lot worse than merely smirking! 

As I watched these two young studs fucking Heather, I wondered yet again how things had come to this. 

2015 was meant to be all about Heather and me starting a family, and yet here I was upstairs in another man’s condo watching and protesting one jot while my beautiful wife, lying on her back, heels pointing at the ceiling, was being fucked by two young men. 

Her legs held wide-open by an extremely large and muscular young man who has his cock buried deep inside of her gaping pussy.  While standing opposite on the other side of the bed, another muscular young man was facing him, holding my wife's wrists in his hands while using the same rhythm to fuck his cock in and out of her mouth!

All the time my wife happily co-operating, happily grunting at being used like their fuck-toy in this way.

This went on for several minutes before Vlad noticed that I now had my dick out and was masturbating.

Looking across at his buddy, whatever instructions Heather had given him, he just couldn’t resist the temptation.

“Enjoying the show, Timbo?” he grinned, staring at my hard cock,  “although, seeing how little you got to work with, I can see why Heather here needs to shop elsewhere!”

I felt my face reddening.

“What do you say, big man!  Where da ya want me and Paulie to cum?  Would it make you extra happy if me and Paulie finish off inside her?  Aleks said you guys are trying for a kid … so what could be a more fitting way of starting the New Year?”

Something on my face or the way I stroked my cock must have given me away, as the bastard just winked at me.

“You’re the boss!  Cum in her it is then!  Top and bottom, give her a creampie she’ll never forget!”

Bastard!  My face was really burning red now, but my true shameful feelings were revealed by my failure to speak or move.  Or even stop playing with my bare cock.

Thankfully, Paulie and Vlad ignored me after this – more focused on their and Heather’s pleasure as they worked her back and forth between them.  My wife’s throat constantly gurgling around the big cock lodged there as for the first time ever she serviced two men at the same time!

One cock in her pussy, one cock in her throat - these two well-endowed, young firefighters were double penetrating my beautiful wife, making her climax twice more before Vlad finally announced, "I'm cumming!!"

The young Slavic firefighter roaring like a lion as he gripped my wife’s hips tightly and pumped load after load deep into her pussy.  The amount of sperm he dumped so voluminous that it was soon squelching around the sides of his large cock.

Taking a few more strokes to completely empty his balls, he pulled his large softening cock out of Heather’s red, stretched pussy and then moved to sit at the head of the bed to see what would happen next.

As if there was ever any doubt.  His pal Paulie was enjoying fucking Heather’s throat, but now Vlad was done with her pussy, what came next was as predictable as day following night.  As Paulie flipped her over, laying her flat on the bed on her belly so he could fuck her doggy style.

Except instead of doggy, he wanted her to lay down totally and completely flat on the bed, so she wouldn’t have any buffer to his thrusts.  If she’d been on her hands and knees, she’d have been able to absorb any especially brutal thrusts by moving her hips in unison with Paulie’s.

But laying totally flat, squashed totally flat into the bed by Paulie’s considerable bulk, she had no such luxury.  She’d be pinned down and helpless, forced to take any and every savage thrust the young firefighter cared to give her.

This was his plan and he wasted little time in making use of my wife’s freely offered vulnerability.  The bedroom was soon ringing with the grunts and groans as her new lover was giving her the fucking of a lifetime. Every time Paulie bottomed out inside Heather, her arms and legs jerked uncontrollably as she surfed a series of seemingly endless little climaxes.

Vlad had fucked her with more poise and skill - Paulie seemed intent on just fucking her to death.  Fucking her right through the mattress, giving her a fucking she’d never forget.  It felt like this would be the only time his pal Aleks would let him fuck his girl and that therefore Paulie was determined to make the absolute most of it, fucking my wife as hard as he possibly could.

Paulie’s cock may not have been quite as huge as Aleks’s fat nine-incher, but that didn’t seem to matter to my wife.  Pinned down, face squashed into the mattress, Heather was getting the hardest fucking of her life, grunting and sobbing with every raw animal thrust.

"Aaaggghhh!  … "Uuuummpphh!” … "Oooohhh!"

Already excited from fucking her face, after three or four minutes of punishing Heather this way Paulie gripped her hair, turned her head to bite and kiss her as he pushed her down even deeper into the mattress. Slamming his hips into her one last time, yelling, " Here I come!"

"Yyyeeeessss! Put your cum in me! Fill me up with your seed!" my wife squealed, my instincts telling me that in her mind this was all part of a final act of debauchery before she entered the next phase of her life – pregnancy and motherhood.  Making me think how happy I was at the marvels of modern medicine, that despite the quantity of sperm she’d taken from Vlad and now Paulie, it would be my baby not theirs she’d be carrying.

"Fuck!" Paulie cried, his face screwed up in ecstasy, as he emptied his balls inside my willing wife before collapsing down on her back, crushing her and nearly making her invisible as he gave his potent sperm the opportunity to work into her womb.

Thank heaven for the miracle of the contraceptive pill!

After Paulie’s noisy cum, the intensity in the room seemed to have lessened as I watched him slowly start to move his hips again, even though he’d shot his bolt.

Turning to me, he grinned.  "Gonna push my muck all the way up into your beautiful wife’s womb, leave the two of you a little present, a little Paulie!"

My emotional fuses long since blown, all I did was gulp as his words sank in as I watched Aleks’s buddy finally roll off my wife, his softening cock slipping out of her battered pussy, his jizz and Vlad’s mixing as it oozed out of her womanly canal.

~~~~~    

Paulie moved to lay next to her, Vlad still sat at the head putting all three of them on the bed as I stood, odd man out, the only one still with a hard cock.

For the moment they all seemed calm and done, and my mind turned back to the envelope.

A huge ache rising in my chest as I wondered what new terrors were contained in the envelope.

“Honey?” I called softly, suddenly feeling self-conscious, causing Heather to tilt her head in my direction.  A soft, satisfied smile on her face as she savored her first experience of a two-guy-fucking.  Her pussy full to the brim and overflowing from the amount of

cum dumped inside her in the last hour.

“Shall we go downstairs?  Open the envelope?”

She smiled tenderly and slowly started to move.  But then Vlad jumped off the bed, his sticky cock showing the first signs of new life.  A simple touch to her shoulder making her turn from me to him.  Her smile turning from soft and loving to needy and submissive.  The two of them exchanging a look that could only have one meaning.  Before she turned back to me with a look of love and pity.

“Sorry, hun … the boys need me a while longer … why don’t you head downstairs … I’ll be down in an hour or so…”

It wasn’t really a question.  Leaving me little room for maneuver unless I wanted a full-on argument.  An argument I might well lose and which would have been too humiliating – even for me.

Besides, however much I hated large parts of this game, my cock was still hard and the demons in my soul were still in control.

Vlad gave me an evil grin of victory.  “No disrespect, Timmy … but we could do with some privacy here … shut the door on your way out, will ya!”

Winking at me as he moved between Heather’s thighs again, lying down on top of her and telling her, "Put me in, babe!"

Shit, I felt like a man in schizoid hell – hating it and loving it in equal measure.  The last sight I saw as I shuffled towards the door being Vlad’s cock sinking balls deep in my wife as his tongue found its way down her throat.  Any doubt about how happy Heather was dispelled by the sight of her raising her legs and wrapping them tightly around Vlad's back for extra deep penetration.


Chapter 10

Saturday January 10th 2015

The next couple of hours were heavy with introspection.

In some ways I’d come in for less abuse than I’d expected.  The instructions which I’d never actually heard but which I was sure Heather had selfishly given them – the last thing she wanted was one of my tempers spoiling her night of fun – seemed to have done the trick.  There had only been the occasional comment thrown at me – even when I’d been openly wanking my much smaller cock while the young guys had fucked Heather.

But even so, sitting downstairs awaiting her promised return, awaiting the moment she’d share with me the contents of the envelope, was a tough wait.  Especially when my mind tortured me by picturing what was going on up there.  My only consolation being the thought that Aleks had shown no interest in joining in.  I could be nearly certain it was only Vlad and Paulie that were fucking Heather right now!

Every time I thought of the three of them together on Aleks’s big bed, I’d feel my chest tightening and I’d struggle to get my breath.  Until today, it had felt like I was slowly adjusting to the new sexual realities in our marriage.  Heather had been with Aleks so often now, I thought I’d lost the power to be shocked.

But the thought of my wife upstairs being tag-teamed by two horny, well-hung guys – two guys who’d be going nowhere at the end of January – had me climbing the walls and in shock all over again.

I couldn’t shift from my mind’s eye the image of Heather lying submissively with her head hanging upside down so Paulie could fuck her throat while her hips juddered from the pounding her pussy was taking from Vlad.

Watching her with one man, Aleks, was intense enough – strychnine and sugar mixed together.  But watching her giving herself over to such wanton sexual debauchery of being fucked by two men at the same time was on a totally different level.  It was the most sexual thing I’d ever seen. 

In some ways easier to handle – all sex, no emotion.  But in other ways it was truly frightening – the thought she might grow to love such extreme sexual pleasure so much that there would never be any going back.  That one man, whether me or Aleks or anyone else, would never be enough for her … that was a truly terrifying thought.  And I hated that whenever I thought about it, not only would I quake with fear, but my cock would also get insanely hard. 

I hated that a shameful part of me was so excited seeing Heather reduced to nothing more than a fuck toy.  Giving herself over to being used by two guys and loving every minute of it.  This was the woman who was going to be carrying and nursing our child, yet I was happy to stand there wanking my meat and being taunted as she let two young guys fuck her.

What did that say about me as a man?  As a husband and prospective father?  I burned with shame every time my mind asked these questions.  Questions which made the wait for Heather’s return incredibly slow and tortured.

~~~~~    

She’d said she’d be back ‘in an hour or so’ – but it was just over two hours when an exhausted but satisfied looking Heather dragged herself back through our front door.

She was wearing a long trench coat I didn’t recognize – Aleks’s apparently, to guard against alerting neighbors – but underneath were the clothes I recognized from earlier.  Well, the heels, tight white blouse and short black miniskirt were there – the panties and bra had stayed upstairs.

Without a word exchanged between us, no sooner was the trench coat removed than she carried on removing the rest of her clothing.

“Vlad and Paulie wanted you to see … they’ve gone now, but they made me promise to show you … before I go back…”

“Show me?  Show me what?  Go back?  I thought you said they’d gone…”

I was thoroughly confused.  Heather was blushing and carrying on the strip to distract me from pushing my questions.  After fifteen years together, I knew all her various expressions when she was dissembling.  But right now her diversion was working as my pulse raced even faster as I took in the sights of how the boys had marked her.

Her boobs, neck and chest were a map of love bites, suck marks and dried sperm … the way Heather pulled her shoulders back and pushed out her boobs told me she didn’t have an ounce of regret or shame at how she looked or what she’d done.

“Do you want to see my pussy?” she smiled seductively, knowing me too well to have any doubts.  “The boys really did a number on me … I thought they’d fuck me all night … but Aleks called a halt in the end.”

‘Great!’ I thought.  I had Aleks to thank for the fact Heather had been returned to me at all.  By the sound of it, left to her own devices she’d still have been upstairs trying to coax life back into Paulie and Vlad’s big dicks so they’d give her another round of fucking or two!

She dragged me by the hand through to our bedroom, stripping me off in record time before laying open-legged right in the middle – her expectations very clear as she displayed her pussy, smiling at me as I was unable to tear my eyes away from her sex.  The soon to be father of her child staring at his wife’s battered, oozing sex as she held my gaze.  Daring me to make any adverse comment, or any comment at all.

Getting nothing from me, she just smiled and did the talking for both of us.  “I’m absolutely sodden … they kept flooding me with their stuff … I swear, it’s like the pair of them hadn’t cum for a month … their balls were so full … they came so much and so often…”

She was playing with me like a cat plays with a dangling mouse.  First with her words, then as she pulled me to her, purring like a cat in anticipation as I sank in.

"When are you going to put it in?" she grinned, her legs wrapping around me while my cock tried its best to stimulate the first five inches or so of her pussy.  Fuck, she couldn’t feel me!  Either that or she was teasing me mercilessly. 

Or more likely, it was both.  After the last two hours she’d spent with Paulie and Vlad, she really couldn’t feel my little cock – and she was happy to tease me mercilessly about this lack of feeling.

Pulling my head down, she kissed me hungrily.  “Love you babe … thanks for tonight … not many husbands would be confident enough for that…”

I knew she meant it, but also knew she was also saying ‘not many other husbands would get off on that…’

Fuck it!  I needed her.  Needed to reclaim her and stop thinking.  Even if she couldn’t feel me and even if my cock felt the same lack of friction, I needed to fuck her and fuck her hard.  Which was precisely what I did as I slammed away, all my earlier edging meaning in less than thirty seconds my lips were locked back on hers as I added my seed to the multiple other louds she’d already received tonight.  Her nails digging into my scalp as she mashed our lips together.  Another signal that whatever had gone on before, I was still her man for real.  Paulie and Vlad may have used her, but that was just short-term fun.  For her, me and her were the real deal.

~~~~~     

She nibbled my ear.  Ran her tongue around the lobe and sensitive inner skin before whispering.  “Are you brave enough to open the envelope now?”

“What if I decide to change my mind now?” I teased her.  She wasn’t the only one who could play this game.

“Not cool, honey!”  She tried to wave it off and smile, but the edge in her voice told me I’d hit a nerve.  That whatever it was that was written in that envelope was something she didn’t want to be denied.  A realization that sent yet another shiver through my washed-out body.

Gently easing my weight off her, she reached to the floor and picked up the envelope from where she’d dropped it under my pants.  Handing it to me, she kissed me again and smiled lovingly as she gave me a reminder.  “You promised to go along with it … that was the deal for Aleks agreeing for you to watch something he really didn’t want to happen!”

As if I gave a fuck what Aleks did or didn’t want!  Tearing it open, I was embarrassed that my fingers were shaking, making it hard to read.

‘I, Timothy Alan Shepherd, do solemnly and of my own freewill agree to share my wife, Mrs. Heather Amy Shepherd, with Mr. Aleksander Ivanovich Petrov for the remainder of his stay here in Seattle.  For the avoidance of doubt, this means that for every one night that I sleep with my wife, Aleksander shall be entitled to spend a corresponding night with my wife.  For every hour I am lucky enough to spend with my beloved wife, she shall spend a similar period time of with Aleksander Ivanovich.  Furthermore, I hereby agree that any failure to honor this agreement shall result in penalties in the shape of my time with my wife being cut in half and the time so freed up transferred to the aforementioned Aleksander Ivanovich.  Moreover, not only do I agree to these terms, but I also agree to honor them in good grace and in good humor, knowing that it will be my wife’s last chance to spend time with Aleksander Ivanovich before he returns to San Diego, and before she gives up the pleasures said Aleksander Ivanovich is uniquely able to provide.  Signed by verbal agreement witnessed by his wife, Timothy Alan Shepherd.’

Fuck!  Damn!

The more I read, the more I realized I’d been totally outmaneuvered.  The strangest thing of all being that, aside from the punishment I was being handed, the thing my mind obsessed about most was ‘whose idea had this been’?  Had this been Heather’s idea – a troubling, but maybe not surprising thought – or had this been Aleks putting the idea into her head and her agreeing to go along with it.

This simple question burrowed away at my soul like a mental threadworm, squirming and wriggling and itching away at my heart.

Heather knew me too well – she knew this was the question burning away in my chest.  She just blew me a kiss.

“If you have to ask, you already know the answer!”

My heart ached like it was going to split in two, but my cock also jerked a little at discovering a new, even more extreme way to play the game.

“Last chance, honey?” she asked, seeing my dazed and confused look.  The fact that, as she’d done right since the first days, she was giving me an out giving me the courage I needed.

“Five, four, three, two…”

She was counting me down – giving me a last chance.  That was what her love for me meant, even though we both knew I was too hooked on our addictive, high octane game to do anything but give her exactly what she wanted.  Exactly what she and Aleks wanted.

“I love you, baby!” she whispered as she kissed me, “see you Monday night!”

“Monday night?”  I squawked.  It was only Saturday late afternoon!

“I did say I was going back up … you do remember that, right?”

The lump in my throat must have been visible to her, but she continued nonetheless.

“And Amy … before we retired her … made it clear that Heather was away all weekend,” she grinned, half love, half teasing.  “Besides, which, honey … we both know this is the real you … your real truth … at least for the next few weeks anyway…”


Chapter 11

Saturday January 10th 2015

If I thought the Saturday afternoon wait was interminable, the next two days gave me first-hand experience of what hell must feel like.

Before, when we’d been playing the ‘Aleks and Amy’ game, mostly they’d found a way to keep me connected.  Texts or images or even inviting me up there to be involved in some way – at different times, they’d used one or more of these techniques to make sure my suffering and remoteness were kept within tolerable limits.

But this new phase seemed to mark something deeper and different.  As Saturday afternoon dragged into Saturday evening and Saturday night, I kept thinking they were just stringing me along.  That any minute now a message or a picture or video would arrive.  Or that maybe they’d call down and invite me upstairs to watch.

But as the clock clicked over from late Saturday to the early hours of Sunday morning, it slowly dawned on me that my wife and Aleks had no intention of involving me in their evening and night time together.  The only involvement and companionship I ended up getting was from Rascal, our three-year-old dachshund.

Sunday morning started with me rolling over to find Heather’s side of the bed empty again.

After this disappointment sank in, I recalled how they’d enjoyed playing their games by inviting me to breakfast or other meals.

Surely, knowing how I must be suffering, they’d invite me to breakfast or brunch in the morning?

Nine, ten, eleven and then twelve passed on Sunday morning and slowly the real, painful truth began to sink in.  Virtually Heather’s last words to me had been, ‘see you Monday night.’  At the time I’d thought she was just toying with me – but now I realized she’d just been sharing her plans in an accurate and literal way.

Most of Sunday afternoon was spent peering out of the window.  It was distinctly odd to realize that the source of my pain – Heather, or rather the absence of Heather – was only one floor up, directly above me. 

At least that was what I was pretty sure of – aside from a few hours of troubled sleep, I’d always been able to see the exit from our building and there had been no sight of Heather and Aleks leaving the building.

By late Sunday afternoon, I’d given up my long and lonely vigil of straining my hearing for even the slightest sounds from upstairs.  Instead, I just sank into a mood of brooding soul-searching. 

Partly this was accelerated by the dumb move of allowing myself a couple of large tumblers of Buffalo Trace bourbon – a Christmas gift from my brother.  It tasted damned fine, but it opened up avenues of self-questioning which were maybe best left unexplored.

Was it really less than two months since all this craziness had started?  In such a short time, had we really sunk this low?  Heather choosing to get her pleasure not just from one new man, but now choosing to share herself with two young studs at the same time! 

And the fact that I was prepared to let her do this, and actually got off on it … well, just what the hell did that say about me as a man and as a husband?  What did it say about me as the prospective father of our child?  Not just going along with it, but actively enjoying it, playing with myself while two guys pumped my wife’s squealing body full of their fertile DNA.  And what did this say about us as a couple?  Were we really ready to be parents?  Were we fit to be parents?

For a while my brain fought back.  Pointing out that plenty of loving couples, plenty of wonderful doting parents play these kinds of games.  An argument that was factually correct. 

But no sooner were these defensive blocks assembled than my own brain kicked me in the balls.  Asking me the ultimate and deepest of painful questions.  Just why the hell did I love these games?  Was it that deep, deep down I knew I simply wasn’t good enough for Heather?

I’d always known she was slightly smarter than me.  I’d been plenty successful enough with the ladies in my early years, but I had no illusions that I’d definitely married up when I’d dated and married Heather.

Gazing out of the window, knowing Heather was upstairs enjoying her special time with the handsome, well-hung young firefighter, I knew in my heart the reason I loved what we were doing was rooted in these insecurities and realities.

Deep down I believed my best chance to hang onto a woman like Heather, a woman who was truly out of my league, was to allow her freedom with guys like Aleks.  That was why I allowed and enjoyed something which was irrational and painful when viewed through any other biological or psychological lens.

The proof of my correctness being how I not only allowed what was happening but also got aroused and excited by it - both physically and emotionally.

Racked by these myriad doubts, I thought about texting her many, many times.  I could have taken her up on the offer she’d made on Saturday morning.  That if I couldn’t cope I could send her a coded text about ‘urgent matters’ requiring her to return from her made-up trip to see her girlfriend.

But however bad the pain got that Sunday, I never did send the text.

The truth – my own, new and shameful truth – was that the more it hurt, the more I seemed to enjoy and wallow in the masochistic thrill.  I was floating on a sea of green-eyes jealousy, feelings of sexual and physical inadequacy and hundred percent proof sexual arousal.  My wife was upstairs preferring the company and sexual performance of a man who outmatched me in every single physical way.

The only footholds which stopped me going totally insane being that I knew it was only me Heather truly loved and that Aleks was scheduled to be heading back to San Diego come the end of the month.

~~~~~    

I think I’d just hit absolute rock bottom on that Sunday late afternoon when the call finally arrived.

“Hey, honey … you didn’t think we’d forgotten you, did you?”

Damn right I did, but no way I was going to admit to that.  Even I had my limits on what acts of self-pity I was prepared to own up to.

So I just stayed silent and let Heather make the running.

“Me and Aleks have been having fun … but we miss you!  Fancy popping up for dinner?”

Talk about being offered scraps from the table!

Part of me genuinely wanted to shout back ‘screw you’. 

‘Screw you, if that’s all you’re prepared to throw me, then ‘fuck you’ – see you Monday, like you said.  At least then I can have you back all to myself as nature and our wedding vows intended.’

But who was I kidding?

My need was too great.  The unfilled, ‘cuck’ shaped hole in my heart and my soul was way too big for any such brash resistance. 

And besides which, I’d been denied any kind of contact with Heather for more than twenty-four hours now.  Even going to spend time with her in Aleks’s apartment was better than nothing!    

I muttered some words of reply that I can’t remember now and within five minutes I was upstairs in Aleks’s condo.

~~~~~     

As I entered, something in the psychology of the set-up meant I did the strangest thing - I kissed Heather on the cheek like she was a good friend rather than my wife, breathing in her perfume with a huge sniff.  All animal instinct and altogether too embarrassing to put into words.

“Hey, Tim … great to see you!”  Aleks looked so relaxed, making an immediate impression on me and knocking me off my stride. 

He seemed so different to the surly, angry looking guy I’d seen just a day ago, when he’d been forced to share Heather with Paulie and Vlad. 

Not only happy and smiley – but his words were way different to normal.  There was no use of ‘Timbo’ or ‘Timmy’ or any other word tricks to belittle me.

But the absence of his normal teases and taunts just fired up my super-advanced paranoia chip.  ‘What was going on here?  Why was he so happy, so relaxed?  Was this something I needed to worry about?’

Taking my courage in my hands, I called him on it.

“No Timbo … no Timmy?  You sure you’re feeling okay, Aleks?” I asked with my humor only half masking by wary suspicion.

He just smiled back.  That damned, relaxed smile!

But before he could answer my question, Heather emerged from the kitchen area and sidled up behind him. 

Not to me, to him.  Wrapping her arms affectionately around his hips, pushing her hips and chest into his back in the most sexual and intimate of ways.  Barefoot and having to stand on tiptoes as she nuzzled her face up against the right side of his neck, she kissed his neck in the most soft and familiar of ways.

“It’s all good, honey.  No need to be so suspicious…”  Now she was smiling in exactly the same relaxed, ‘cat that’s got the cream’ way as he was. 

Her calling me ‘honey’ while spending the last two days up here with other men and nuzzling her lover’s neck - rather than welcoming me - felt an altogether surreal experience.  Like their relaxed mood, knocking me even further off balance, as she set about finally answering my enquiry about Aleks’s lack of teasing.

“Honey, I think we’ve finally got things right between the three of us,” she smiled across at me.

“Aleks here,” another little affectionate kiss and rub to the neck, “knows I love you and that you’re my forever man, my soulmate, my husband … he’s accepted that, he’s not fighting it anymore.”

“And you, baby, you’ve agreed to share … to share equally while Aleks is still here … so he’s happy about that … the best he could have hoped for … the best he could EVER have hoped for…”

“And the best you could have hoped for,” I added feeling caustic and full of jealous hurt. 

My comment had tried but failed to needle and get a reaction from Heather.   But she was just too damned happy and relaxed, not taking the bait. Just calmly replying, “Yes, dear … the best I could have hoped for … I’ve not hidden the fact I love spending time with Aleks … and, unless I’m very much mistaken, that’s a big thing for you too, honey … your new truth … my new truth … happily still what we both want.”

Our eyes stayed locked together.  She met my hurt and anger with love and patience, but also with firm resolve – forcing me to face truths I sometimes preferred to pretend didn’t exist.

“So, best for all three of us … wouldn’t you say, honey?” she asked me, quiet but insistent.

Seeing her so close and intimate with Aleks, hearing her words – partly reassuring, partly challenging – left me confused and floundering.  Floundering like a non-swimmer whose feet kick but can’t reach the comfort of bottom.

“Honey?” 

Everything had knocked me off my stride, she was having to ask again to get any kind of answer.  Deciding in the end to help me out. 

“Tim, honey, I know you well enough to know you’re enjoying it … and I certainly am … and now Aleks has also gotten to a place where he’s happy with things … he wasn’t happy to share me with Paulie and Vlad, but he knows he has to share me with you … he’s at peace with that, that’s why he’s not being so mean to you any more … so, like I say … it’s best for all three of us … wouldn’t you agree?”

~~~~~    

For the first time since we’d started this whole game, her question made me think about Aleks’s needs and hopes.  Until now nearly all my thoughts of him centered on ‘Aleks the rival’ or ‘Aleks the tormenting belittler.’

The only exception had been immediately after our first blow up, when he’d lost his access rights to Heather.  Then, for just a few days, he’d seemed so abject and pitiful to me.  I’d temporarily felt sorry for him, but that had soon fizzled out when his behavior had changed.

But now Heather’s words and his more friendly and welcoming demeanor had me for the first time thinking of his needs in the same way I thought of my own needs or Heather’s needs.  For the first time had me ascribing equal value and significance to his needs as to ours.

Suddenly, the world looked different. 

However jealous and insecure I still felt, I actually felt a strange linkage with the guy.  He had feelings for Heather – a set of emotions I knew all too well, a set of emotions we both shared.

Seeing the way he turned his head, squeezed her hand and kissed her softly, I’d have had to have been blind not to see how much he’d developed feelings for Heather.  It was writ large in the way he looked at her and in the soft, tender look in his eyes.

But rather than feel pissed and angry, I actually felt for the guy. 

Hell - what sane man wouldn’t have feelings for a woman as wonderful, kind and beautiful as my wife? 

Seeing Aleks standing there, so obviously smitten with my wife, knowing she belonged to me and that in a few short weeks he’d be gone - I knew he had to be working through all kinds of emotional pain.

Again, something he and I had in common. 

The loving, slightly conflicted look on his face reminded me of how I’d felt fifteen years earlier when I’d so quickly fallen head over heels in love with Heather. 

Thankfully for me, she’d felt the same way and even from those early days our romance and life together had been smooth sailing.

~~~~~    

Smooth sailing until now, that was. 

No matter how she’d tried to reassure me – that this new ‘sharing arrangement’ was best for all of us - seeing her draped so lovingly and affectionately around her handsome, masculine young lover set off all kinds of alarm bells.

The largest and loudest alarm bell being that - never mind the ring on her finger or the age difference between the two of them - seeing the chemistry between the two of them reminded me so much of how Heather and I had been all those years ago.  A thought and realization that was truly stunning and frightening. 

Things between them may have started off as mainly sex and raw animal attraction, but now seeing them together like this, it was blindingly obvious how much further things had now gone.

And not just for him, either. 

With hindsight, his growing feelings for my wife had been clear as far back as the week just before Christmas when he’d pushed me too far and Heather and I had slammed on the brakes. 

The sad, depressed way he’d reacted then had been the clearest of signals that Heather was much more than just a casual fuck to Aleks. 

The effort he invested to repair the damage and get back together with Heather was the clearest of signals as to how important she was becoming to him.  A warning bell I’d ignored as I was so blinded by my obsessive enjoyment of the high-octane games we were playing. 

And if his feelings for her were clear, looking at the way she’d behaved these last few weeks – and looking at how she was hugging him so possessively, her feelings for him were almost as obvious.  Feelings which I knew in my heart had sunk much deeper than the skin deep, teenage-type crush that had dominated their first days together.

Taking a deep breath, I fought my growing fears.  However fearful I sometimes felt at the thought Heather might one day leave me for Aleks, I forced myself to recognize this for what it was – PARANOIA.

Yes, they had feelings for each other.  And yes, the physical attractions and the chemistry between them was off the charts.  But however afraid I was, I knew she didn’t have the same kind of deep love for him or commitment that she and I shared.

But even though I knew this in my soul, fears and demons were at work in my mind and suddenly I lost control and words just came uncontrollably tumbling out.

“What is it?  What’s between the two of you?  You seem different than before!” 

I could have put it in my own words.  Told them what I saw and challenged them to correct or deny what I saw.

But that would have been too easy.  I wanted to leave the canvas blank and see what they chose to say and share.  That was the best way to get at the actual truth - rather than my fevered mind having to join the dots with all the pain and room for error that involved.

“We are different … we’re all different … people, relationships are always changing,” she offered, only giving a half answer at best, her arms still wrapped around Aleks’s waist, her body still pressed tight into his back.

“Why did you call me up here?  For ‘dinner’,” I asked half-aggressively, slightly irked by the evasiveness of her half-answer.  The question itself suddenly jumping urgently to the front of my mind - ‘Why had she asked me up here?’ - having ignored me through all the hours since the envelope opening the day before.

“I missed you,” she repeated in her best ‘little girl lost voice’.  Only my passive-aggressive nod towards their two intertwined, cuddled-together bodies finally winning me a fuller, more honest answer.

“I missed you, honey,” she answered with soft but nervous eyes, “and because I thought you might be lonely … and that you’d enjoy it, like you enjoyed all the other times … and because I thought it was a good chance to clear the air and set things straight between the three of us.”

Now we were getting somewhere.  Finally the truth.  None of her first words had been untrue – but it was her last words which were the heart of it.  My steady, silent look to Heather telling her she should continue. 

“It’s like I said earlier … it’s nothing to worry about, honey.” (Why is it whenever you hear those words, it always has the opposite effect.)

“It’s just fun … fun for all three of us … in our different ways … It’s just a few weeks and then Aleks will be gone … and finally it feels like we’ve got things right between the three of us … Aleks isn’t trying to do you down, claim me for himself … he’s accepted that, whatever he and I have, it’s you that I love and want to grow old with … he’s accepted that, not fighting it anymore,” pausing and holding my gaze as she forced me to let her words sink in before she continued.

“And he’s not the only one who’s making progress, is he honey,” she stated, eyes boring into mine.  “I mean, I know you find it difficult, balancing all your different ‘feelings’ … but just while Aleks is still here, you’ve agreed to share … to share equally … because you know you love it and you know it makes me happy too!”

Our eyes stayed looked together as she used the sudden silence to force me to think through the truth of what she was saying. 

“So that’s what’s changed, honey,” she summarized quietly, finally answering my earlier question, “and so that’s why I said it’s best for everyone, wouldn’t you say?”

My quiet, barely perceptible nod of the head – the only way I seemed capable of answering the really difficult questions this weekend – taken by her as some kind of agreement from me. 

She knew that, given how difficult this was for me, this was as much as she wasn’t going to get by way of being face-to-face with them and signing off on the plan they’d hatched for me to share Heather fifty-fifty for the remainder of Aleks’s stay.


Chapter 12

Sunday January 11th 2015

All this change, all this discussion about change happened without me even sitting down in Aleks’s apartment!

As we finally sat down to eat, my overactive brain threw another mental hand grenade into the mix.  The thought that until the last couple of days the increasing power and frequency of the games we’d been playing had all been hidden and camouflaged by using the convenient code of ‘Amy and Aleks’ – with somehow the use of my wife’s middle name making it all seem safe and unreal.

But the last two days had stripped that all away.  It hadn’t been fictional Amy who’d allowed herself to be used as a fuck toy for hours on end by Aleks’s buddies.  It had been my very real and un-fictional wife Heather who’d been happy to be fucked mercilessly by Vlad and then Paulie before making the briefest of appearances back home.

And now it wasn’t Amy  who was choosing to spend time with another man, choosing to split her time evenly between me and him.  I had to put on my big boy pants, stop hiding behind oblique references to Amy and admit it was my loving wife Heather who had negotiated for as much time with the well-endowed young fireman as she thought I’d agree to.

Me – she loved, and wanted to have my children. 

Him – she lusted after, came on his cock and – most likely, if I was honest – was still working through the emotional side of what their feelings were for each other.

As we moved from the starter to the main course, I forced my over-heating mind to come back to another anchor point of safety.  The fact that at each and every turn, knowing how hard this could be for me, she’d offered me the chance to abort.

But even this supposed anchor point of emotional comfort seemed to be malfunctioning and changing like so many other things today.

Despite the enormity of what had been written in the envelope, despite the enormity of what she’d just been explaining to me, tonight and the night before were the first two times I couldn’t remember her offering me a safety net.  A safety net to stop things or throw things into reverse.

What did this mean?  Was it a real thing, or was it just my advanced state of paranoia and insecure jealousy that was making me see changes where there were none? 

Or was it real – my wife now like me, too far gone to offer any resistance to how things were developing?  Too in love with the idea of a deepening relationship with Aleks in his last few weeks here to give me any opportunity to put barriers in her way?

With a superhuman effort, I managed to drag by mind back from this worrying set of possibilities.  Forcing myself to sit there making small talk as I played with the noodles and sweet and sour that had been delivered.  (No doubt they’d been too busy enjoying their time together for any non-bedroom activities such as cooking!)

The taste of the Chinese was truly excellent, but not so good that it didn’t distract me from saying a silent prayer of request that Aleks truly was going back to San Diego at the end of the month.  Begging any deity that would listen that he wouldn’t magically find some eleventh-hour excuse to extend his stay. 

With all the things I was seeing and hearing tonight, without the time limit of his end of January departure, I’d have been truly terrified of the threat Aleks would have posed to my marriage.  To my marriage and the new family life that Heather and I had planned together.

Things between them may have started off as all to do with physical attraction and the best sex either of them had ever known.  But what I’d seen and we’d talked about tonight told me these already dangerous waters had been extended into a full-on storm of emotional adventure and risk.  Aleks smitten with an amazing woman who’d touched his heart in ways he’d never expected, and from what she’d hinted at, Heather was not that far behind.

All of this was on show – on show, but only half spoken about, full discussion being too dangerous and scary to risk – as Heather and Aleks continued to wind themselves physically and emotionally around each other as they served ‘their guest’ and played out the evening life like a happy and well-established domestic couple.

~~~~~    

As we finally reached dessert and coffee, as I breathed in the overpowering chemistry of the deepened relationship between them it sparked painful thoughts of an inversion in my mind. 

‘If their relationship was stronger and deeper, just how solid now were the emotional foundations between Heather and myself?’

Did stronger feelings between them inevitably imply weaker emotions and foundations from her towards me?

I knew she still loved me, but I’d have been a fool not to wonder at the longer-term implications of what I was seeing develop right in front of my own eyes.

Sure, Aleks would be gone in a few short weeks, but what was to stop the next virile, big-dicked young stud having a similar impact on my wife’s life and heart?

It was just a short leap from this to the wider question - were we really ready to move on to that second stage that we had planned for 2015? Moving from passionate lovers and best friends to a truly merged couple focused on making and nurturing new life?  The same tortured question I’d been asking myself just a few minutes below when I’d been sitting downstairs alone pondering what Heather and my behavior meant for our fitness to become parents.

Two months ago, I’d have answered yes – ‘hell yes’, we were ready to be parents!  But the arrival of Aleks and the way he’d had such a big impact on my formerly faithful wife forced me to reappraise just how solid our foundations truly were.

As they sat next to each other, Heather serving me coffee first as the guest in their little love nest, they seemed so close and relaxed with each other.

At the start of their relationship, Heather had rapidly become besotted and infatuated with the handsome, charismatic young firefighter.  His confidence, good looks, imposing physical presence and piercing blue eyes had all combined to make an immediate impression on her.  Melting fifteen years of determined faithfulness in a matter of hours and days!

Her love for me was undimmed, but nonetheless, seeing your wife smitten and attracted to a guy way more than she’s ever been attracted to you is an experience you never forget.

Even in those first days, before they’ d grown truly close, when they’d just been flirting and getting to know each other - she’d seemed powerless to resist. 

Her powerlessness so strong that for the first time in our marriage she’d lied to me and told me half-truths to speed the moment when she’d first get to be bedded by our handsome young neighbor.

But now, as I sat there with my own wife almost feeling like a stranger and a third wheel as they talked about their respective plans for the New Year, my whole body was consumed by a bewildering, inexplicable mix of pain and excitement.  Part of me feeling like my heart was breaking – the other part of me consumed by an insanely powerful lust.

As we sipped our coffee, the two of them chatted away about her work plans and how he was looking forward to San Diego’s better climate, for the thousandth time I asked myself just why the hell I was so addicted to this excruciating lifestyle.  What weird things had happened to me in my barely remembered childhood that these masochistic games pulled so strongly at my soul?

Maybe the single worst (but also most exciting) thing as I watched the little touches and observed the relaxed conversation was the dreaded realization – the dreaded realization that even when Aleks did leave at the end of the month, surely we wouldn’t simply return to clear water and plain sailing.

San Diego was only a three-hour flight away and the kind of emotional closeness and sexual attraction the two of them shared wouldn’t just magically dissipate just because the two of them were twelve-hundred miles apart.

~~~~~    

When the meal came to an end, as casually as if she was asking me if I took milk in my coffee, Heather asked me if I wanted to watch her blow Aleks before I headed home…

WTF!

Was I living in some kind of insane parallel universe?  Was I really the husband here, and Aleks the interloper?  Or was that just a mirage in my mind?

“Sorry, baby,” Heather apologized, seeing the look of shock on my face. 

“I just thought it might excite you … I mean, you loved watching earlier … so I kind of just thought…” her words briefly trailing off before adding, “and, we have kind of starved you of watching opportunities recently…”

The insanity, the parallel universe reality was completed by my own insane reaction as words that weren’t mine came out.  “I’d prefer to actually watch you make love … if it’s all the same to you…”

“My naughty, kinky husband,” Heather smiled softly adding teasingly, “would you like to see us kiss and caress … to whisper sweet nothings to each other?”

“As long as you never stop loving me, then yes!”  Whose voice was this speaking?  The words were coming from my mouth, but I hardly believed it was me saying these things.

“I’ll never stop loving you, baby,” she cooed, reaching across the table to touch my face, her eyes looking deep into mine.  I think, the first time she’d touched me rather than Aleks since I’d arrived in ‘their’ condo nearly two hours ago.

I didn’t doubt her love for me, but what I now knew was that life wasn’t so simple. 

Aleks … temporary, only here for a few months Aleks … had cast a shadow on our lives … had temporarily forced me to share Heather’s heart, because she wanted to be shared, shared like this.

With Paulie and Vlad … which now seemed a full lifetime ago … she’d wanted to be physically shared.

But now, through the envelope, the envelope I’d agreed without ever reading it, I’d agreed to emotionally share Heather for the next few weeks.  A sharing she’d helped engineer and which she desperately craved

For the next hours the surreal mood – helped by the amount of alcohol we’d all consumed – just got stronger and stronger.

Despite my response, Heather did get down on her knees and occasionally smile across at me as she unhooked Aleks’s pants and lovingly slavered all over his prodigious erection.

As her mouth wondered up and down his thick length, her hands always lovingly playing with his huge balls – for the most part she lovingly looked up at him.  But every so often she’d throw me a bone – giving me an equally loving look.  Her eyes sparkling as, without words, she told me ‘this is what you wanted, honey … this is what we both love and need know’.

When she’d satisfied this need to worship his manhood, she led him by the hand – another signal to me – from the sitting room into the master bedroom.  Alternating between kisses and unbuttoning and loosening his clothes as she also stripped herself.

And then it was time for what she’d teased me about – when she’d asked me if I wanted to see them ‘make love’ and ‘kiss and caress’ each other.  Because this was precisely what they then did for the next few minutes.

I’d seen hard, passionate sex between them.  I’d even seen Aleks use tender love making to try and draw Heather closer and weaken her love for me.

But in nearly every way this was both much more arousing and much more scary to watch.  The natural closeness and chemistry between the two of them.  Aleks no longer using sex and his body to wage war against me.  Aleks just using his body as Heather was using hers to express their feelings for each other.

They were okay that I was here – but this was all about them, not me.  They didn’t mind that I was here to enjoy watching, but if I had slipped out halfway through, they’d likely not have noticed.

I didn’t slip out halfway through.  I was too addicted, too needy for that.  I watched, sweating and struggling for breath as their bodies writhed and pumped up and down on the bed.  As Aleks physically took my wife with his huge cock – penetrating her far deeper than I ever could as he stretched her out and brought her to numerous orgasms as he fucked her in multiple positions. 

Before finally choosing the most intimate of options – laying between her legs, kissing her with a beguiling mix of hunger and tenderness as his body went rigid and he pumped her full to overflowing with his potent seed.

It was only when they’d reached this position that my need to watch and to be involved became too weak to overcome my sense of shame and I silently and wordlessly made my exit.

The two of them so wrapped up in each other they didn’t even not me leaving.  Making my heart ache with terminal pain with the thought of what the next few weeks held.  And whether, even if I managed to survive this, Aleks would actually leave as planned at the end of January.

End of Book Three

Book 4 is planned to be published in two to three weeks.
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