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Synopsis

With the holiday season over, things deepen between my wife and our neighbor, her well-endowed and intimidatingly large young lover.  Despite highs and lows, we're still enjoying playing the game - although what will happen when it's time for him to go back to San Diego is anyone's guess.

The last part of our unplanned journey into the hotwife lifestyle, including the long term impacts on our marriage, as Heather and I are forced to face up to the new truths we've discovered about each other over the last few weeks.


Chapter 1

Monday evening, January 12th 2015

Thanks heaven for Monday morning work! Not an expression that had often passed my lips over the years. 

But that Monday - after I’d had that surreal meal as a dinner guest of Aleks and my wife, complete with dessert of me requesting them to make love so that I could watch – the distraction of work was extremely welcome.

The New Year had brought an influx of new business leads and I had a busy day ahead of me working on the financial needs of nearly a dozen new clients.  Calculating ratios, assessing risk profiles and looking at tax impacts … all of them just the kind of mental diversions I needed right now.  To stop myself thinking about the last few days and what they meant for where things might be headed for Heather and me.

‘The last few days’.  Such an innocuous little expression.  But the events themselves had been anything but innocuous. 

Not only had the woman I loved allowed herself to have sex with two men at the same time for the first time in her life – but she’d also virtually moved in upstairs with Aleks. 

Aleks, the six-foot-five hunky young firefighter blessed with the thick nine-inch cock. Our temporary neighbor – and for the last month my wife’s boyfriend. 

Aleks, the man I’d agreed for her to be with for the last month of his stay before he headed back to San Diego.  These new living arrangements something I’d unwittingly agreed to as part of a devil’s pact with my wife – the price I’d had to pay for being allowed upstairs and to stay in the room when she’d had a full-on MFM sex session with Aleks’s well-hung buddies Paulie and Vlad.

Whenever I thought about these new living arrangements, only three things kept me vaguely sane. 

That, whoop-de-do, I got to share Heather with Aleks, rather than handing her over lock stock and barrel for the rest of his stay.  That it was only temporary – that he’d be heading back in just a few weeks’ time.

And, most importantly, my sanity only remained because – lonely and frightened as I often was – whenever I thought about this new situation, I also shook with wave upon wave of masochistic excitement.  Excitement that fed the sick, perverted demons that had so come to dominate my life this last month.  Demons that showed no sign of leaving my head or my heart any time soon.  Demons that seemed to have consumed and shredded any sense of willpower or self-respect I’d ever possessed.  Demons which I forlornly told myself I’d shackle and control once Aleks was safely departed back to San Diego.

~~~~~    

Even with my heavy and urgent workload, every so often my mind would wonder.  Thinking of Heather just a few feet away – like me, working, but not just in the next room, her home office now temporarily relocated upstairs to Aleks’s condo.

His hours testing the new fire equipment were always irregular – but for once, earlier I’d seen him going off to work. 

So I could have gone upstairs and talked to Heather - putting myself out of my misery – bringing forward by several hours our planned reunion.

But despite the rib-cracking heartache I was feeling, the side of me that wallowed in these masochistic wife-sharing pleasures resisted each and every time my body started to move.  The demons in my head whispering all kinds of persuasive arguments … ‘he’ll be gone soon, then you won’t get the chance to savor this agony any more’ … ‘the more you wait, the worse the ache, the more you’ll enjoy it when she finally comes home’.  And maybe the most memorable of all … ‘be careful, Tim … if you go up early, maybe she’ll punish you by staying an extra day … or even an extra day or two.’

These internal mental battles were at their worst whenever I was doing some basic tax computations.

Hardly the most romantic thing, but I’d always loved these moments in my day, when I’d have the pre-text of getting a proper tax accountant to check my calculations.

But today, that wasn’t to be.  The proper tax accountant was upstairs, preferring to spend time in another man’s home – even when the man himself wasn’t even there!  A thought that sent a deliciously painful pang of angst arrowing through my chest – crunching bone and piercing flesh, wounding me in an enjoyable way I’d never begin to understand.

~~~~~    

Around lunch time I felt the urge to head down to the gym, to burn off my stress and tension.

Oh shit!  Should I text and see if she wanted to join me?  Or should I even pop up and invite her in person?

I turned the thought over and over in my mind – a painfully abject delay which caused me one of my most painful moments of the whole few days.

Because by the time I’d finally decided to head upstairs to see if she wanted to join me – my thoughts were interrupted by the sound of laughter coming from the pathway below our condo window.

Peering out, I saw a laughing and happy Heather kissing Aleks as he carried her gym bag for her, as he led her off towards the gate.  My indecision had cost me dear - I’d been replaced by her young lover.  A poisonous voice in my head whispering.  ‘As if you ever had a chance, anyway … anyway, isn’t that how you like it these days?’

From the angle of her head – from the way that I was sitting, Heather had to see me.  The glint in the corner of her eye telling me that she had indeed seen me, but that she preferred not to acknowledge me.  That she preferred to stick to the script, to stick to the game.

~~~~~    

An hour thirty later, I was still moping – sitting melancholy in the window, berating myself for my indecision as I heard the two of them coming back.

The laughter, the sounds of happy abandon were the same as before. 

I was virtually unmoved from when they’d left - in the same waiting, puppy dog position.

But this time there was no glint in my wife’s eye.  No studied and pretended indifference.  She didn’t acknowledge me as her attention was fully elsewhere.  Aleks was still carrying her bag, just like before.  But this time her arm was looped through his.  Her head was tilted towards his.  She didn’t see me because I was the last thing in her mind right then – her mind was fully occupied by thoughts of Aleks back from work.  Her and Aleks back from their shared session at the gym – both looking sweaty.  No doubt she was already thinking of what he’d be doing to her upstairs in bed after they’d showered.  No doubt a shared shower - with soapy, wet hands playfully wandering over bodies - with wet, lust-filled lips reaching out and kissing.

Her mind wasn’t on me – it was on that sexy shower and the ecstasy she’d enjoy for her last few hours with her muscular, big-cocked lover before she finally had to fulfil her vow to return to me on Monday evening.  My cock beating hard at this thought – hard at the thought of Heather returning, but equally hard at the painful thought about where she’d probably prefer to be.

~~~~~    

‘See you Monday evening’.  Why is ‘evening’ such a vague term?  Covering anything from five to ten o’clock.

I think they came back together from the gym around two and the rest of the day was a total and utter write-off. 

Until finally, just a few minutes before eleven, Heather finally snuck in – like a naughty, guilty teenager returning late from a date which she knew wasn’t approved.

When she did sneak back through the front door, her face was a veritable mixing pot of different emotions.

Some emotions were clear.  The teasing smirk.  The tired, satisfied relaxation of limbs and facial muscles from prolonged sexual exercise.

Some emotions were imagined or inferred.  The soft smile which I inferred meant she was happy to be home.  Happy to be home, happy to be back with the man she truly loved – even if, temporarily, he didn’t excite her quite as much as her new toy did.

Just as I was weighing the clear versus the imagined or inferred, she blew away my mounting doubts as she wrapped her arms tight around my neck.  Enabling me to drink in her so long absent scent, before she pulled her head back and gazed into my eyes.

“I love you, honey.”  Another squeeze, another wrap.  Extra hard, extra loved.  “Love you so much.”

Instantly I was floating on a cloud of relief.  Seconds later I was carrying the woman who’d shared my life and my heart for fifteen years to the bed where I intended to soundly ravish her.  To reclaim what was mine – physically and emotionally.  Each as important as the other as I stripped her, tearing at her clothes then mine with a fevered need to be carnally and psychologically reconnected.

It was only Monday.  Only three days since we’d made love – but it felt like a whole lifetime of change had happened since then.

My cock sank into her with terrifying ease – a terrifying ease which excited me in ways of which I was totally ashamed.  But even this shame seemed to excite me as with Heather back in my arms my newly learned games were nine parts pleasure for every one part pain.

Feeling her warm, wet pussy enveloping me felt wonderful – gave me that ‘on top of the world’ feeling as Heather looked lovingly and deeply into my eyes.  The soft flesh of her thighs feeling heavenly on my flanks as she wrapped her legs around me and kissed me urgently.

I slammed in and out fast and desperate, both of us wanting it like this, her need for me as strong as my need for her.  Tenderness and talking could come later, I need the unique closeness of carnal and physical connection.

~~~~~    

Three minutes later – two minutes of action, one minute of recovery, I’m sure Aleks performed better – Heather and I were spent and hugging each other tight.  For now, no words spoken – I had the distinct impression she needed to feel me next to her as much as I needed to be felt.

“I love you, so, so much … baby,” she cooed, raw emotion in her voice.

Laughing, walking back from the gym, she may have been so wrapped up in another man that she’d been blind to my presence – but know I was getting my revenge.  Getting my comfort and reassurance.  She hugged me so close, her voice was so full of emotion and need.

Holding her close, stroking her hair, I felt confident I had her back.  That everything I’d seen and heard and felt with her and Aleks was just transient and fun.  Her last throwing into the air of her pre-motherhood pom-poms of wild, sexual abandon - before snuggling into me as we set off on our shared journey of parenthood.

Feeling confident – feeling relieved … oh, so relieved … I set off on peppering her with the hundreds of questions that had built up and gone unanswered these last few days.

“You and Paulie … you and Vlad and Paulie … where was that all coming from?”

This had been a fault line of a question running through my heart ever since I’d since the hunger in her face when she’d offered me the poisoned chalice of that invite to come upstairs and watch how things played out between her and Aleks’s two firefighter buddies.

Aleks may have hated sharing her with his friends, but even before we’d gone back to his condo, it had been evident the woman I thought I knew was more than excited at the prospect.

“You and Paulie … you and Vlad and Paulie … where was that all coming from?” I repeated again, earning me two blushing cheeks and a distant look of happy reminiscing from my wife.

When her mind finally came back into the room, she just smiled, giggled a little and answered.

“Other girls at college did it … I was always just a little too straight … now seemed the perfect time … to scratch an itch for me … and to give you something I was pretty sure you’d find exciting.”

Even before I’d fully taken in her words, my mouth was moving, unbidden, embarrassing questions coming out.

“Didn’t you think to ask me?  To involve me as one of the other men?  Either with Aleks … or even with Paulie and Vlad?” 

She giggled again, fixing me with a loving look, both of us knowing what she’d say next.

“Tim, honey … I love you, you have many other qualities, but we both know you’re not quite in the same league as Aleks, Vlad and Paulie when it comes to ‘other things’ … so, no, I never did think to include you … besides, I think you prefer it that way these days…”

It was my turn to blush now.  What she said was true at every level, and similar words had almost become common between us these last few weeks.  But even so, the lack of doubt and certainty in her words – how she’d so succinctly summarized painful physical and emotional truths - brought a lump to my throat.  Made my cheeks burn three shades deeper – even as my cock added a few extra notches on the hardness scale.

Even before I’d had a chance to reply – she spoke again.  Layering even more cock-hardening angst onto my soul.

“And making Aleks share me with his friends … yes, I wanted it … but I also thought it might keep in check just how he’s been getting more and more smitten with me…”

I couldn’t deny the truth she spoke.  I’d noticed it as well, and what she said made perfect sense.

But still – being reminded just how Aleks’s feelings had moved from the physical to the emotional was hardly what I wanted to hear right now.




Chapter 2

Tuesday morning, January 13th 2015

Waking on Tuesday morning was, briefly, a mixed experience.

Mixed as, as I woke and the sleepiness dropped away, I felt a kneejerk reaction, panicking as I turned to Heather’s side of the bed, my half-awake brain expecting to find emptiness, to find that she was gone.

Not paranoia!  Based on recent experience, all the sneaking out at night, even though she’d only just returned to me after a whole three days with Aleks, expecting a morning absence wasn’t illogical.

But thankfully, reality was a lot more comforting.  Pushed me back into a far less terrified frame of mind, as I took in my wife’s golden locks lying peacefully on the pillow.

Panic quickly fading, I couldn’t resist stroking her golden locks, touching the soft skin next to her fringe and generally just breathing in her beauty as she hovered between sleep and morning.  Gazing at this beautiful creature – fifteen years we’d been together, but all these temporary losses of her to Aleks were making me appreciate her more than ever.

Slowly she came around.  Slowly she accepted me kisses, accepted my nudging of her thighs apart as we made love in a far slower and more tender way than the previous night’s desperate and needy connection had been conducted.

Last night had been amazing – had been a life-raft to a dying man – but this was too old and dear friends reconnecting.  All slow and practiced gentle pistoning of my cock in and out of the most sensitive part of my wife’s body.  All lips and looks between us that said more than words ever could.

~~~~~    

As we showered and set about the serious business of the day, there were still aftershocks of the game we’d been playing.

She may have been just about to spend all morning on calls about tax write-offs and the most effective ways of keeping Uncle Sam’s long fingers out of her clients’ pockets – but that didn’t totally stop the playful side of her.  Didn’t stop a playful slap delivered to my ass.  “Love you, stud muffin,” she smiled and chuckled as she left the shower and slapped my ass as she ogled my butt.  She was happy with life – great prospects, a loving husband, family plans and a stud boyfriend so hot all her girlfriends would be jealous if she ever told them.  What wasn’t to like?  She had it all … and then some!

~~~~~    

That loving, lusted after scene was the high-point of my day.  Of my week, actually.

Breakfast sex and shower shenanigans completed, a delayed breakfast finally eaten, I settled down to the drudgery of work.  I tried to get excited and to focus, but it was mentally impossible.

I had these huge neon letters flashing in front of my face – ‘SHARING HER, ONE NIGHT FOR ME, ONE NIGHT FOR HIM.’

It was like the whole thing about ‘see you Monday evening’ – where the vagueness had killed me, leaving me wondering for hours upon end about when she’d come back on Monday.

‘Sharing her, one night for me, one night for him.’  In some ways it was precise, but in other ways it was gut-wrenchingly painful. The math was precise – but the exact timing was driving me crazy with the uncertainty of exactly when I’d lose her to him again.

Even after the last amazing few hours with my wife, this ‘not knowing when’ had me permanently on edge.  Any time either of us moved, I half expected to find her gone.  Even trips to the kitchen or the bathroom spiked by nerve levels – each time I’d check as I passed her door that she’d not sneaked out without me realizing.

My nerves jagged and exposed every minute.  Listening for any change or sign from Heather’s home office, just a few feet away from my own.  Several times imagining I was hearing the first sounds of her getting things together to head upstairs to Aleks.

But whatever I told myself I was hearing, whatever I did actually hear, Heather stayed lovingly and faithfully by my side all through Tuesday and Wednesday and I couldn’t have been more happy. 

We went to the gym together, walked our dachshund Rascal together and made sweet, tender love at nighttime.

As I felt the loving way she looked at me and that her body moved beneath me, the hope rose in my heart that the whole thing about wanting to be shared between me and Aleks was all just one more mind-game that Heather was playing on me.  That, in reality, she might spend the odd night or evening with him – but that what she reality wanted was to be next to me, her loving and loved husband.

When we’d both cum and we were busy cuddling and talking about our future plans, more and more I became sure this was what she really wanted.  That the sharing thing had just been one more mighty mind-fuck.

~~~~~    

But when the weak winter sunlight on Thursday morning hit my face, I was forced to recognize a very different set of thoughts - I was back into panic-mode.

This time when I reached over for Heather, all I felt was air, air and an empty bed, no golden locks anywhere to be seen.

If I’d not built my hopes up, maybe it would have been easier to deal with as I stared forlornly at the empty, Heather-shaped imprint on the bed, the sheets and mattress showing it wasn’t long since she’d left.  Sneaking out so as not to wake me, avoiding an awkward and difficult scene.

The fact she’d managed to leave so quietly and without waking me making me think she must have transferred some clothes up to Aleks’s – a realization that sent a confused shiver of fear laced with excitement through me.

This was for real.  She’d either left clothes there (or bought some) during all the time she and Aleks had spent together at the weekend, or she’d found an opportunity to sneak what she needed up there while I’d been busy or during the one short hour I’d been away Wednesday afternoon for a business meeting.

Either way, whenever and however she’d done it, the outcome was the same.  She was gone, back with the other man in her life.  I’d had precisely two whole days back together with the woman who called me ‘husband’ and now she was gone again!

Wasn’t I the stupid one for thinking she might be re-thinking.  Or that the ‘sharing’ thing had all just been a mind game.

No, it was deadly serious.  Deadly real.  She’d had her two days reconnecting with her longtime lover, and now she wanted away.  Wanted back with the piercing blue eyes, imposing six-foot-five frame and nine-inch cock of her handsome young lover. 

A man who - even though he was a decade and a half younger than Heather and could have his pick of all the local hotties – seemed to be as besotted with my wife as she was with him.  A thought which disturbed and thrilled me in equal measure.

~~~~~    

Thursday, alone again.

Alone in what now felt a cold and lonely home … I was back on the hamster wheel I’d invented for myself.  Invented with energetic and enthusiastic support from my beautiful assistant!  Back listening for any little sign, any little sound. 

Only this time, I wasn’t looking and listening for any sign that Heather might be heading up to be with Aleks.  That bit was already done.  No, I was looking and listening in desperate hope.  Desperate hope that she was on the way back.  Hoping that having spent three days with him from Friday to Monday, and having now spent only two days back with me, that just a few hours with Aleks would be enough for her, would satisfy her physical and emotional appetites.

Every little creak, every little sound of winter pipes and joists expanding or contracting made me jump, made me hope that she’d snuck back in and that any minute now I’d see her smiling face appearing around the door jam.  Smirking at the game we were playing, at the fun she was having and the mix of pain and pleasure she was giving her husband.

But by mid-morning there had been no smiling face appearing around the door jam.  Just tattered, shredded nerves for yours truly and an ulcer where my stomach lining once had been.

Shit, we’d not even reached mid-day and I was a sweating, stressed out mess … just how the hell was I going to get through the next few hours and days without ending up pinned in a straitjacket?

I wasn’t helping myself by my own actions.  I was trying to use work to distract myself, but almost without taking a conscious decision, I’d parked myself in the armchair next to our panoramic living room window that looked down onto the building entrance and pathway.  Sitting there like a forlorn puppy dog thinking I might get a sight of Heather if she made an early trip to the gym.  Although the thought she’d more than likely be accompanied by Aleks had me twisting in my chair with agony at the thought.  Having lost her so soon after her return to me, could I cope with seeing them back together again?

But it wasn’t to be – just before ten-thirty it was the large, muscular frame of Aleks I saw walking down the path.  Thankfully, all by himself.  His face painted with a smug, self-satisfied smile. A smile that suddenly unleashed a painful series of realizations in my mind.

Of course!  It all fitted now!  The timeline, that arrogant smile, and most telling of all … those two, loud, thirty-minute bursts of music which I’d heard but had ignored.  Too caught up in my distress to give them a second thought … how stupid I’d been!  How many times over the last few weeks had Aleks used turned up music to mask the moans and screams of ecstasy he invariably managed to make come crashing out of Heather’s lungs!

It all fit together perfectly.  I was certain of what had been happening up there the last few hours.

I could picture it in my mind’s eye.

Aleks infatuated with my beautiful wife and wanting to make the most of every minute he could get with her before he returned to San Diego. He would have woken her with a series of smoochy kisses, leading into a lengthy and powerful mixed love making and fucking session.  Cue the first loud burst of music to hide her wanton cries as Aleks no doubt brought her crashing through multiple climaxes. 

A shower to clean-up – no doubt together – would have followed, inevitably leading to touching and kissing and sex all over again.  Either in the shower, or standing somewhere convenient in the bathroom, or maybe back in the bed and making the whole thing sodden with their wetness.

I wasn’t sure where, but the second burst of music meant they’d definitely had a second sex session.

Then probably some more kissing and sweet nothings before finally Heather would swat him away, telling him she ‘really did have to work now’ … to my calculating brain, this series of events matched perfectly the two rounds of music, Aleks now emerging at ten-thirty and that cocky smile all over his face. 

A cocky smile of satisfied conceit – the twenty-five-year-old firefighter happy that he’d achieved his twin goals.  More time with my lovely wife and making even more of an impression on her.

~~~~~     

All the time he was away, my mind was occupied by two sets of thoughts. 

The thought of running up there to see Heather or claim her back while he was gone.

And thoughts about all the things Heather had said to me back just before New Year.  When she’d wounded me and pandered to my cuckold needs by telling me, ‘I love how much younger than me he is’, telling me how he, ‘he uses his cock as a weapon to conquer and claim me’, knowing that every time he stretched her out, ‘he fucks me just a little more away from my husband.’

I never did go upstairs to reclaim or reconnect – instead I just sat waiting with the sound of Heather’s voice saying those words pounding in my head over and over again. 

~~~~~    

It was only four hours before Aleks returned – the same smug, self-satisfied look on his face.  Must be nice to have a job where the tax payers pay you a good whack for working such short hours.  Although I suspect it was more the thought of extra time with Heather more than money that accounted for his conceited grin.

He looked up and winked at me as he entered the building – miming the turning of a volume knob on a sound system, a sure sign of what he had planned for Heather as soon as he was back in the condo they’d shared so often now.

That wink, that gesture … it was a million miles from the calm, relaxed and friendly way he’d been towards me at the weekend.  Heather had said he’d finally accepted that I was her ‘soulmate’ and ‘forever man’ – but that wink suggested otherwise.  Suggested all those ambitions of ‘fucking her away from her husband’ were a;ive and well and that his friendliness at the weekend had been at best ambivalent and at worst nothing more than a sham act to worm his way further into Heather’s affections.

True to his mime, the loud music was back on within five minutes of his return.  Never mind that it was still the middle of Heather’s working day – that and two more bursts of music before six p.m. indicated she was no more successful in resisting his advances in the afternoon than she’d been in the morning.

All the time just leaving me stewing downstairs, trying to work and failing dismally – in the end I dragged myself off to the local Starbucks to work.  At least putting some distance between me and their love games reduced the bittersweet a few notches.

~~~~~    

Enough work finally done, in a totally confused and torn frame of mind, I dragged myself out of Starbucks and back to the condo.

Maybe I was naïve, but now it was past six p.m. – when Heather knew I’d be finished with my work – I genuinely thought I might get an invite upstairs.  Either to share a meal with them, or to watch their physical relations, or possibly both.

But as the hours ticked away and no invite came, all my emotional energy was focused back on all those things Heather had said before New Year.  She’d said them to bait and excite me – but we both knew there’s no smoke without fire.  The only reason she said them and that at the time they’d excited me was because they were rooted in truth.

At the time her words had excited me – but now after only recently having her back and now facing the prospect of another night without her, my heart was ninety percent panic and only ten percent arousal.

I’d be a liar if I said there was no arousal – but mostly it was panic and fear I felt.  Including a fear that if I did go upstairs to insert myself uninvited into their evening, several negative consequences might unfold.

For sure, I’d look desperate and needy.  That was guaranteed – that was the entry price.

And things might get worse.  They might not let me in – the most embarrassing and worst of all thoughts. Left helpless on the doorstep while my wife spent the evening and night with her lover in the condo above me.

But maybe this wasn’t the worst.  If they let me in, it might actually be even worse.  The words from pre New Year which were banging around in my head … they might no longer just be words … I might be face-to-face with the reality of what it looked like to see the woman I loved moving closer and closer to the young firefighter.  As he made good on her pre New Year words that he was trying to fuck her away from me … with each love making session, each night they spent together dragging her further away from me and more into his orbit.

At the weekend, then again when I’d had her home earlier in the week, everything had seemed fine.  Tuesday and Wednesday, I’d been able to cope – things had been in balance.  But now she was gone again and I felt overwhelmed.  It was like the walls were crushing in.

The whole evening was a poisonous and heart-stopping mix.  Unrequited hope they’d call me up, mixed with a terrible dread that if they did, it would just make things worse.  All stirred in with a cocktail of indecision about whether or not to go up and force myself into their happy little domestic set-up – a voice in my head telling me, ‘Anything is better than nothing.’

Three more loud bursts of music enabled me to experience a sick kind of pleasure as I kept count before finally just after midnight the bourbon finally took me.

Most of the evening I’d resisted the urge – knowing I needed to stay sober and in control in case they did invite me up, and as my best form of defense if they didn’t.  But by eleven it was clear no call was going to come and I had terrible premonitions of a sleepless night – so several large tumblers of Buffalo Trace seemed the best solution to my problem.

~~~~~    

Friday morning seemed spookily reminiscent of Thursday morning.  The same panicked reaction as sleepy Tim reached across and found an empty, Heather-shaped side to the bed.

Only this time, a bad hangover and the memories of Thursday’s tortured hours of waiting made things worse as I set about a breakfast time of feeling distinctly sorry for myself.

I knew it was the wrong thing to do, but I set about clearing my schedule for the day.  My three calls cancelled by email, the work I’d planned I could make up at the weekend, as I decided I needed a change of scenery I headed over to the remote beauty of Bainbridge Island.

An hour later, I was tucking into a hearty breakfast courtesy of ‘Frasier’s diner’ (named after the famous Seattle-based TV-show) and feeling a lot better about things.  The sea air, the one-hour drive and the crisp winter sunshine were making me feel better – that, and the distance I’d put between myself and the goings on between Aleks and Heather in the upstairs condo.

Even as I sipped my fragrant coffee and looked out over Eagle Harbour, I found myself in a philosophical frame of mind.

Up close and just a few feet away from what was happening, it was all too much.  The thought that I was just feet away from their sex games and whatever emotional things were developing was just too much.  Too suffocating.  Too claustrophobic.  The thought that at any moment I might see either of them or both of them inhibited and stifled me – leaving me in an almost permanent state of panicked stress.

But now with a safe buffer zone between their affair and me, I found my mind was finally able to function.  To consider in much calmer and more objective terms what was going on.  To start to decode a question that had echoed through my head throughout much of Thursday – ‘Tim, just why the hell are you doing this thing?  Yes, it might have been a long-time fantasy … but haven’t you let it run way out of control?  Too much!  You’re on the outside, looking in!  Be honest with yourself, pal … is this how you saw it?  When you used to imagine it … when it was nothing more than just imagined.’

It was a good question – a damned good question, but not one to which I readily had an answer.

I sat sipping a second cup of coffee, I tried to force answers.  Tried to take myself all the way back to when this thing had started, tried to force myself to remember how I’d felt at each stage and what had driven my decisions at each point.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized that insistent voice in my head which had asked such awkward questions, had been right.

It wasn’t that I was pretending to myself that I wasn’t enjoying big parts of what we were doing – I was honest with myself that the whole Aleks and Heather thing still excited me beyond belief.  But when the voice had whispered ‘out of control … too much … you’re on the outside, looking in’ – my inner voice had gone straight to the heart of the problem.

My mind now a lot clearer, I resolved that Heather and I needed to have a serious talk when I returned to the city.  That I needed to step up to the plate and make sure all three of us understood this was all about what Heather and Tim wanted – and that, although he did have rights, what Aleks needed and wanted very much came a distant third.

Chest puffed up, head feeling a lot clearer, I was about to call for the check when another, much more insidious voice spoke.  An insidious, slithering, reptilian voice … but unfortunately, not one I could avoid.

‘Who are you kidding, Tim … isn’t this all about the new truths you and Heather have discovered about each other?  Or were they all just imagined?  Or are they really the way to a fulfilling and happy life?  You, cucked and sharing a woman far smarter and more attractive than you with Alpha males … Alpha males, guys on her level … and her accepting this wholesome truth, loving you for it, but letting you both know it’s what she now wants … wants and needs.’

I was about to argue back, but the slithering serpent was only pausing for air.

‘This is the real you, Tim … that’s the real Heather … don’t think you’re someone you’re really not … own it, Tim … you can still be successful Tim, successful Tim with his business … you can still be Tim the social husband … Tim the dad … but in the bedroom, don’t throttle and kill the guy you really are … Tim the voyeur, Tim the cuck … Tim the guy who prefers to let his woman go with an Alpha .. so long as she always comes home at the end of the day…’

~~~~~    

I’d been on such a high – when I’d had the clarity that I needed to march back and make sure the three of us all understood our roles and our places – Heather and Tim, Aleks with a distant bronze.

But this latest set of thoughts left me decidedly confused and depressed.

So I did what I always did.  I walked it off – paying up and heading off into the Grand Forest.

The only thing missing was our faithful dachshund Rascal.  Normally I’d have brought him on a walk like this, but he was back at home, something I’d need to take care of before too long.  But even though I missed his enthusiastic companionship, in my heart I knew I was better for his absence.  I needed the concentration and emotional space that only full solitude can provide.

~~~~~    

The trail took a good hour and a half but was hugely productive.  By the end of it I’d reached some firm conclusions.

The strongest of all was one I put into action as I drove back to the city.  Partly because I knew I needed to take care of Rascal’s little canine needs.  But most importantly because of what I was telling Heather when my breathless wife finally picked up.

“High, baby … we need to talk.”


Chapter 3

Friday afternoon, January 16th 2015

“What’s so urgent it couldn’t have waited?” she asked, more than a little exasperated at having been pulled away from her Friday afternoon schedule. 

At least, that’s what she’d have told me if I’d have asked – although quite how much ‘work’ was getting done upstairs in unit seventy-three was open to some doubt.  The only thing likely getting ‘worked’ on this afternoon was my wife’s body and the growing emotional connection between her and lover boy.

My single raised eyebrow told her I wasn’t appreciative of her attitude. 

“Sorry, it’s just I have lots of stuff I need to get finished, what is it, honey?  What do you want to talk about?”

That was better – a much more appropriate reaction given the latitude and freedom I’d given her.  Going along with pretty much everything she’d wanted – even forgiving her for the half-truths and quarter-truths she’d told me about their first time together.  Only once had I pushed back and slammed the breaks on, the first time I’d watched when eating their creampie had been a step too far.

Yes, all things considered, I was due some respect and consideration!

“Us … us is what I want to talk about!”  My sharp, to the point words generating an instant look of concern on my wife’s face – a look that made a nasty little part of me happy, although the caring side of me soon kicked in as I started to explain.

“I’m confused,” I added, as I explained all the things that had been going through my mind this morning, honing in on my confusion about the two very different sets of feelings and thoughts which were battling for control of me.

“Honestly, honey … I really, really don’t know … am I being a fool here?  Is this thing we’re doing slowly killing us? Weakening us?  Sometimes I feeling like I’m losing you … losing you to him … that you don’t want or respect me … that I don’t even respect myself!” I splurged, emotions overflowing with zero self-control, weeks of pain and frustration spraying forth in one, single emotional flood.

“Be honest, honey?  What do you see when you look at me now?  DO you still respect me?  DO you still want me?  Or is it all about him now?  All about ‘Billy big dick’ … all about those piercing blue eyes, those broad shoulders and big muscles … that big dick and all those climaxes he gives you when I can’t even make you cum once!”

She could hear the pain in my voice, see the anguish creased across my face … her love for me, reaction to me instant and deep … her own face mirroring my agony muscle-for-muscle.

“Never … never, honey,” her breaking voice reassured.  “It’s only you I love … it’s only you I want to spend my future with … to have children with … to raise a family with…”

There were tears in her eyes now.  Little, watery diamonds sparkling in the corners of her eyes - not the look of someone who was preparing to abandon me, of someone who was falling out of love with me.  The tiny tears slowly running down as she looked deep into my soul, touching my cheek softly, marshalling every ounce of emotion she had to make me realize just how wrong I’d been.  That I was still the center of her life.

~~~~~    

Her tears had me in tears – I’m not ashamed to admit it, as we hugged each other and let our feelings flood out.

After a few minutes of emotional outpouring, I was the first to speak, now more in control but with a tone of deadly earnestness.

“Heather, honey … we’re talking about our future here … about our family … our plans … the whole thing … so tell me straight, what’s going on here?  Am I losing you to him?  Losing your respect … losing your love …”

She clasped my hands tight, giving me her most serious and earnest look as she repeated her earlier words, building out and telling me more.  “Tim, baby … this is all just a game to me, and I love you so much for letting me play the game … especially as I know how hard it is for you sometimes …”

I kissed her softly, grateful for her words, relieved at what she was telling me, kissing her again as I told her my big thought, the thought that had been in my mind all through the hour-long drive back to the city.

“Look, I think we’ve both enjoyed this game … but as he’s going to be gone in a few days anyway, I think it’s best if we end things now with Aleks … end them now or maybe one more night … I might be able to cope with one more night …”

~~~~~~    

The look in her eyes, the tension in her facial muscles had me instantly on edge.

Instantly we’d moved from togetherness and shared emotions to a wary guardedness – I’d taken in her reaction, and she’d taken in my reaction to her reaction – I sensed we were drifting to different desires.

“Well … what do you think?”  It took me thirty seconds of nervous indecision before I could pluck up the courage to ask even this simple question.

“I sort of agree with you,” she nervously replied.

‘Sort of’ a smart woman’s code for ‘not at all,’ making my stomach clench even more.

“Honey … he’s only here for another few days … and we’ve been having such fun … all of us…”

‘Yeah, you most of all,’ I thought to myself, with the wisdom to keep my thoughts to myself for now, as I waited for Heather to say more, her tone and taut neck muscles telling me she was far from done yet.

“Why don’t we carry on as we’ve been doing?”

I listened to her request, but the change in her face told me that was a mistake – the fact she could see I was listening and considering just encouraged her to play another card, to raise the stakes.

“In fact, Tim, baby … Aleks has to go back a little earlier than expected … not the end of the month, about a week or so earlier … so, knowing how this is our last few days to play this game … I actually had an idea to make it all even more memorable.”

Why did I get the feeling that ‘memorable’ was code for ‘put me in a box early’ levels of angst?  But still I kept quiet … my lack of explosion making it a racing certainty Heather would share what was on her mind.

“Tim, I know you’re conflicted … that you love it, then hate it … the games we play … well, while we’ve still got the chance … I was planning on suggesting we play the game in a way that will really excite you … that will really give you memories…”

‘Fuck, Heather … what exactly are you saying?’ was what I wanted to say … but honestly, I could feel myself starting to shake and I just didn’t have the courage.

So I waited, knowing she was close.

“Tim … you and me, we’ve got our whole lives together … this game, we’ve only got a few days…”  Looking into my eyes, she was testing me, judging whether I was ready for her next suggestion … judging whether she had a chance of getting what she wanted or whether she was risking another blow-up moment like the first time I’d watched her with Aleks.

“Tim, honey, I love you,” she was going for it, softening things before she hit me in the gut, “but I was thinking that rather than go for this sharing arrangement … it might excite you even more if I spent even more time with Aleks before he goes…”

I could see the tension physically leaving her body as she’d finally gotten out what she wanted to say … however garbled and half-assed her explanation had been.  

She’d been nervous even to say this much – but she’d stopped short of specifics, she’d only indicated a genuine direction of travel. ‘Fuck, woman, what are you saying here?  You’re killing me!’

“Heather, what exactly are you saying?  Spell it out, please!”  Through some mind-numbing feat of strength, I managed to control myself and talk to Heather with control and respect – even if I felt like screaming.

She knew she had the upper hand – the slight startings of a smile in the corners of her mouth confirmed this – and I sensed she was going to push it to the max.

“Tim, baby … ‘what exactly am I saying?  Spell it out!’”, she parroted back, “I think, honey, you and me … we both know that you’ll enjoy it even more if I don’t spell it out … that’s your thing these days … has been since you first encouraged me to flirt with Alecs, encouraged me to make your fantasy come true … you love the not knowing, all the angst … what kind of a wife would I be if I didn’t feed your needs?”

‘Never marry a smart woman.’  I remember that as a drunken discussion me and my gang had enjoyed many times when we’d taken too much beer.

But right now, after twelve-plus years married to a ‘smart woman’, the thought had extra resonance.

The woman I loved, the woman I knew loved me, was using every fluid ounce of her superior intelligence to manipulate me in the direction she craved.

She loved me, wanted to raise a family with me – I was sure of that, otherwise I’d truly have melted down – but right now her focus was elsewhere.  Was on getting everything she wanted.

“Tim, honey … I love you … you’re everything to me … but what’s say I head back upstairs to lover boy’s crib and let you know when I’m ready to come back down … or ready to invite you up.”


Chapter 4

Saturday, January 17th 2015

I’d planned to say so much.

So much was left unsaid.

Heather had kissed me and hugged me and whispered in my ear, “Just a few days, then he’ll be gone.”

And then she was gone – as she’d indicated, going back upstairs to Aleks’s condo.  Where she’d spent more time than she’d spent in our condo the last few days. 

A fact that sent a chill through my mind as I weighed its implications - nothing in life is ever random, everything has meaning.  Where she chose to spend her time, how she chose to split that precious commodity of time … a subject that troubled me, I just had to trust.

I knew she loved me … saw her future with me, not with him … but still, she’d left me with a big fat void at the center of my heart … wandering how quickly things had turned around.

One minute I’d been certain and clear – well, mostly clear, though those reptilian voices in my brain had managed to partly confuse and inject doubt. 

But the next minute my determination was gone and I’d been going along with Heather’s plans. Agreeing not just for no time or maybe one last day with him - but not objecting and implicitly agreeing to her plan to be with him for ‘even more time’ for his last few days. 

Fuck … when I’d been out on Bainbridge Island, all had seemed so clear!  I’d been so confident I’d win my chosen way.

But what was ‘my chosen way’ – that was the question that rebounded on and on in the echo chambers of my mind.

Heather knew it.

She knew it intuitively.  Because she was my wife and she loved me and knew me.  That’s why she knew exactly how far she could push me.  That’s why she knew that, however much I genuinely had wanted to end things between her and Aleks, I’d go along with her remapping of the game.  As she stretched me to the limits.

~~~~~     

Sitting there feeling disoriented and halfway cheated – how had things changed so fast, changed so much – I couldn’t shift my head from the tune that repeated over and over again.

The chords, the melody … and then the lyrics … the damned lyrics, Peter Gabriel’s ‘Games without Frontiers’ played on loop in my brain.

‘Hans plays with Lotte, Lotte plays with Jane
Jane plays with Willy, Willy is happy again’

Only in my brain it wasn’t Lotte or Jane doing all the playing with men – it was a CPA named Heather, and it was her who was just as happy as Willy.  Willy who’d morphed into Aleks.

‘If looks could kill, they probably will
In games without frontiers
War without tears’

I certainly wasn’t sure there wouldn’t be tears these next few days.  If I’d struggled just to lose Heather to him for the single day of Thursday, how the hell was I going to cope with Heather’s open-ended and ill-defined statement that she wanted to spend ‘even more time’ with Aleks in the last few days of his stay.

Shit!  She’d only been with me for two of the last six days … so what the hell did ‘spend even more time’ mean?  And I’m sure that was why Peter Gabriel’s song had come into my mind … ‘Games Without Frontiers’ … the perfect description for what Heather had suggested and I’d agreed to.

~~~~~    

Why did this conversation have to happen on a Friday?

I now had all of Friday evening, Saturday and Sunday to fret about when I’d next see Heather – my frayed nerves even getting so bad several times I got to asking myself if I’d ever see her again … or whether she might not just hightail it off to San Diego with lover boy when his time was finally up.

The logical part of my brain said it would never happen … that she loved me way too much for that … but when fear starts seeping into the cracks … when questions about ‘why so much time’ with him start being asked, the fears … the irrational starts taking control.

All of Friday evening and the early part of Saturday … I was on edge … my cock hard, my whole nervous system amped up on adrenaline as I awaited the call … awaited the smallest sign or sound.

I hated Heather for being so right … so perceptive … by setting no rules, no time guides, somehow she’d found a way to turbocharge the game … palm held high, for her lips to throw extra gasoline on a fire that was already dangerously high.

~~~~~    

By Saturday evening, I was totally spent.  My nerves shot to pieces.  Adrenaline for half-an-hour of fight or flight stress is bad enough.  Friday night, a brief refresher through sleep and then all of Saturday … it was too much, just too much.  My cock was hard, diamond hard for much of the day as I flipped between imagining what Heather and Aleks were doing and an ‘ears-pricked-up’ attentiveness listening for signs or invites.

But by nine p.m. nothing had come – nothing except five bouts of music and the two of them disappearing off hand-in-hand, laughing and smiling to the gym.  I was plain washed out – had nothing left to give.  I waved the white flag and headed to bed.

I’d thought sleeping at nine on a Saturday would only arrive when Heather and I became sleep-deprived parents … but Aleks had managed to reduce me to this state several years before that.

As I crawled into bed, my erection finally declining, I had no doubt that Heather and Aleks were having a wonderful time.  No chance they’d be sleeping at nine … unless it was the briefest of naps to recharge their batteries before they fucked again.  My last thought before my weary eyes closed being how jealous and envious I felt.

Earlier I’d been outmaneuvered by Aleks – but this time it felt like I’d been outmaneuvered by Heather and Aleks working in tandem!  A slicing, scything, painful type of thought to endure as I headed into the land of nod.

~~~~~    

Sunday morning, waking early and refreshed after a full ten hours of sleep, taking myself back to Bainbridge Island seemed an excellent idea.

I couldn’t control what Heather and Aleks chose to do, but I could go back to the tranquility of the Island … putting physical and emotional distance between them and me … an action that had served me well just two days ago when I’d managed to reel in my panicked stress and establish some sense of calm and perspective.

Back in ‘Frasier’s diner’, a full breakfast polished off and my second cup of coffee half-finished, I was beginning to feel a whole lot calmer than the night before.  Beginning to formulate a plan.

I may have agreed to let Heather spend more time with Aleks, but that didn’t mean I had to entirely write myself out of the story.  With freshly recharged optimism and acting before hesitation and second guessing could set in, I texted Heather.

‘On Bainbridge Island … glorious out here!  So beautiful!  How are things with you, babe?’

Re-reading before sending, I was happy with the tone – confident and almost disinterested, although Heather knew me too well, she’d see straight past that.  I wondered at what response I’d get, and how quickly it would come … if they were having sex or making love, that would surely slow down Heather’s normal efficient responses.

~~~~~    

It was a full three hours before I received a reply … a delay which went a long way to destroying my earlier confidence.

But when it did arrive, Heather’s response left me with plenty of food for thought.

‘Things all good here … Aleks and I are making the most of our time together … thanks for playing along, you naughty little cuck :) … we’re busy until evening time … but if you want to meet us at the club we’re going to later, that could work … let me know and either Aleks or I will send the address … H x’

Sometimes I wish I’d not been blessed with such an analytical mind … because I spent the next ten minutes analyzing and then re-analyzing everything in Heather’s message. 

The tone?  Distant indifference?  Or playful, leaving teasing?  I could read it either way.

The club, and her phrase ‘naughty little cuck’ – did these indicate that the relaxed, non-taunting mood from last Sunday night was a thing of the past.  If I did go to the club, which Aleks would be there?  Relaxed, not mean Aleks from last Sunday?  Or the Aleks who’d winked at me Thursday as he returned from work.  Taunting me about turning up the volume to cover the sex sounds he’d soon be dragging from my wife’s writhing body.

And what was with the single ‘x’ at the end of the text.  She always used two or three ‘x’s … and with a woman as meticulous and detail-minded as my CPA wife, nothing was ever by accident.

Was I imagining it, or were these things all signs I had something to worry about and that if I did meet them at the club, I’d be in for a painful and difficult evening?

Or did the single ‘x’ and her cool, aloof demeanor have even more significance.  It wasn’t just about teasing me, did it signify something deeper, something I needed to really worry about?

Fuck, I hated (but also loved) being married to such a smart, clever woman.  Friday afternoon when we’d talked and she’d changed the game, she’d called me out on my strange needs and wants … was she doing the same all over again?  Or was this just the text of a woman exhausted from the amazing sex and multiple climaxes her young lover was giving her?

‘Shit … stop over-thinking so much, Tim,’ I told myself, wallowing in so much introspection that I nearly forgot I needed to reply to Heather’s text.

‘Meeting at the club sounds good … send me the details when you get the chance, T xxx’

However stressed and worried I was feeling, I had to project confidence and calm … at least that was the theory behind the words I chose.

~~~~~    

This time they kept me waiting four hours before I got a response.  And this time it was from Aleks rather than Heather.

‘Hey Tim, if you want to come and watch, Heather and I will be busting a groove from eight onwards at Avant-Garde, Aleks’

Shit, I hated the guy!  His tone was perfectly judged – leaving me dangling in no-man’s land.

His text and word choice weren’t overtly hostile or aggressive … no use of ‘Timbo’ or ‘Timmy’… no use of the ‘c’ word or other taunting.

But at the same time his cool, clinical indifference and offer to let me ‘watch’ made it clear he and Heather were the couple, the center of the evening … that I would just be a third-wheel who they were kind enough to let participate, as long as I didn’t get in the way.

Hostility or aggression I could have dealt with … but this half-way house was even more effective in leaving me dangling and confused.

~~~~~    

The best I could do to retain any kind of dignity and self-respect was to arrive thirty minutes after the eight p.m. Aleks had mentioned.  (Actually, the absolute best I could have done was to not go at all – but after everything I’d already done – all three of us knew that wasn’t going to happen!)

Avant-Garde was a new and trendy club I’d never been to, despite our many years in Seattle.  Just south of Smith Tower in the Downtown area, I immediately felt out of place as one of the few people who seemed not in their twenties.

In the barely lit, strobe-infused interior, it took me some time to locate Heather and Aleks – but I wasn’t going to belittle myself even more by texting my wife, not that she’d likely have heard me against the background din.

Even though the music was fast and frenzied, the two of them were dancing close and romantic as if the speakers were firing out Frank Sinatra classics.  Aleks’s long arms wrapped tight around Heather’s waist – the fingers of his huge, shovel-like paws interlocked in the most proprietorial of ways. 

The way she was gazing up adoringly into his handsome young face and wrapping her arms tight around his neck showing she was happy to be so publicly ‘owned’ by him in this way.  The whole picture completed as every so often they’d stop gazing at each other, moving their heads closer so they could indulge in a series of long, intimate kisses.

Heather was dressed more like a girl of Aleks’s age, rather than the thirty-eight-year-old she actually was.  I didn’t recognize any of the clothes – obviously they’d been bought by Aleks, or by her for Aleks or possibly in a joint shopping trip.  Any or all of which tortured and pleased me with an equal mix of angst and pleasure.

Her skirt was made of leather, colored a deep burgundy and was the shortest excuse for a micro miniskirt I think I’d ever seen.  Honestly, I’ve seen wider sashes on beauty queens.  The dark red material reached down far enough to cover the exposed flesh above her matching stocking topics – but not far enough to cover the stocking tops themselves, which were visible to all the other dancers and club goers.

The thin white blouse and wine-colored red bra was little better.  Sleeveless and transparent, it had a low-cut U-shaped frontage that showed all the tops of my wife’s chest. The bra clearly visible as it pushed her big boobs being pushed together to form the most delectable of deep cleavages.  The whole outfit completed by five-inch burgundy heels I’d never seen before.

~~~~~    

The two of them only had eyes for each other – I was forced to stand there like a spare part, trying not to look too obvious for the best part of five minutes before their rotating, smooching bodies finally brought me into the line of sight.

But as it was Aleks’s line of sight, I saw just the briefest glimpse of recognition before he promptly ignored me, kissing Heather extra hard and extra long as he lowered his hands to cup and squeeze her ass.

Distracted like this, with Aleks’s hands soon under her skirt – it was that kind of club – it was another five minutes before Heather saw me.

Unlike Aleks, she smiled back warmly and gave me a small wave.  But that was all she gave me, before she sunk back into the two-person universe that consumed her.

Shit!  Aleks’s text had said ‘if I wanted to come and watch’ – but I didn’t think it would be like this!  Standing, sweating, feeling surplus to requirements and like a spectator at another couple’s event.

But however awkward and exposed I felt, however much my guts were twisting in agony, I couldn’t deny how hard my cock had gotten as I watched them kiss, smooch and make out.

It was only when Aleks needed to visit the bathroom that I got any kind of meaningful interaction with my wife, as finally it was my neck her arms were wrapped around.

“Are you enjoying watching, honey?” she smiled, with the most coquettish and teasing of smiles.  When no words were forthcoming from my parched, dry throat, she answered herself.

“I know you are, I can see it in your eyes and feel it here,” she grinned, her hand brushing lightly against my tented groin.  “Watch a while longer, then you can watch while I give Aleks his reward for these lovely new clothes … and bringing me to such a cool and happening new place … when did you and I stop coming to places like this?”  her final rebuke, almost making me forget the first half of what she’d said.


Chapter 5

Sunday 18th January

Heather’s ‘watch a while longer’ turned out to be nearly a full hour as, being the only person standing alone in the club, increasingly I began to feel really awkward and out of place.

Various women, or groups of women, gave me looks that ranged from sympathetic pity, through barely disguised laughter all the way to downright hostility.  As if, standing there by myself when everyone else was a couple or a group, I was some kind of deviant.  My awkwardness and desire to at least try and blend in meaning I was drinking far more rapidly than I’d normally have done.

But I stuck it out, my eyes never far from watching the handsome-beautiful couple my wife and her tall, broad-shouldered young lover made.  And I wasn’t the only one who was looking – I caught many other women looking at Aleks with lust and desire.  Looks which Heather noticed sometimes - whenever this happened, seeming to smile more and stand extra tall with pride at the man she’d landed.  Something that happened only rarely in all our years out together at clubs.  I’d always been handsome enough – but I’d never been in Aleks’s league, even when I was younger.

Watching them, trying to mask my erection from any casual onlookers, my mind had plenty of time to ponder a question which was starting to trouble me.  A question which the more I drank, seemed to flash more prominently at the front of my brain.

Most of last weekend they’d studiously ignored me.  Until it had suited them on Sunday night to invite me up for dinner to pursue their agenda. With hindsight, their agenda had been clear –they wanted me to become more comfortable about their relationship,  explaining how Aleks was no longer trying to mock me or steal Heather away from me.

Then only yesterday, when I’d insisted on meeting and talking, Heather had subverted my own plans by suggesting a very different agenda of her own – to spend more time, not less, with Aleks.

Bearing in mind this pattern, I couldn’t help but wonder what their agenda was this evening.  Why had they answered my very neutral and non-specific text about the beauty of Bainbridge Island with an invite to ‘watch them’.

Maybe it was a sign of my ever-advancing paranoia, but I couldn’t help but wonder if they were trying to bend me to their will even more.  Trying to re-program me so that my cuckold, voyeur tendencies would be even stronger, that I’d focus more on this side of my personality than on the more conventional, husbandly side of my persona that sometimes clashed with the games they wanted to play.

Re-programming?  Slowly transforming … was that their agenda?  A chilling thought that kept bobbing to the front of my head as I watched them make-out and put-up with the reactions of the various women who were wondering who this strange, solo guy was.

~~~~~

The thought was still in my head thirty minutes later when separate Uber journeys – what was that about, we’d have all fitted into one, why did they have to travel alone – we ended back in Unit 73. ‘Their’ condo.

There were no niceties like drinks or chit-chat.  They made sure to arrive after me – my own self-respect too shallow to stop me doing anything but being there waiting outside ‘their’ door as they turned up three minutes after me.

I followed them in – hovering in the living room as they headed straight through to the master bedroom.

“Come through, honey.”  These were the first words I’d heard from Heather all evening – actually, since we’d talked on Friday night, when she’d somehow twisted my intention to STOP things between her and Aleks into her being able to spend MORE time with Aleks.

She gave Aleks a slow, deep kiss, smiling at him as she instructed him.  “Get your clothes off, honey … I need that big cock of yours.” 

I didn’t recall her calling him ‘honey’ before, but maybe that was just my memory.  Either way, it stung and made my chest ache with pain – even if my cock jumped at the same time.

“You too, Tim!”  No ‘honey’ for me, I winced, but at least she was paying me attention, not him.  Leaving him and coming to stand in front of me as she started disrobing me, like a parent helps a child get ready for bed.

When I was fully naked – painfully aware that my cock was only half the length and half the thickness of Aleks’s monster, painfully embarrassed that I’d been made insanely hard by everything happening – Heather gave me the most evil of grins. As she placed my right hand halfway down my erect member.

“Wank yourself for us, Tim … wank yourself while you watch me and Aleks make love … while you watch me ride his huge cock … see how he makes me cum…”  She didn’t need to say it out loud, the look from her eyes completed her sentence … ‘makes me cum like you don’t do these days…’

Her words … her actions … it was like a knife was slicing my heart, slicing my gut, while a vacuum crushed my ribs and lungs.  He was ‘honey’, I was just ‘Tim’ … they were ‘making love’ … he was making her cum, I’d be making myself cum … them ‘a deux’, together … me alone with only my half-sized cock and my perverted game for company.

If this wasn’t them – maybe more her than them – trying to reprogram me, I don’t know what was.

But even though I knew this, I didn’t have the strength to fight.  Or even to turn tail and run.  Instead I just followed on from the first movement down my shaft Heather imparted before she removed her hand and left me to it.  Left me to it so she could start disrobing and join her young Alpha lover who by now was naked, laying on the bed sporting a thick nine-inch shaft awaiting my beautiful wife’s attention.

~~~~~    

Heather wasted no time – walking from me to grasp the young firefighter’s huge erection, squatting above him, positioning his fat sheep’s eye of a cockhead at her entrance and then sliding all the way down in one practiced motion.

‘Practiced’ being the word my mind couldn’t shift.  The affair between them had started with half-truths and lies to me.  Heather telling me he’d been the one to make the moves on her – when in reality she’d been the one to tell him I was away so he’d know the coast was clear.

And since that first night, the woman I loved - and who I knew loved me, had been ‘practicing’ with increasing frequency and enthusiasm.  Each time her pussy stretched a little more as Aleks’s monster cock re-sized her and made her less suitable for more normally-sized cocks.

“Aleks … oh, you feel so good … so deep, so thick,” she cooed, smiling down at him in total bliss, her love lips stretched wide and nestled in his pubic hair, his full manhood deep within her.

“I need this cock, really need this cock, honey,” she purred, her use of ‘honey’ another stab to my already bleeding heart.

Why was my cock so hard?  WHY?  WHY?

I really hated that this was how my body was reacting, but I couldn’t deny the evidence of my own eyes.  The evidence in my own hand.

Heather had called it on Friday when I’d tried to end things between her and Aleks.  She’d called the new, stronger truths.  Reassuring me that she loved me and that her future was still with me – but she’d held firm and told me how her last few days were going to be with Aleks.

And she wasn’t the only one.

That day on Bainbridge Island, I’d been conflicted.  For every word ‘conventional me’ spoke calling for a halt – the serpentine, reptilian voice in my soul told me I was kidding myself.  That now that the monster was on the loose, there was no stopping it.

And here we were.  Me playing with myself as I stood there staring at the woman I loved as she moaned with newly discovered sexual fulfilment as she rode up and down her young lover’s huge cock.

~~~~~    

Suddenly, they wanted to pull me in closer.

“Tim,” she beckoned, “Aleks will go back soon … and we’ll start our family … but I don’t want us to ever lose this … this is you and me … we know this now!”

Her eyes bored into me, connecting us with an unbreakable strength as she raised herself up and then slammed all the way back down.  She may have been fucking him, fucking him and riding his shaft – but her eyes didn’t leave mine once.  Not even for a split second, giving me confidence and fortitude to match the depth and extent of the fears that had been building all evening.

She positioned me with the briefest of touches – one final, small loving smile, and then her attention was all back on her young lover.  Her beautiful brown eyes locked on his piercing blue eyes as she communicated all kinds of emotions to him.

Her hips, her pussy were working him, miking him – and at the same time her eyes, her soul were playing games with his mind.  Her eyes a window into her soul – the fact she chose to share this with him, tying my soul, my heart in knots. 

Physical non-monogamy was one thing, but looking at him like that, seeing the way he looked back at her – this was now really scaring me, scaring me as much as it was exciting me.

I coughed – my weak attempt to break into their special moment – but as she raised her hips then fucked herself down again, my cough didn’t even register.  Instead I concentrated on the pleasure my right hand was giving me and on subduing my fears – telling myself Aleks would be gone soon and that Heather always, always told me her future was with me.

Hips still moving up and down, she smiled tenderly at him.  “You know, Aleks, your cock’s magnificent … I love your cock … it does amazing things to me … makes me feel amazing things…”

That brought a smile from her.  A smile and a touch to his face, a lowering of her face as she kissed him and ground her pussy all around his pubes, both of them enjoying the benefits of his full nine inches.

‘Was this what re-programming looked like?’ I asked myself.

Was this what their agenda had been for tonight?  To get me used to the idea that even at the end of the month, or whenever it was he did go back, Aleks wouldn’t totally disappear from our lives.  He’d just move from an on your doorstep neighbor to a distant neighbor.  From a daily or multi-times per day presence in our marriage to more of a ‘frequent flyer’ type presence – whatever that might look like.

But even as I bombarded myself with these questions and fears, I couldn’t stop my hand moving up and down my cock.  Couldn’t stop myself from obsessing about the way the two of them looked at each other.  Enjoying it, loving it.  Being excited beyond measure by it – even as it filled my boots with fear and left me feeling petrified to the nth-degree.

~~~~~    

They were done with words now.  They were just intent on fucking each other.  Intent on cumming – for each other, and as a statement fuck in front of me.  I was sure of it.

Aleks was done being the passive object of Heather’s lust.  I was amazed he’d lasted as long as he had … keeping his domineering, bullish tendencies in check.

Waiting for Heather to reach the bottom of her stroke, he wrapped his long levers tight around her trunk and pulled her forward and snug against his trunk.  Then rolled their joined bodies totally around until she was now under him, laughing and smiling at the change of events.  Laughing at the changing of roles as she opened her legs wide and welcomed his savage, pistoning thrusts. 

Their lips locked together just like they’d been at the club.  When other men had lusted after her, while the women imagined themselves in Heather’s place.  The two of them the most attractive couple in the club by a huge margin.

Now they were playing out a similar, even more sexual, scene – but not for the benefit of the club onlookers, only for their audience of one.  Their audience of one who they were seeking to reprogram and make accept that maybe January wasn’t the end.


Chapter 6

Monday 19th January

Monday morning. 

Head throbbing from way too much bourbon … it was only the blurry outline of last night that I could recall.  Conversations, details … they were way beyond me … my last blurry memory being cumming all over myself by my own hand, as Heather and Aleks came together.  My load spurting onto my body, spent and useless – his load shot deep into the depths of my wife as they kissed and climaxed in perfect unison.

As I reached across the bed, that pang of panic was back.

Another morning waking to Heather’s side of the bed empty and cold.  No blonde locks to stroke, no soft lips to kiss … no beautiful face to take in and remind myself what a lucky man I was.

Just an empty, unslept-in half of the bed and a long, slow ache of pain in my chest.  The pain of loneliness and fear.  Alone back in Unit 63 - ‘our’ condo.  While the woman I loved – the woman who said she loved me was upstairs in Unit 73 - ‘their’ condo.  Their ‘love nest’ for the rest of Aleks’s stay, something I’d so foolishly been manipulated into agreeing.

It was a good couple of hours before I could drag myself out of bed and face the day – and even though, only because Rascal was scratching at the door, demanding an early morning doggy ‘constitutional.’

Through the walk and then again all through breakfast, I couldn’t take my mind off the events of last night and how things had moved on so quickly.  All the time questioning myself about what their agenda might be.

It was only the necessity of work and preparation for later meetings that finally dragged me away from my state of nervous introspection.  But even with this, every so often I’d find myself losing my train of thought as the voices in my head questioned and tormented in equal measure.

‘How the hell did you let it get like this, Tim?’

‘Is this really what you want?  Who you are?’

‘You know you’re playing with fire here … I mean REALLY playing with fire here?  How the hell do you expect Heather to go back to the way things were after this?’

These and a thousand other thoughts and questions went through my head during my work hours and meetings on Monday.

Of course, Monday evening inevitably brought more downtime for self-torment. 

I’d deliberately worked late, but when I finally stopped at around ten p.m., my brain immediately started playing over the painful, troubling questions that had become such a dominant part of my life these last few weeks. 

Questions about the undeniable animal attraction and chemistry between Heather and Aleks … questions about their possible agenda … about whether they might be trying to re-program me so that what we’d agreed as only temporary might become much more permanent.

Learning from past mistakes, I only allowed myself three glasses of bourbon.  It was only this, my rock-solid belief in Heather’s love for me and the knowledge that Aleks would soon be leaving that kept me from falling over the edge.  This and the other factor I was too ashamed even to admit to myself – my deep-rooted excitement at what was going on and my hope that even at this late hour they’d call me upstairs so that two could become three.  So that I could either listen or watch and feel part of the game, rather than a passenger along on a journey they owned.

~~~~~     

Monday night, the call never came.

No contact at all ever came – not even a ‘Good night, love you, honey x’ text from Heather.  An absence that really hurt. An absence I could only cope with by telling myself it was fake. All part of what she’d said Friday night when we’d had ‘the talk’ … when she’d said ‘you love the not knowing, all the angst … what kind of a wife would I be if I didn’t feed your needs?’

So Tuesday started with the same ‘empty bed’ angst and morning walkies with Rascal.  My melancholy and paranoia so far advanced that I even started having dark, negative thoughts about our dachshund.  Leaving the building, he just seemed too damned perky and happy! 

Why wasn’t he feeling more morose and miserable like me – missing his mistress as much as I was missing her?  ‘Maybe he was in on the scheme – maybe he secretly preferred Aleks to me, just like his mistress seemed to…’  Totally preposterous, totally stupid thoughts.  But in my current frame of mind, I just couldn’t shake the thought – no matter how stupid.

All through the walk and all other idle moments during my working day, my mind kept going back to another thing Heather had said.  This time not words from Friday night, but from Sunday – or at least words I thought I remembered hearing her say on Sunday … the amount I’d drunk meaning I struggled to be sure.

But through the day, the more I fought to recall Sunday night’s events, the more certain I was that my paranoia wasn’t playing tricks on me.  I wasn’t imagining what I thought she’d said on Sunday night.  The words echoing around my head were real, not imagined.

‘I don’t know how I’m going to be able to live without you and your amazing cock…’

I felt a literal, physical chill of dread as the veil of uncertainty dropped away … as I heard the sound in my head of her voice say this … and as I recalled Aleks’s reply.

‘San Diego’s only a three-hour flight away, you know...’

Now I had clear recall of her words, the lust and emotion in her voice as she’d said it and how Aleks had replied, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.  Fears about ‘agendas’ and ‘reprogramming’ having to take second place to a far more concrete fear … just what the hell was going to happen come the end of the week when Aleks had to go to back to San Diego?

Would I lose Heather?  Would she end up deciding she literally ‘couldn’t live without Aleks and his amazing cock’ – upping sticks and going back to San Diego with him? 

I knew she loved me, but with her ability to work remotely and with no children or other day-to-day ties in San Diego – maybe she’d ask me for a sabbatical from our marriage – just until she’d got Aleks out of her system.  Or even worse, maybe she’d tell me that she was putting lust and her physical needs ahead of her love for me and ahead of our plans. 

After all, it was clear to all three of us that what had started as purely carnal and physical had now become something far deeper and more meaningful.  I didn’t think Heather was in love with Aleks, but they certainly had feelings for each other and whenever I saw them together the attraction and infatuation was obvious.

Each time this thought occurred, I managed to fight it back, reminding myself just how deep Heather’s love for me was and how often she’d offered to stop if that was what I wanted.

But then the demons in my head would just invent an ancillary, more plausible scenario.  That Heather wouldn’t totally up sticks and leave me, but instead she’d travel to San Diego at every chance she got.  The weekends together that she and I had always so cherished, lost as her life became focused around grabbing as many long weekends in San Diego as she could possibly manage.  With weekends when this wasn’t possible managed by him flying in the other direction.  His lack of Seattle accommodation meaning I’d be kicked out of my own bed whenever this happened.

‘No, no, no’ … my chest tightened every time I thought these thoughts.  I’m ashamed to admit my cock also hardened, but I was far enough back in the real world to know Heather and I needed to talk about this.

I needed to get an explanation from her as to what she’d meant.

~~~~~     

Evening of Tuesday 20th January, Starbucks

“Did I really say that?” she blushed, just the slightest of giggles in her voice - before she realized this was so off, seeing just how troubled I was by what she’d said and what it might mean.

“Oh, Tim, baby … I hardly remember … if I did say that, I must have said it in the middle of a wave of lust…”

“’If I did say that,” I parroted back, “you DID say it … and even if it was said through lust … it’s like the thing with wine … ‘In Vino, Veritas’ … it’s the same thing, really … isn’t it?”  My stern look making her blush deeply, face tense, unable to offer a denial.

Trying to lower the temperature with a soft, loving tone, I asked the question that was eating me up.  “Heather, honey, when Aleks goes back to San Diego, what’s going to happen?”

Just for a moment, she looked like she was going to blow me off with an instant and shallow response – but then she paused, reaching out to hold me hand as she looked deep into my eyes.

“Darling … I don’t know .. I really don’t know … we’ll have to cross that bridge when we get there … but what I can tell you, honey, is that nothing’s changed about my love for you … about my commitment to you and us and the family we’re going to try for…”

It was back to Friday night all over again – only this time without the little tears.  Only this time, I wanted and needed to address another elephant in the room.

“What about him?”  No need for me to be more specific.  My words again causing Heather a nervous blush … only this time there was certainly no giggle.

“Do you have feelings for him?”

There … the words were finally out … expressing the fear that had been burrowing away in my mind since I’d seen how close they’d been the night Heather told me things were now all good between the three of us.

I felt a weight off my shoulders that I’d finally had the courage to ask, but that was before I took in her reply.  Her reply – a blushing silence had my heart feeling like it was being ripped in two. The feeling only growing as, no words coming, she slowly nodded her head.

My whole body was alive, on edge, my heart never more painful – like Heather, I was unable to speak until finally I somehow managed a whisper.

“Heather, I want to hear you admit the truth … I know it’s hard for both of us … but it’s better said and admitted than left hidden…”

She stared at me – her beautiful, doe-like brown eyes flickering between fear and determination … giving me the distinct sense she’d never meant for things to get this far.

“Sorry, honey … but yes, I do have feelings for him … but it’s nothing compared to the love I have for you … you have to know that’s the truth,” she pleaded.

Our eyes locked … her eyes full of a desperation that gave me confidence … my own eyes strangely strong and resolved, full of fortitude.

There were so many things I’d planned to ask, to say … about agendas … about programming … about where we went from here, for the last few days of Aleks’s stay in Seattle.  All my fears – real or imagined, that through one way or another, Heather would carry on seeing him – were still out there and needing attention.

But seeing the look of fear in her eyes, it all suddenly seemed so clear.  Only one question had any kind of significance right now.  Continuing to stare her down, sounding and looking a lot calmer than I really was, I asked it.

“So, when Aleks goes back … in the next few days … is that it?  The end for Aleks and Heather … no more Aleks and Heather … no more ‘San Diego’s only a three-hour flight away’ … back to you and me … back to the two of us as the loving couple we were … trying for a family, like we always planned?”

“Of course … of course … why would you even ask that?”  She was genuinely shocked and almost indignant that I’d even thought this, let alone said it out loud.

That look … that look on her face, I wish I could have captured it for eternity … in one split second she’d exploded all my fears … burned away all the doubts that had been festering away.  Causing me to lose control, to reach across the table and take her in my arms.  Hugging her tight, holding her as hours and days of fear and trauma all ebbed away.

~~~    

When we’d finally recovered ourselves – our actions earning more than a few looks from other more well-behaved patrons – it was my turn to blush as Heather repeated her earlier words.

“Why would you even think that?”  This time she spoke softly and with more than a hint of humor, enjoying my awkwardness and how the tables had turned.

“Happy now?” she asked with a smirk – a loving, gentle smirk – but a smirk nonetheless.  Enjoying the fact it was my turn to be lost for words.

“Honestly, baby … I love you, but sometimes I have no idea what goes on in that head of yours … this is just a game … it’s always been just a game … at least, that’s what it is to me … unless you’ve something else in mind … something else you want…”

“NO … no … definitely not, it’s like you say, honey … it’s just a game…”

She gave me one of those withering, one eyebrow higher than the other, looks … designed to tell me she had my number and that she only half believed me.  Telling me that she knew that these last few weeks my mind was increasingly filled with weird, shameful and devilish thoughts that were behind my fears and the games I was happy for her to play.

But even as I saw this slightly judgy look on her face, my brain dredged back other words I’d heard her say.  Heard her say the other night, when she’d been fucking Aleks after the club while she got me to play with my cock.

“Honey, you say this is all just a game … but is that what you really feel … the other night, after the club, you said that Aleks will go back soon, but that you don’t want us to ever lose what you’ve been doing with Aleks … that this is what we are now … how do you square that with this just being a game?  It can’t be both…”

Now we were even.  Her look to me wasn’t quite so judgy and superior.  I’d punctured the thin, shiny confidence of her armor, the look on her face showing the same doubt and lack of certainty mine had shown earlier.

We were back in that stare-out mode – only this time without aggression or attempts to dominate from either of us.  We were two halves of a couple trying to find sense and a path forward in this crazy situation we’d allowed to develop.  A couple with the customary habit that the lady-like member came to the answer just a few moments before her slightly slower husband.

“Maybe when the time’s right, honey … we can’t deny what we discovered, what we now know … but I also know that’s not our priority right now … yes, we BOTH love the games … but when Aleks heads back, our priorities will be each other and making that little bundle of joy we’ll love to the death … along with all the fun we’ll have practicing…”

~~~~~    

Minutes later Heather was snuggled up next to me, arm-in-arm as we exited the coffee shop … snuggled next to me to seal the progress we’d made, and to leech my warmth in the cold winter air.

Not long after that we were back walking along the pathway to our building, the only embarrassing moment coming when we each reached to press the elevator button … that wasn’t the embarrassing thing … the embarrassing thing being we each pressed for a different floor.  Causing my cheeks to flush all over again.

“Come in for a few minutes,” I said, before caving into abject honesty.  “I really miss you, you know…”

“I know,” I could hear and see she was happy at being missed, although she didn’t offer the shallow mirrored reply of an ‘I miss you too’ … when we both knew she was too busy with her new toy to miss me more than a fraction.

Holding the door, it was hard for her to say no. 

“Just a few minutes then.”  She even looked at her watch as she entered and removed her gloves.

Finally alone in the privacy of our own condo, I snuck up behind her and wrapped her in my arms, kissing the side of her neck as I whispered into her ear.

“I so, so want to fuck you … I’m aching for you, baby … more than since that first night we made love all those years ago…”

She let me kiss her skin, breath in her scent, then she turned to face me, her arms wrapped around my neck.

“I love you, baby … I ONLY love you … but you know I’m someone else’s tonight … I belong to someone else tonight,” she smiled lovingly, trying to keep a straight face.

“Be patient, baby … just a few more days, then you’ll have me all back to yourself.”

She could see my look of frustration and I got the strong sense it amused her – gave her a sense of power.

“How about a handy?” she teased, enjoying my look of indecision – obviously disappointed, but fearful lest rejecting this offer left with me with nothing at all.

My far too smart, far too clever wife choosing the worst moment possible – pants dropped, cool hand on my five-inch chipolata – to undo a goodly chunk of her earlier good work.

“But let’s just keep this between you and me … I don’t want the Incredible Hulk upstairs getting all pissed and possessive about you and me playing around behind his back.”

That was it … I was hot and on edge from so many other things, these final words and the touch of Heather’s soft fingers along my length had me spurting into a Kleenex at an embarrassing speed.

The smirk was back as she petted ‘little Timmy’, helped me up with my jockeys and pants and left it at that.  Kissing me on the cheek and turning towards the doorway, her last action being sending me a blown kiss as she headed towards the stairway. 

No words were needed – we both knew she was off in search of ‘bigger game’.  Leaving me feeling better than I’d done at the start of the evening – but still not entirely without fears and doubts.  I was reassured of Heather’s love for me – but I still wasn’t a hundred percent confident how things would play out as the day of Aleks’s departure drew closer.


Chapter 7

Wednesday 21st January 2015

Even with the frustration of being teased and denied sex with Heather, the ‘Starbucks conversation’ left me in a far less anxious state than I’d been before we’d entered the coffee shop.

Wednesday morning, the painful ‘waking to an empty bed moment’ still ached, but felt far more bearable after all the reassurances my absent wife had given me.

‘Last few days, old man … in the home straight now,’ I told myself, feeling like a marathon runner on exhausted legs wobbling into the stadium.

I even managed to get some work done – despite the best efforts of Aleks who’d found another way to get to me!

No more music.

He’d decided to end his habit of using music to cover my wife’s loud cries of passion - audible even on the floor below three times that Wednesday morning. 

I guess he didn’t care anymore – he was headed back to California soon and now cared little about what the neighbors might think.  No doubt in their conversations, it would have been more of an issue for Heather. 

I guess he must have persuaded her that it was all okay, so long as the neighbors didn’t know it was her who was making the ear-splitting sobbing and squealing sounds.  Admitting that the neighbors might not be happy and would no doubt gossip, but that they’d just put it down to a healthy young man and his latest nightclub conquest!

Wednesday early evening proved this point when, out walking Rascal, I bumped into old Mrs. Olson and her spaniel Norbert.  For a few minutes she stuck to normal topics, but I could tell she had other things on her mind – she was clearly antsy until finally she got to it.

“Tim, I hate to mention it, but would you mind if I broached a delicate subject with you?”

Fuck!  My heart jumped into my throat.  Did she know about Aleks and Heather?  Had she seen something or recognized Heather’s voice?  Was I about to experience my life’s low-point?  Something even more embarrassing than what I’d already endured?

Even as the wave of terror took me, I was aware of a weird frisson of excitement at the thought of the extra shame. 

“Urgh, no, I don’t mind … ask away.”

Her look was one-tenth embarrassed, nine-tenths salacious pleasure. 

“Several times this morning, I heard the strangest noises coming from upstairs … coming from where that nice young firefighter Aleks is staying … they sounded a lot like ‘sex noises’ to me … did you hear them as well?” Her upper lip visibly curling with a double-shot of titillation as she excited herself by saying ‘sex noises’ to a relative stranger.

Heart dropping back behind my ribcage, a wave of relief and disappointment washed over me, my mind racing for a reply as I blushed deep red, embarrassed to discuss this with someone seven years older than my own mother.

“Urgh…”

“Oh, don’t mind me, I didn’t mean to embarrass you, just forget I ever asked,” she replied.

“Urgh … that’s alright,” I blurted, still blushing, “yes, now that you mention it, I did hear those kind of noises … several times, actually…”

“So, it wasn’t only me, I was afraid I was going crazy … hearing things … after all, it’s been a long time since me and the late Mr. Olson were together … you know, physically…”

Damn, I really didn’t need to hear this!  But my seventy-five-year-old neighbor was on a roll, enjoying the topic and her reminiscences for something as small as my abject embarrassment to make a difference.

“Aleks and his young hottie sounded like they were really going at it!”  Too much detail, I really don’t want to have this conversation with you…  “Reminded me of some of the racket me and Mr. Olson used to make when we were younger … can’t say I’m surprised really … a handsome, physical specimen like Aleks … I’m sure he’s got women queueing up to be bedded by him … if I was a few years younger myself…”

Thankfully another neighbor emerged and before Mrs. Olson could cause me anymore embarrassment, I’d made my excuses and Rascal and I had changed our plans and set off in the opposite direction to her and Norbert.  Not our normal route, but anything was better than thirty more minutes of that conversation.

~~~~~    

As I set off, it took a few minutes for my mind and nerves to return to normal – but when I did, two recurring thoughts kept coming back to me. 

The weird realization that a tiny part of me would have been thrilled if Mrs. Olson had stumbled on the truth that Aleks’s ‘young hottie’ wasn’t so young and was in fact my thirty-eight-year-old wife.  Even thinking about it again had my shoulders tingling with that mix of fear and excitement that was my staple these days.

The second thought one that had been percolating at the back of my mind all day – one which in part was responsible for me going along with Heather’s plan to spend even more time with Aleks.  The fear that if I’d gone ahead with my plan to end things between them before he left, I might leave an unscratched itch in my wife’s psyche that would soon come back to bite me on the ass.

He’d be gone in just a few days now, and as Heather and I set about restoring normality and trying for our family, the last thing I needed was her having all sorts of ‘what-if’ thoughts in her mind.  Thoughts which would eat away at her mind, a constant source of temptation and nostalgia.

No!  Ending things early would have given me an easier ride in so many ways – but my gut told me I’d just be storing up troubles for myself.  Heaven knows, after such an intense set of experiences for Heather, readjusting to ‘Tiny Tim’ and a diet of orgasms only from my fingers and mouth would be challenging enough.  The last thing I needed to do was to layer on extra levels of difficulty!

~~~~~    

The next few days were dominated by thoughts that this whole thing with Aleks was nearly over – leaving me mostly feeling hugely relieved that we’d survived.  But also, if I’m totally honest, with a slight aftertaste of disappointment that the kicks and thrills would soon be coming to an end.

Things had gotten especially busy with work – the whole of Seattle seemed to have woken up from their holiday slumbers and were intent on implementing New Year’s resolutions about upgrading their 401Ks.  A good thing for me financially – and also in terms of distractions and helping me through these last few days.

It was only early Friday evening when I got a call from Heather that broke these patterns.

“Hey, honey … missing me?”

‘And then some … how can you ask me that?  I’m dying here…

“If only you knew,” was the most controlled and polite answer I could muster, the strain in my voice the opposite of her light, airy tone.

“Good to hear … a girl likes to know she’s not being taken for granted…”

Even in her non-sexual moments, the last few weeks she’d developed a scalpel-sharp sense for teasing me to the limit.

“So, my loving husband, would I be right you’d like the chance to ‘come up and see me sometime,’” she baited me, really vamping it up, channeling her inner Mae West.

Moments later – little regard for my nearly extinct self-respect, I was peering into Unit 73, wondering where Aleks was.

“I’ll explain in a minute, but first I need your help choosing what to wear.”

Seeing my confused look, she traded help with choices for a piece-by-piece explanation of what was planned.

Apparently she and Aleks had been talking and she’d been pressing the case that she felt I needed to be ‘thrown a bone’, to be involved in their Friday night’s activities as I’d no contact with her since Tuesday night.

Aleks was of the opposite view – wanting to keep Heather all to himself until he left at the end of the weekend.

So, according to Heather, this was the compromise they’d reached.  I’d get to help her choose clothes … then I’d get to watch them at the club and come back to the condo with them for more watching pleasures … and in exchange for letting me participate like this, Aleks would get Heather all to himself until he left.

“Does that sound like a plan, honey?” she asked.

Beggars can’t be choosers, I thought to myself – better to have scraps from the table than nothing at all.  My pliant, submissive attitude partly driven by need for any contact with my wife, and partly driven by the knowledge within Aleks would be gone within days.  The way she’d be incredulous at Starbucks when I’d questioned her about ‘Aleks vs. me’ still sounding in my head as I smiled and agreed.

~~~~~    

I didn’t recognize any of the clothes I was being asked to choose from.  I realized Heather had hardly been home the last couple of weeks – by my count, and I was counting, only two of around fourteen nights.  But even so, how between her and Aleks she’d managed to accumulate so many sexy, age-inappropriate outfits in such a short term was beyond me.  What, with all the time they were fucking and shopping, I wondered if Heather’s clients had been getting any kind of attention at all.

In the end, I settled for an ‘LBD’ with a difference – this particular little black dress was so tight in may as well have been a second skin.  With a hem line so short her matching black thong panties would be on display any time she even thought about crossing her legs.  The dresses crowning glory – which clinched the deal for the pervert in me – was that the tight bodycon dress was of the lace-up variety, meaning huge swathes of Heather’s tummy and boobs were on display.  A lattice-work of lace-up thin straps was the norm – with only strategic areas such as her nipples and crotch area covered by more substantial swathes of fabric.

Fuck!  She was a walking wet dream, and I got the biggest of sick pleasures knowing she was on display like this for Aleks and the other club goers, but not for me.

Me, I’d have to wait until early next week before I’d be able to re-acquaint myself with Heather’s womanly curves so beautifully displayed.  Aleks – he’d get the taster tonight and then the main course for the whole damned weekend!

~~~~~    

This ‘dress me for Aleks’ game was only the start of the teasing activities Heather had planned.

“Just remember how much I love you, honey,” she smiled, patting my cheek and kissing me, “I’m only doing this because I know how much you love the game…”

These were her last words to me as she headed out the door – her deal with Aleks so I could watch including his insistence that she and I travel separately to the club.  Leaving me looking at her departing figure, thinking how sexy her outfit was – and that she definitely wasn’t only doing this ‘because she knew how much I loved the game.’  There were at least two people who loved the game even more than I did – one of them was young, six-foot-five with a nine-inch cock and the other was wearing a dress that was going to make her the center of attention in the club we were going to.

As well as travelling there separately, Heather had gently broken the bad news to me that Aleks was just about okay with me watching – but that he didn’t want my presence intruding on one of his last nights with Heather.

When she’d explained this – just after she’d explained about the separate Ubers – I’d felt the rage boiling up within me.  The strongest I’d felt since that very first night when they’d wanted me to watch them together and Aleks had pushed things too far – wanting me to go down on Heather as her pussy bubbled and oozed with his creampie.

But seeing my reaction, Heather had managed to talk me down from my seething anger, falling back on the two arguments that were core to all the games I was allowing.  That it was nearly over and that, deep down, however much I was ashamed and embarrassed to admit it – a big part of me loved the games the more painful Heather and Aleks made them.  The truth I hardly dared admit to – even to myself!

So, the next two hours were a whirl of painful but excruciatingly erotic moments as I stood on the sidelines, trying to appear as inconspicuous as I could as I watched Heather and Aleks in the tightest of clinches.  The most painful thing being that, before my very eyes, I was watching the woman who’d been talking to me and touching me in the condo going to the same mental place as Aleks.

He'd wanted to lose himself in their relationship, to ignore me and pretend I wasn’t there, and as each extra minute passed, I could see that Heather was going to the same place.

She’d done what she could to include me, pushed on by a mix of her love for me and guilt at her own infatuation.  But, bit-by-bit I could see she was giving in to her own desires, her love for me taking a back seat as she allowed herself to be sucked into Aleks’s orbit.

Fuck!  They made such a beautiful couple.  His tall, muscular frame and piercing blue eyes – her beauty, her face looking up at him, sad that their time together was ending, excited at what the rest of the evening held.

Back in the condo, even though we both knew where things were headed, Heather had been mine.  But within ten minutes of me finding them in the club, I could tell that she was gone to me.  She was totally lost in the little world Aleks and her had created together over the last two weeks – a world they’d excluded me from, apart from the odd short period.

Watching them kiss, watching them hold each other close and ignore the rest of the universe – it was a painful thing to behold.  But even as I struggled with all kinds of doubts about whether Heather would really be able to frag herself back from this into the world we’d created, I felt my cock hardening.

At one level, it was utterly insane.  But as I watched them dance and meld together emotionally and physically, I realized the seed of this insanity had always been present in my psyche.  It was just that it had taken the freak chance of an adonis like Aleks to enter our lives to light the flame that now burned so bright.  That burned so bright that, despite everything Heather had said in Starbucks, part of me worried that the flame would eat us whole.

Seeing them like this, took me all the way back to that Sunday when Heather had reassured me that things were now good, that Aleks was no longer trying to subvert me – the first night I’d suspected they had feelings for each other.  And then the talk we’d had just three days ago at Starbucks, when she’d finally admitted that she did have feelings for Aleks – dressing it up with camouflage words that her feelings for him were as nothing compared to the love she had for me.

They were so close, so intense – I couldn’t help but wonder all over again as to whether Heather would really be able to disengage from her exciting young lover when he left town in a few days’ time.  Or whether it would prove a challenge too far and our marriage would creak and crack under the pressure.

~~~~~    

Of course, my Uber ride back was a lonely one.  I’d already suffered the indignity of multiple women – single and in groups – giving me withering or mocking looks as they gossiped about the only singleton in the club.  Mister Billy no Mates.  Then I had to suffer the added embarrassment of queueing two couples behind them as we waited for rides – the two of them still totally ignoring me.  Not because they were being mean – that, I could have dealt with – but because I was nowhere in their consciousness, their entire universe was just each other.

It was only the thought that Heather had promised me I’d be able to watch that kept me going through these various indignities.  A thought that went through my mind as I pressed the buzzer for unit 73 – shaking with fear at the thought of who’d answer and what was about to happen now.

Thankfully, it was Heather who let me in – I’m not sure I could have coped with Aleks right now.  But when she let me in, even though I was only three or four minutes behind them, Heather was already down to her thong and nothing more.  Her nipples harder and more prominent than I think I’d ever seen them before. 

A sight that made me wince at the thought that Heather would soon be trying to readjust from Aleks and his monster cock – seemingly making her cum on demand – to ‘Tiny Tim’ and my feeble efforts to make her cum with fingers, tongue and whatever else I needed to use to make up for my penile inadequacies.

Heather didn’t even speak to me, she gave me a vacant-eyed look and turned to walk back into the master bedroom.  My brain only registering after the event the redness of her knees and the long thread of saliva that had glinted in the light.  She’d obviously been down on her knees lovingly tending to Aleks’s monster cock while she still had the chance.

Last time Heather had been the one to involve me, to encourage me to strip off and play with myself – so that at least I could be part of the games in some way.  But this time she was too caught up in Aleks, and in Aleks and Heather, to make any such suggestions.

“Shall I get naked like last time?” I asked, speaking to them, but aware I was totally ignored.  “You know, play with myself again?”  There was no end to my perverted needs and shame.  All the booze I’d consumed in the two hours in the club crumbling any small ability I had to resist.

To them, I didn’t even exist.

It wasn’t that they were consciously ignoring me – I simply wasn’t part of their universe right now.  Heather was back on her knees, bending Aleks’s iron-hard erection downwards so she could take his huge meat as deep into her mouth as possible whilst all the time gazing into his eyes.  No doubt a trick she’d mastered over the last fortnight when she’d been a virtual full-time fixture in his life and his bed.

~~~~~    

Not receiving an answer, and lost in my own parallel universe, I stripped off so at least I’d be joined to them in my nakedness, shamelessly rubbing myself up and down as Heather raised herself from her knees and looked lovingly into Aleks’s eyes as she lay back on their bed and spread her thighs as she’d done so many times over the last few days.

The only two differences now, my presence – ignored by them, and the fact their last few days were upon them, giving their love making and need for each other an extra urgency and depth.

But these were thoughts in my head – the only thing they cared about was the feel and touch of their flesh together and the sensations they gave each other as Aleks sank his thick nine-inches all the way deep down into my wife.

Even now, after so many times together, he had to take it slow as Heather once again screwed up her face in a picture of sexual fulfilment as he filled and fulfilled her far better than I ever had.  A truth I was able to recognize as my hand slid up and down my thin five-inches – he had the equipment, I didn’t.  I could compete, I could fight on so many other axes, but this thing was beyond me. 

I’d not managed to make Heather cum on my cock in many years now, but Aleks and her had a magical connection.  Partly his size, partly his handsome looks and virility – but my heart ached at the thought there was also an ‘X’ factor at work here which, try as I might, I couldn’t deny was all too real.

As I watched them caress and kiss as Aleks’s taut ass bounced up and down, driving his glistening hammer in and out at varying paces, I was struck again by the size of the guy – the size of the guy and their emotional closeness as Heather wrapped herself around him like she never wanted him to go.  Their heads always close – sometimes kissing, sometimes looking deep into each other’s eyes – her legs were around his back and her arms around his neck.  They were each other’s universes right now as Aleks varied between gentle, tender loving and fast, frenetic pounding. 

There was no trash-talking – at least a barb or taunt would have shown they were aware of my presence.  To them there were only two, not three in the room as Heather sobbed her way through two or three loud climaxes before Aleks pushed extra deep and roared, inseminating my wife all over again.

Aleks held himself in place for a solid minute or so, his balls and urethra visibly working to pump millions and millions of potent little swimmers deep into my moaning woman.  Only when he was happy his work was done did he roll over and rest, pulling Heather with him so her head and blonde locks were splayed across his muscular chest as they both caught their breath.

Still they didn’t acknowledge me, didn’t seem to know I was there, but at least I thought now I had a chance.

“Wow … that was some show!”  I regretted the words the moment they were out of my mouth, even before they both looked up at me with a look of distaste and mild anger.  They finally remembered I was here – but that wasn’t the reaction I was looking for.

Feeling hugely self-aware, my mouth seemed to have a mind of its own as I dug myself deeper.

“So, when’s the last night?  When are you due back in San Diego?” 

Aleks just scowled at me, seemingly angry at my continued presence and that I’d reminded him of what he was trying to forget.  Looking at me as if I was something on the bottom of his shoe, leaving Heather to throw me a bone, answering my question.

“The flight’s actually not booked yet, but Aleks is meant to be at work Tuesday morning.”

~~~~~    

‘Is MEANT to be back at work…’  Those words rebounded around my skull for the rest of the night, and then for the rest of the weekend. 

Maybe I was reading meaning into words when there was none – but Heather’s words sounded a lot less black and white, a lot less definitive than what she’d said when we’d been at Starbucks three nights ago.

Had something changed?


Chapter 8

Saturday 24th January 2015

This time, when I woke up on Saturday, it was less of a surprise, less of a panic that Heather wasn’t there.  Still achingly painful, but less of a surprise, less of that sudden jolt of ‘WTF’.

I tried to keep busy – without this, I knew the hours would really drag.  I thought about heading to Bainbridge Island, but decided against, as that would have been a little too samey.  So I decided on an impromptu visit to see my folks who’d retired about an hour outside the city and who were always glad to see me.

“Hey, son,” my dad greeted me, “Heather not with you … that gorgeous wife of yours finally gone and left you?  Realized she could do better!”

He didn’t mean anything by it … he loved me to bits … it was just his ‘roughhouse’ style of humor … that and the fact that the old letch made little secret of the fact he had a minor crush on my wife … he and mom had a great relationship and she even teased him about it.

So, his words were more because he was disappointed not to have a chance to quietly letch over my shapely blonde wife … but he was closer to the truth than he’d ever have guessed … my stomach churning and clenching in response to his comment.  I’d come here to take my mind of things – but the old man had actually made things worse!

~~~~~    

I was back home barely one hour before I heard the unmistakable ‘thump, thump’ of the large young firefighter pounding my wife and her matching moans of pleasure. 

No covering music this time – but then again, why would he?  In a few days time he’d be twelve-hundred miles away so his reputation mattered little to him.  And I was pretty sure he was enjoying the fact that most likely I’d be forced to hear at least part of the soundtrack.  The brief interlude when he’d lost interest in taunting me and proving his superiority now well in the past.

As the sound got louder and louder, ‘Walkies for Rascal’ was the best I could think up to take myself away from the trauma.

But heading out, I only just avoided bumping into old Mrs. Olson and Norbert by the skin of my teeth – with every likelihood being it was the same racket that had driven her out on her rounds.  Although, come to think of it, she’d more likely have been inclined to stay in so she could listen and reminisce about what she and Mr. Olson used to get up to before he passed.  No, as regular as clockwork, this was her normal time for taking Norbert out.  Either way, I waited five minutes and made a mental note to avoid walking Rascal at this time of day.  The last thing I could cope with right now was old Mrs. Olson gossiping about what Aleks and his ‘young hottie’ were doing to make all those bedroom noises.

~~~~~    

The rest of the weekend followed a similar pattern … lots of noise, zero attempt to mask it or play it down to save my feelings (although it did also excite me) and my increasingly futile and fevered attempts to find any and every distraction … including even doing an online search for baby names! 

How crazy was that?  My wife was upstairs having the life banged out of her and I, ever the optimist, was busy thinking about the baby we planned.  Even though I’d barely laid eyes on her these last two weeks … let alone done the thing with her that might one day give us a child to name!

But this and any other distraction I could muster was my mental lifeline.  Not only to distract from the wails and sobs of ecstasy my wife was sending out as she writhed on the end of another man’s cock. 

But also because my mind was so often preoccupied by this terrible, soul-destroying fear.  What if, despite everything she’d said, at the end of the weekend Heather decided she just couldn’t contemplate a life without Aleks and the amazing sex he gave her?  What if, she didn’t finally come down to rejoin me, but instead came down to give me the verbal equivalent of a ‘Dear John’ letter … ending what we had after fully fifteen years together?

Whenever these terrors took hold, I forced myself to picture how earnest and loving Heather had looked the other night in Starbucks.  Forced myself to playback word-for-word what she’d said, hearing her voice in my head as I did.  And this did go some way to relieving the terrors that were consuming me – but they didn’t make the fears totally disappear.

For every time I heard her loving, reassuring words in my head, there was another time when my demons fought back.  Reminding me how - even right in the beginning, before she even knew how amazing the sex with Aleks was – Heather had been totally besotted and infatuated with him.  So besotted and infatuated that she’d told me half-truths and ‘white lies’ (as she called them) to make sure she’d get to be with him as soon as possible.  The demons invariably moving on from these half-truths and lies to whispering to me how Heather had confessed that over the last few weeks she had developed feelings for Aleks.

It was like a constant back and forth, like a particularly nasty and mean-spirited game of tennis between the two part of my mind, neither quite strong enough to defeat the other.

~~~~~    

During the weekend itself, it was bad enough, but when it reached Monday mid-afternoon and I’d received no communication at all from Heather, my levels of panic went through the roof. 

I knew was Aleks wanted to keep Heather all to himself as much as he could, hence no contact since Friday, his wish, not hers I told myself.  And that even though he was due back at work on Tuesday morning, he’d not booked any flight yet. 

Those hissing, poisonous voices in my head telling me that this was because he either planned to stay here in Seattle with Heather, or that he was delaying because he was thinking he might have to book two tickets rather than one!

~~~~~     

With no contact since Friday and these acidic, poisonous thoughts torturing me every waking hour – when Heather finally reached out to me around five p.m. my heart was in my mouth.

Was this it?  Were fifteen years of love and twelve years of marriage about to come to a shuddering, terrifying ending?

“Hey, babe?  How ya doing?”

‘How am I doing?’  What a dumb question?  Yes, I’d enjoyed much of what we’d done the last few weeks, but these last few days had been unadulterated torment.  My fears about whether or not Heather could tear herself away from Aleks the final nail in an already excruciating coffin.

“I’ve been better!” I squawked.

“Sorry, hun.”  I could hear she really meant it, pausing as if she was searching for exactly the right words, a pause and the possible motivation behind the pause causing a terrible pain in the pit of my stomach.  Was this it?  Why was she pausing?

“Nearly over, hun…”

‘What’s nearly over?  Is it us that’s nearly over?  Is that what she’s saying?  She’s ringing me to tell me we’re over?’

“Look, I know it’s a bit strange … but I was wondering if you wanted to come to the airport?  Wanted to see the farewell … see Aleks heading back to San Diego?  I know it’s a bit weird, but it kinda makes sense … we started this thing together … why wouldn’t we end it together?”

‘Are you intentionally trying to kill me?  Is it the insurance?  Are you after the insurance, is that it?  You or you and Aleks are after the insurance!  You think the prospect of watching the two of you kissing, smooching, looking deep into each other’s eyes as you say your goodbyes is something I want to watch?  Is something I could bear to watch?  All the time wondering if you might change your mind and buy a last minute ticket to go with him…’

“Yeah … yeah … sounds good…”  Fuck, I didn’t even pause … just came straight out with it … even as half of my psyche was trying to slam on the brakes … trying to tell me ‘hell no’…

~~~~~     

An hour later I was sat alone, driving down the I-5 S to Tacoma International, knowing that somewhere else on the highway, Aleks and Heather were probably cuddled up together, lost in their thoughts, or maybe talking about just how soon they could see each other again.  I had no way of knowing, but this is what I told myself.

Six p.m., the last direct flight was eight – an hour to the airport given rush-hour traffic, Aleks was cutting it really late, determined to have the maximum possible time with Heather.  Even now maybe hoping to get her to come with him.

By a random quirk of fate, I parked and got into the terminal about the same time as them.  They didn’t see me and I followed a few yards behind them as they headed for the baggage drop and then security.

I hid behind some oversized plants, my cheeks coloring violent red as they indulged in the most public bout of kissing and touching short of actually stripping off and having sex.  Honestly, their hands were all over each other, lips mashed tight as they played a vigorous bout of tonsil-tennis … they were going at it so strongly and for so long I was surprised that one of the numerous TSA agents didn’t come over and tell them to cool it!

Finally they broke their clinch and I could see them talking, although the distance and background noise made it impossible to hear what they were saying.  It looked like Aleks was finally making to leave, saying something to a nearby TSA agent.  A brief exchange followed and I saw Aleks then doing something on his cell phone. Then the agent spoke into his radio before he smiled and nodded to Aleks.  Patting him on the shoulder – the brotherhood of the uniform I guess – the TSA guy then received a kiss on the cheek from my wife before Heather and her boyfriend set-off towards security, the flights departure now only forty minutes away.

As they disappeared round the corner towards security, keeping a safe distance, I followed.

~~~~~     

“Where do you think you’re going, pal?”  It was the same TSA agent who’d spoken to Aleks – his hand on my shoulder. Not patting me like Aleks in a friendly, fraternal manner – but his fingers digging sharply into my flesh, to stop me going any further.

“I’m going to the gates!”

“Okay, let me see your ticket then?”

“I don’t have a ticket.”

“Well then you’re not going to the gates then.”

“But … but, I happen to know that blonde lady who just kissed you hasn’t got a ticket…”

As soon as the words left my mouth, I had that ‘oh fuck’ feeling … maybe she did have a ticket after all … maybe that’s what TSA guy and Aleks had been talking about … he’d been telling him that his girlfriend was leaving her husband and that he needed a solid from a fellow officer … that he needed him to stop me going to the gate.

“No, she didn’t have a ticket … but her boyfriend got her a visitor pass … which means that, unlike you, she can go to the gates…”

“I didn’t see any visitor pass…”

“’I didn’t see any visitor pass,’” he mimicked, “anyway, what the hell’s it got to do with you … are you some kind of stalker or something?  How come you’re so keen to follow blondie to the gates?”

My cheeks were burning red before he’d even finished his sentence.  Fuck, there was no answer to that, was there. 

‘Oh, well actually that was my wife, and the other guy … well he’s been boning her for the last few weeks and I’d really appreciate it if you could just see your way to letting me go the gate so I can perv for a few minutes more and make sure she’s a good girl and comes on home with me … that is, unless I’m just about to watch my marriage self-combust in front of my eyes…’

No, on balance sheepishly blushing, looking at the floor and a spell of silence was my best option right now.  That and praying to all and every deity that I could imagine, that in twenty or thirty minutes time I’d be seeing Heather walking back around the corner and our marriage could tread its way back to ‘normal’.

Whatever ‘normal’ was these days?


Chapter 9

Monday 26th January 2015

Retreating to a less embarrassing proximity from the TSA guy, I waited as time passed with heart-stopping slowness … hoping beyond hope that in just a few minutes I’d see Heather appear back around the corner.

Shit, this was grueling … so damned gruelingly slow … anything to make the second hand on the clock move faster … scanning my phone for interesting news … playing solitaire … even trying an online crossword for the first time in years … come on, come on … please move faster…

There she was!

There she finally was!  All my prayers had been answered … which of the many deities I’d called on was responsible, I didn’t know … didn’t care … the only thing that mattered was that she was back … she hadn’t jumped on a plane with lover boy and skipped town for warmer climes and a bigger dick … and all the other added extras that would have gone with it.

Running like a small boy at Christmas, no longer caring what TSA guy thought, I bowled across the concourse to my woman and wrapped her in my arms … hardly daring to believe she was really there … almost as if I needed to physically touch her to convince myself she wasn’t an apparition.

But as I hugged her, held her tight … communicated the scale of my love and my relief, there was something missing … there was a limpness, a lifelessness to her body … it was as if she was here but not here … here in body only, her mind … her spirit somewhere else.

Shit!  I didn’t necessarily expect her to hug me back … to be as happy to see me as I was her … to be chatty and ready to share everything that had gone down since we’d last properly connected, nearly a week ago now.

But I did expect something more than this.

Something was definitely off and as I hugged her even tighter, then led her back to the car, it really began to eat at me, gobbling up all of my relief and happiness with frightening speed.  By the time we got back to the car all of my optimism was gone … I felt like a soldier standing in no man’s land … aware there was danger all around and totally unsure where to tread next.

“He get off okay?” I asked, the safest, most harmless thing I could think to say as we moved out of the parking garage.

“Mmm,” was all I got back.  Was this how it was going to be?  Marriage to a monosyllabic wife … her heart and mind temporarily 35,000 feet up in the air, before settling back to ground level, but ground level twelve-hundred and some miles away.

Taking a deep breath, I felt that all to familiar ache in my chest … it was better than the alternative, that she was physically not with me, but it wasn’t how I’d pictured things.  Using the evening traffic to calm and focus my mind, I decided I needed to be as patient as I could be.

~~~~~    

Over the next few days, I tried anything and everything I could think of to try and break down the barrier between Heather and me.

During working hours, I’d find excuses to pop in to her home office … offering her a hot drink or asking a question, or just seeing how it was going.  Each lunch time, I made a point of always inviting her to the gym with me – our normal practice before big dick Aleks had sauntered into our lives.  And later each day, I always asked her what time would be most convenient for her to come with me to take her beloved dachshund out on his evening walk.  When work and Rascal was sorted, I surprised her with meals at her favorite restaurants and a couple of trips to the movies to see films I knew she’d love.

It worked a little … she’d moved beyond Monday evening’s near-catatonic inability to utter more than a word or two, but it was still nowhere near back to normal.  And after two or three days, it seemed to me any progress had plateaued out.  To me it seemed she was almost like one of the Stepford Wives – there was something robotic about her behavior, she was so devoid of emotion or any kind of real warmth or personal connection with me.

After our Thursday meal and movie trip, I gently initiated cuddling and some light kissing.  Even though I wasn’t really getting anything back, I gently persisted and we did make love – after a fashion.  But even though I made her cum with my mouth and we had full sex, it was all me – there was no sense of desire from her.

To say I was at my wit’s end, would be the understatement of the year.  Whether it was social, work or in the bedroom, Heather just seemed emotionally and mentally absent, as if she was somewhere else – as if she was in some kind of state of shock or mourning,

I tried talking about the future, about our future, the plans we had to start a family … topics about which she’d been hugely animated and excited even just a few days ago.  But now she seemed totally disinterested, not even able to bring herself to feign interest.

All of this emotional remoteness was bad enough. But what really, took things to a new level was when I came back on Saturday night when Heather wasn’t expecting me.

~~~~~    

I’d asked Heather to come out with me to walk Rascal, but she’d declined my offer – just like she’d done the two nights before, so I set off still feeling emotionally troubled and very down.  Getting to the bottom of the building, I realized I’d forgotten my wallet and phone and headed back to pick them up.

Letting myself in, I immediately heard the sound of Heather’s laughter and the tone of her voice was chatty and excited – all things I’d not heard ever since Aleks had left.

Ever the optimist, I felt a warm, happy feeling – it was great to hear my old Heather back.  Assuming she must be catching up with one of her girlfriends,

“Yes … of course I do … yes, I miss you too … how much … how much … loads and loads!”

This wasn’t Deborah or one of her other close friends.  Yes, she’d not seen much of Deborah recently … but she’d never in all our years together told Deborah that she’d missed her in such an excited, bubbly voice.  I felt a terrible mix of despair and anger as I listened and realized it most definitely wasn’t one of her girlfriends that had made her sound so alive and happy.

“Yes … he’s my husband … what did you expect … Thursday night, after a meal and a movie…”

Oh shit, I knew what she was talking about now, my blood boiling as I had a strong inkling of what was coming next.

“No … you know that … no, not like you … of course he didn’t make me cum like you do … if you must know, your weirdo, it was with his mouth … what else did you expect … of course it’s better with you, you know that … yes, okay, you’re better … always better,” then a pause, “yes, I love sex with you … love your cock … really miss it, really miss you…”

That was enough.  That was too much.

I stormed in, grabbed the phone off her and ended the call.

“That’s it … that’s the final straw … all week, all week I’ve been patient … given you room … given you time … and this is how you repay me,” scrolling through her message and call log as I screamed at her.  Fuck, she’d had so many communications with Aleks.  No wonder she’d been so emotionally distant.  The times on the log nearly breaking my heart - the last two nights, the moment I’d been out the door with Rascal, she’d been on the phone with Aleks.

“Right now, I don’t even want to look at you … I’m gonna sleep in my office … and tomorrow, when I’ve calmed down … we’re going to talk, and you’re either going to agree never to talk to that bastard ever again, or you can fuck off and fly down to San Diego and spend the rest of your days with him.”

What her reaction was, I really don’t know.  I was way too pissed to hang around and see how she reacted.  And frankly, at that moment I didn’t really care.  I’d meant every word I’d said – I wanted either the real Heather back or the imposter who’d replaced her gone and out of my life.

That outcome would break my heart, but it was better than the alternative.  The zombified marriage I’d been living with this last week.  

I slept fitfully that night – well actually, I think I hardly slept at all.  But when I woke in the morning, I walked into the kitchen to see the tear-streaked face of my wife.  Her face instantly looking up, her messed up mascara-lined eyes almost ghoulish as they locked onto mine.  This most frightening thing being I had no idea how to read her tears.

Were her tears, tears of sorrow as she mourned the end of our marriage?  Or were her tears, tears of remorse and guilt, tears born out of overnight reflection, my harsh words and anger achieving what a week of patient love had failed to do.

I had no damned idea, but I guess I was about to find out.


Chapter 10

Saturday 31st January 2015

Pouring myself a cup of steaming coffee, no stomach for any kind of food, I sat staring at Heather.  Or, more accurately, sat staring at the top of her head, her face staying tilted downwards as she continued to bawl out her eyes.

With only the smallest germ of pity or sympathy, brimming over with anger and self-pity, I just stared and stared.  Until, after what seemed like an eternity, Heather looked up, eyes red and even more blackened and messy than just a few moments before.

She opened her mouth, lips parting slightly … before they closed again, no sound coming out.

She had another go … only this time she managed some small sound … her voice barely a whisper, barely audible, her eyes begging as she whispered.

“I’m so sorry … so sorry, honey … can you forgive me, Tim?  Can we forget this ever happened … try again?”

Now silent, silence reigning between us, her eyes continued to beg.

Another deep sigh for me.  A deep sigh and indecision.  My anger so deep.  Before last night, before finding her so transformed and happy talking to Aleks, I’d have given anything for even this small human connection.  I felt I could have forgiven her anything.

But last night – now I was feeling crushed and betrayed.  Of course I wanted a future with Heather, but not at any cost.  The ‘game’ side of what we’d been doing had balanced pain and pleasure,  and the last week – with Heather emotional missing-in-action – had been harrowing enough.  But all of that, I could have forgiven – after all, I’d been as complicit in all of this as Heather had.  Well, nearly as much.

But last night, listening as she chatted like an excited schoolgirl to her absent crush, had for the first time made me really question our future.  Before, I’d had doubts, but I’d always been able to quiet them down, using all the things Heather had told me when she knew I needed reassurance.

But last night had posed frightening, terrifying questions.  Questions that ran so deep.  How could we have a future when there was such a huge contrast between how she’d been with me and how she’d been with Aleks?  Questions which couldn’t be papered over with mere words.  All these thoughts, all these questions running in my mind before I could finally manage to speak.

“It’s not as simple as that, is it, Heather?”

She looked confused.

“All week, ever since Aleks left, you’ve been like a zombie … it’s been like sharing a home with the living dead … and then he rings, or you ring him, and it’s like a switch has been flipped … it’s like you become a totally different woman…”

“Tell me, Heather, what am I meant to make of that?  What am I meant to think?  What am I meant to think about who it is you really love?  Who it is you really want to spend time with?”

She just stared at me … she’d comprehended my question … but she was unable to answer … not without resorting to either barefaced lies or bland platitudes.  Both of which she knew, from the look on my face, would just make things worse.

So, as with so many things in life, my wife took the wise, patient course as she thought things through.  Only answering me several minutes later, our eyes locked together the whole time, and this time speaking with just a little more volume but with far more control.

“I’m sorry honey … really sorry … and I’ll understand if you call time … or if you want a little time apart … and for what it’s worth, I am terribly, terribly sorry for behaving like I have … for hurting you as I have … and all I can do is carry on apologizing and trying to explain…”

This last word of hers pricking me up, my back slightly straighter as I waited for some kind of explanation, a reaction she noticed as she started what would have to be a real doozy of an explanation.  How the hell can you claim to love your husband while you treat him like a doormat while all the time you’re salivating over another man?

“I’m not excusing my behavior … I’m really not … I’m just trying to explain … hopefully, as the first part of healing and getting back to where I want us to be … if you’ll forgive me, if you’ll have me … because the simple, honest truth is I lost myself in the game Aleks and I were playing … lost myself so much that I forgot it was just a game, until it was too late … its claws sunk too deep … my feelings, my emotions running too deep … I even convinced myself you’d be okay with it … that you’d actually get off on it … until finally, finally last night you made me see how wrong I’d been, what a bitch I’d been, how badly I’d treated you these last few days…”

Another long silence.  The longest silence of all.  Then the final question that was the heart of it.

“Tim, honey … can you forgive me?  Can we talk, repair things … make a go of it … have again what we had before … what we planned … because, I promise you, honey … that’s what I want more than anything in the whole wide world.”  My wife having the sense not to mention by name the other ‘thing’ I thought she might crave more than me and our future together.

“Baby, I lost myself in what we were doing … in everything with Aleks … right until last night when you made me see the truth … how stupid I’d been … how much I’d put at risk everything I love and care about … made me see how much I’d hurt you,” everything said loudly and boldly, except this last bit where she lowered her voice and spoke with genuine grief and guilt.

~~~~~    

Over the next few days, we started the long, slow climb of recovery.

At first, things were painful and awkward between us.  It was like those shy, tentative first steps of dating in your younger years.  Step, counter-step, watching for the other person’s reaction, always on edge.

But slowly we rebuilt trust and confidence until a full week after I’d overheard her on the phone with Aleks, at the end of our first trip back to the movies after the blow-up – as we cuddled in bed, for the first time it felt natural to take things further than just a good night kiss.

It started off slow … slow, nervous kisses, exploring, sensing each other’s reactions, neither quite believing it had come to this after fifteen years together.

But slowly, as confidence and trust built, the sense of relief and hunger to be back together – to be healthy and whole – took over, like a tidal wave and we were soon pulling at each other’s clothes with desperate urgency.

Seconds later I was sinking myself all the way in with one dynamic, needy thrust.  My head almost exploding from the mix of the physical and emotional release of being back united with the woman I loved – being back with her in the most primal and fundamental of ways.  Our hands clamping at the sides of each other’s faces as we kissed and mashed our lips like there was no tomorrow.  My hips pumping up and down like a demented, nodding donkey about to blow – not far from the truth as I lasted only a minute or so before roaring like a scolded lion and exploding the heavy content of both my balls deep into my woman’s pussy.  The way she clung on, wrapped herself coil-like around me like she never wanted to let me go finally convincing me that it was her desire for Aleks which had been the aberration.  That he’d been the interloper and that it was only me who was her true Prince Charming.

~~~~~    

That urgent, needy sex between us on that Saturday night was the emotional equivalent of dynamiting the sluice gates on the Hoover Dam.  I don’t think we slept until daybreak, both of us having so much to talk about - finally feeling able to share and ask without feeling we needed to pussyfoot around the other’s feelings and possible reaction.

Feeling freed and renewed by everything we were sharing, we made love three more times before daybreak.  Two of those times were amongst the sweetest and most tender times I can remember between us – a real renewal of our deep love for each other, but the time in the middle was wild and passionate.  That time, it was almost an understood but unsaid thing between us that we were trying to recreate the kind of things and times Heather had enjoyed with her recently departed lover.

In the days and weeks that followed, it was as if that painful week after Aleks’s departure had never existed – things were so fresh and loving between Heather and me.  It was almost like we were a new couple all over again – we had that same wide-eyed, brimming with happiness excitement, like newlyweds all over again.

The best I can do to explain it is to refer to all those countless stories from people who have a near death experience.  When, after they’ve survived and taken in just how close they came to having no future, they leap fully into life with a renewed energy and vigor.  Thankful for every new day, for every little detail that they examine and savor with new eyes and new perspective.

That was how Heather and I thought about our marriage as we headed through February 2015.  A month which ended with my loving wife flushing her contraceptive pills down the toilet in the most exaggerated of fashions as she smiled at me.

“Now … wasn’t there something you had in mind for us to do this year?  You know, something in our New Years’s resolutions!”

~~~~~    

For the next three months, our efforts to finally start a family added hugely both to our physical and emotional closeness.  Heather and I could hardly keep our hands off each other, especially during the eight or nine days of her cycle when Heather was at her most fertile, when she’d drag me off to bed at each and every opportunity.  Not that I exactly was complaining or putting up much of a fight – not after everything we’d been through and the long periods of sexual starvation I’d endured when the more masculine Aleks had been in the building.

And with this newly turbocharged physical closeness, came plenty of time when we were cuddled up in bed after the deed was done – the perfect time for us to discuss and unpack everything that had happened between her and me and between me, her and Aleks.

Over those spring months, I almost got tired of hearing the word ‘sorry’.  I knew it was heartfelt and genuine, and as far as I could be, I was certain that my wife had broken off all contact with the young firefighter.

The first few weeks after he’d left, he’d tried to rekindle their romance and keep things going, even when Heather had told him it was over.  That she was sorry if that was difficult for him, but that she’d ‘come to her senses’ and realized she had a choice to make and that she’d chosen me and her marriage over him and the physical pleasures he offered.

At first he fought it and didn’t stop texting and calling – Heather not keeping any of this from me.  We were actually at the point of blocking him when gradually the calls and texts finally reduced until they stopped altogether.

A month or so after the calls ended, Aleks actually penned a letter jointly addressed to both Heather and myself.  Its tone and content reminded me of how things had gone and how he’d behaved right at the beginning of his affair with Heather.  When we’d slammed the brakes on when he’d gone too far – when he’d tried to goad and encourage me into eating out his cum on that fateful first night I’d watched the two of them together.

Repeating the whole letter he wrote would be tedious, but the choicest bits are worth repeating, when he apologized to us separately and as a couple for how he’d totally overstepped the mark.

‘Tim, I need to say sorry for being such a dick swab … for acting like I did … for treating you like I did …’

‘I hope you can both understand that, having never met a woman like you, Heather, I temporarily took leave of my senses … I’m not proud to admit it, but I fell for Heather big time and it made me do all kinds of crazy shit … stuff which I’m ashamed of … which isn’t the real me and which I hope you guys can one day forgive me for …’

About a week after he sent this letter, he sent a brief text to check if we’d received it and expressing the hope that one day we could all be friends again.

Reading the text together, after a few minutes of thinking about it, I suggested Heather call him.

“Are you sure, honey  You know, after all the troubles we had connected with Aleks,” my concerned looking wife asked.

“I’m not ‘sure, sure’, but I’m pretty sure it would be the smart things to do … to make absolutely sure there’s no unfinished business … after all, we’re solid now and we should never be afraid of facing up to what happened … we shouldn’t be afraid of seeing or talking to Aleks … that would be like us not trusting our love and where we’ve gotten to…”

Heather saw my point but, insisting on not rushing into anything, it was only the next day when she had the briefest and most business-like of calls with Aleks.

Anyone listening in would hardly have know they’d ever been lovers, or guessed at just how bright the passion and attraction had burned between the two of them for so many weeks.  An eavesdropper would have had them down as ex-work colleagues or some such – it was all so formal and proper as they enquired about each other’s lives.

But what I didn’t know was how this briefest and most staid of calls was going to have a lasting effect on our lives and marriage – an effect we’re still living with today.


Chapter 11

I think that first text and call happened around the middle of April, when Heather and I had been trying for her to conceive for around seven or eight weeks.

For the next few weeks there was nothing but the occasional, entirely platonic contact between Heather and Aleks.  Maybe once a week or once a fortnight.  Always initiated by Aleks, always enquiring how ‘we’ were, although the text was always to Heather, his tone always seemed genuinely asking after the both of us.

Heather always showed me and replied while we were together, showing me the reply before she sent it.

It wasn’t that she was seeking permission, so much as she was bending over backwards to avoid repeating the mistakes of the past.  She literally wanted me involved in even the smallest detail when it came to Aleks.  Very wise, bearing in mind what had happened between the three of us had nearly cost her our marriage.

About mid-late May, a Saturday if I recall, in one of these text exchanges Aleks alerted us to an upcoming travel plan that gave us food for thought – which was exactly why he’d mentioned it.

‘Hey Heather, Hey Tim … hope things are all good with you … hope you guys get your wish and that H is preggo soon … anyway, on more boring matters, I just wanted to give you an early heads up that I’ll be in Seattle for a family wedding in around two weeks time.  Thought I’d better let you know so you don’t have a heart attack if we bump into each other!  Talking of which, as my relative’s unit upstairs is still vacant, I wanted to ask you if it wouldn’t be too awkward if I stayed up there.  Of course, I’d fully understand if you said no, in which case I’ll just spring a few hundred bucks for a hotel room.  But if you could see your way to being okay with it, that would be great.  No point to waste money if I can avoid it!  Anyway, let me know … I’m cool with it either way, Aleks x’

That had well and truly put the cat amongst the pigeons!

After everything that had happened with him, despite his penitent behavior and tone over the last couple of months, I still wondered at what his true motives might be.  Was his text something we should take at face value, or were there other motives at work here?  Was he genuinely just trying to give us due warning to help us avoid an awkward, accidental meet-up in the lobby or the parking lot – or was he a fisherman casting his bait upon the water, wondering and hoping if he might snag something tasty for his supper?

We didn’t reply at first – we’d learned our lesson about too hasty decision-making.  (Boy had we learned that lesson!)

But after a couple of days discussion and back-and-forth, we responded.  Even now, I can recall the last of many long discussions before Heather texted back.

“I’m really not sure Tim, I mean, I see your point … but after everything, after what it nearly cost us, isn’t it just best we send a polite reply and try to be somewhere else that weekend?”

I’d been arguing for slaying past monsters, but she thought different.  “I guess you’re right, it would have been good to face our demons face-to-face, but let’s do as you say…”

A couple of days of talking - decision finally taken, now even the choice of texter was something we felt needing thinking through.  I’d been just about to text back when Heather chimed in.

“It should really be me who replies … after all, it’s always me he texts and also, that way he’s got no doubts I’m fully onboard with our decision…”

I just shrugged my shoulders.  Just for once it would be nice to be smarter and right – that’s what’s happens when you marry up! 

(Although, come to think of it, I do recall being right back in 2003.  But that was just after I’d proposed and most likely she was just letting me think I was right so I didn’t take back the one-point-five carat ring I’d just put on her finger!)

~~~~~     

Nothing especially notable happened in the next couple of weeks – although Heather seemed extra horny the week after the text exchange with Aleks.  A fact that had my stomach cramping with anxiety for the first time in many months, my mind undecided as to whether it was the texts with Aleks or the fact it was her most fertile time of the month that was the cause of her sudden horniness.  Half of me enjoying the thought it might be the former – the other half desperately telling myself I was imagining it.

The weekend Aleks was due, Heather and I had made plans to go and stay with her parents so we’d not accidentally bump into Aleks.  But right at the last minute, both her folks went down with a bad case of flu and so we found ourselves still at home Saturday morning, both feeling totally on edge at the knowledge that Aleks was almost certainly just a few feet above us, in his relative’s vacant, unit preparing for the early afternoon nuptials.

From what Aleks had shared, we knew the ceremony itself was set for twelve noon, followed by a formal meal and then an evening time disco and party – so from around eleven onwards we began to relax, safe in the knowledge there was virtually zero chance we’d run into Aleks for the next few hours.

“If he’s out having fun, I don’t see why she should be skulking around here, hiding in the shadows just in case we bump into the boogeyman,” my ever sparky wife opined, as ever, having more than a point.

We took ourselves and Rascal out for a romantic, peaceful afternoon walking around Bainbridge Island.  Returning invigorated and feeling pleased with ourselves, we left our over walked dachshund snoozing noisily in his basket as we headed off to the most expensive restaurant we could find.  Neither of us said anything, but we both thought it.  If my wife’s ex-beau - a decade and a half younger than us with a fraction of our disposable income – could be out having a ball, then we were going to do our level best to have an even better time.

It was the week after Heather’s most fertile time, so as there was a reasonable chance she might be pregnant, strictly speaking she shouldn’t have been drinking.  But something about knowing Aleks was in town seemed to knock her off her normally steel-clad sense of self-discipline and she’d pushed the boat out with two whole glasses of red – which actually made her quite tipsy as several months of not drinking had lessened her tolerance for booze.

Why is this of significance? Because when we were safely back at home, Heather was at her most amorous – and as we were right slap in the middle of her ‘safe time’ of the month, the desire to make a mini Heather or mini Tim was definitely not her motive.  Again, I groaned inwardly at the exciting but painful thought of why she was amorous.  Wine or Aleks?  Either or both could be the explanation – whichever it was, it was a set of thoughts both welcome and unwelcome in my mind.

~~~~~    

Waking up on Sunday, there was little sign of Heather wanting to leave the bed anytime soon, so I grabbed a quick and quiet shower, threw on some clothes and headed out to grab some bagels, pastries and coffee.

What was it about the other family members this morning?  It was a beautiful, sunny, June morning and even Rascal showed no signs of wanting to leave our condo.  Looked like a solo trip to the bakery and back for yours truly.

Walking through the parking lot, I couldn’t help but notice Alek’s car – parked right next to Heather’s – surely not a chance occurrence.

This really concentrated my mind, but looking at my watch – nine a.m. – I reckoned there was little to no chance I’d bump into Aleks.  It was way to early for a young, party animal like Aleks to be up and about after what no doubt had been a raucous and late-finishing wedding disco.  A guy with his looks and credentials hadn’t headed home alone … the only question was likely how many of the bridesmaids had accompanied him back to his bed!

~~~~~     

Getting to the bakery, I was a little dismayed to see a queue of six or seven in front of me, forcing me to stand right in front of the bathroom door.  My only consolation being the person in front of me was a very easy-on-the-eye young blonde who gave me a sweet smile when I commented on the queue.

I’d thought she might strike up a conversation, but she turned to face the front and the next thing I knew was the feeling of a hand slamming down on my shoulder.  A big meaty paw slamming down with an unmistakable heft and jolt.

“Thought I might see you in here!”  The hand, the voice – my body felt like I’d been electrocuted, tingling and on edge as I turned to see the face I’d allowed into my marriage and who’d nearly cost me everything.

Fuck, ‘Great-full Bakery & Coffee’ was a totally new place, not even open when he’d left – how the hell had the fates thrown us together in here?  Maybe my sunday morning habits were just too damned predictable.

“Tim, this is Caitlin,” Aleks grinned, moving past me to wrap his arms around the young blonde’s waist as she purred her way back into the young firefighter’s broad chest, “she’s the one who told me about this great new place … Caitlin, this is Tim, a good friend, him and his wife Heather are the friends I was telling you about earlier, neighbors from when I was here a few months ago,” he explained, as he introduced me to Caitlin, who upon closer inspection bore an uncanny resemblance to a younger Heather. 

A similarity that sent a shiver of excited fear down my spine, as I thought of how he’d chosen Caitlin from amongst the no doubt multiple young women who’d thrown themselves at him last night.  A shiver that doubled up when I wondered what exactly Aleks had told this young woman about the nature of his friendship with us.

For the next few minutes we chatted about this and that – mostly about San Diego and the party last night – until it was their turn to order, the second server taking my order just a few seconds later.

The conversation continued through the short walk back and it was only when the elevator reached my floor that things got really awkward.  When out of nowhere Caitlin piped up, “Hey Tim, why don’t you and Heather pop up and have your breakfast with us?  Aleks talked so much about you guys last night and this morning, it would be lovely to get to know you a bit better.”

I only had an instant to judge, but her face looked innocent enough – less like she was after some malicious fun, more like she was trying to find an in through which to worm her way a little further into Aleks’s life.

“Urgh…” I stumbled, totally knocked back.

“Oh, go on, it would be fun,” she smiled, trying to bend me to her will, thumping Aleks on the chest, “take pity on me, this one’s good at some things, but he’s not much of a conversationalist.”

~~~~~    

When I’d explained to my hungry wife the reason for the delay, I mentioned the hand grenade I’d just been thrown.

My first explanation just mentioned I’d bumped into Aleks (with no mention of Caitlin) and that we’d been invited upstairs, getting a terse ‘no’ response from her.

“Okay, I understand,” I replied, a little disappointed, but for the most part of relieved as I started to text, “although I think his new lady friend Caitlin will be disappointed, it was actually her suggestion…”

With her brains and beauty, through her whole life Heather had always been assured, so I’d only ever seen these signs of insecurity a couple of times before, but she was soon back peddling, saying that maybe she’d been too hasty, that she didn’t want to appear rude and standoffish to Alek’s new girl.

‘Yes, dear … of course, dear, of course that’s the reason why,’ I thought to myself, ‘absolutely nothing to do with any catty sense of rivalry, the need to see the new rival for the affections of the young man who you were so recently infatuated with…’  

~~~~~    

Thirty minutes later – the unstated battle for female superiority had dictated 75% warpaint needed to be applied (‘oh this, just some clothes and a little blush and lippy I quickly threw on’) – the rivals were air kissing as Aleks tried not to look too smug.

Both Aleks and I fell back into near silence as we shared breakfasts and the two women held the floor.  Both of us silent but in very different frames of mind.  Aleks obviously enjoying the subliminal messaging going on as Caitlin and my wife tried to appear friendly and not too catty, whilst all the time probing to find things out and battling for the upper hand.

“Oh, you work as a nurse at the Children’s Hospital … how wonderful … I’d have loved to do something that worthy, but my folks were really strict with me … said I needed to do something with better prospects,” Heather stabbed with the sweetest of smiles.

“I do know what you mean,” Caitlin replied, as sweet as you like, “my mom and dad were the same, but I managed to talk them around, now they actually volunteer there … they’re so happy that they’re doing something worthwhile … especially after so many years making money in business, they’re so happy to put something back…”

On and on it went, sometimes more subtle, sometimes less.  Aleks just sat trying his best not to grin like the cat that got the cream.  Me, I was sat there squirming, having a terrible feeling of Déjà vu.  It was like going all the way back to before Christmas last year when I’d sit there watching and listening as Heather made eyes at Aleks.

She wasn’t doing that directly – after everything, she wasn’t that dumb – but in a way she may as well have been.  ‘Indirect’ being only marginally less painful for me to endure than ‘direct’.

~~~~~     

It was only mid-afternoon after a passionate bout of love making that we got to talking about what had gone down in Alek’s condo.  Yours truly being the one who opened the topic, powered by a need to still my squirming guts.

“Heather, baby … what exactly was going on between you and Caitlin?”

“She started it!” came her instant reply, not even contemplating any kind of denial, sounding like an incandescent high-schooler.

Seeing my confused, expectant look, she expanded.

“She just seemed so smug … sitting there, making out like unless your helping dying children, you’re not doing anything of worth…”

“So, nothing to do with a bit of catty rivalry then?  Nothing to do … just perchance … with her being the one being bedded by Aleks … and you having, entirely understandable, pangs of remembered lust and desire … you know, like when an amputee gets a twinge from a long gone limb?”  I chuckled, trying to help her.  My use of ‘entirely understandable’ the best way I could think to let her know I wanted her to feel she could share any residual feelings she might still have.

This time, her answer wasn’t instant.  She was thinking, looking into my eyes for several long seconds before she leaned forward and kissed me.  The kiss giving way to a soft, toying smile before she spoke.

“I’m so lucky to have you, honey … world’s best husband … world’s best husband for the world’s worst wife,” she grinned.  “You’re right, I guess she did get under my skin … I’m so relieved you and me have managed to move on, but when you’ve had feelings for someone, it’s hard to stay totally calm when the next woman comes along and tries to lay her claim and put you down…”

I couldn’t argue with that – and as we cuddled and kissed I felt that familiar wormy, squirming feeling in the pit of my stomach.  The strange, weird excitement I’d missed these last few months – now delivered in the safe situation of knowing I had Heather fully back and that it was me not Aleks she really wanted.

~~~~~    

Nothing more note worthy happened that weekend, but the fact we’d spent time face-to-face with Aleks seemed to have sparked an uptick in the frequency and extent of the communication between the two of them.

Monday evening – back in San Diego – he texted.

‘Hey Tim, Hey Heather … great to see the two of you yesterday … great catching up … hope Caitlin wasn’t a bit too much … I’m afraid she seemed to get it into her head she had to be jealous of Heather … sorry!  Anyway, like I said, great seeing you … if ever you’re down my way, give me a heads up and I can buy you guys dinner and show you around, A x’

Our reply politely ignored his offer of showing us the sights of San Diego, but did tell him not to worry about Caitlin’s behavior, but as the summer wore on and we were (without luck) still trying to make Shepherd number three, a seemingly random event made that Monday evening text have a significance way beyond what we’d ever imagined.


Chapter 12

It was the start of August and Heather and I were feeling a little down.

Business was great for both of us – that wasn’t the problem.  The problem was that we’d been trying for Heather to get pregnant for five full months now, and despite the frequency with which we were making love and all of the science we were applying, we just weren’t having any luck.

It was especially hard on Heather.  She’d been through six cycles now, each time building up her hopes, each time her hopes being dashed when her period arrived, signaling yet another round of failure.

We were in bed doing emails a couple of days after Heather’s unwelcome monthly had arrived again – marking another round of failure, and I could tell Heather was in a depressed mood.

“You know, when we were first married, we thought we had forever … we thought ‘no rush’, but maybe we shouldn’t have waited … back then, I’d probably have been pregnant by now, if we’d tried … whereas now I’m nearly forty, according to the stats, it could take a couple of years before you get me pregnant … and honestly, honey, I’m not sure I can keep on trying that long … the emotional stress is just too much…”

Looking at her, I knew what she was saying, wished there was a magic wand I could wave to take the pain away.  The best I could do was hold her, listen and share and let her know I was there for her.

Both of us dealt with number every day in our jobs and knew what she was saying was true.  Having waited so long, until Heather was now just one year shy of forty, all the stats said she only had a five percent chance of conceiving each cycle.  A chance which was scarily small and which would have been a good five or six time higher if we’d not waited this long.

We talked it through for a while and then each of us headed back into our respective inboxes.  Me being the one to read the message that I thought might cheer her up.

“Hey, honey … apparently one of my frequent flyer programs is running a promo and are offering me business flights roundtrip tickets to anywhere on the West Coast for just a hundred bucks a head … what do you say?  Shall we treat ourselves to a weekend away, cheer ourselves up?”

It was a bit of a no brainer and it had the desired effect.  My beloved Heather likes nothing more than hunting out five or four star bargains and she’d managed to find some matching high end bargains.  Which was the point where our dilemma started, Heather looking slightly embarrassed as she outlined what she’d found.

“It seems the best deals are in San Diego … there are some good ones in LA and San Francisco, but by far the best is an all-in deal at a Five Star Grand Pacific in downtown San Diego…”

We both knew why she was hesitating … the elephant in the room, that Aleks was in San Diego and had offered to show us around.  The frightening truth was that over the years Heather and I had frequently visited both LA and San Francisco and felt they were ‘explored out’, whereas San Diego we’d only visited once and that was many years ago.  We’d always promised ourselves we’d go back, but never seemed to have found the time.  And now we had the perfect opportunity, but there was the small matter of what’s we do about the firefighting elephant.

“We don’t have to see him, you know?” she added, reading my mind as I nodded my head and thought.

“You’re right … I know you’re right … but you know running away from challenges has never sat easily with me … how’s about we make up our minds when we get there … we could either totally ignore him … or maybe meet for a quick coffee, to show there’s no hard feelings … although I think we both know no way on earth we’re going to take him up on his offer of letting him spend the weekend showing us all around the place…”

Heather was happy with this and so we set about making our respective bookings.

~~~~~    

Maybe it was fate, but our long weekend in San Diego came two months later after another failed cycle of trying to get Heather pregnant.  The failure weighing even heavier on Heather than all the failures before.  She’d always been a naturally optimistic person, but having been trying since the end of February, the fact it was now late September and we were no closer to success was really starting to get to Heather.  One day she’d be really down, with only her sunny disposition allowing her to pull herself up into a better mental place the following day.  But the day after, more often than not, she’d be back down in the dumps.

No, the trip to San Diego had come just at the right time – Heather really needed the pick-me-up some five star luxury in a different city would provide.  Especially as the weekend was coming before the last month of trying before we’d promised ourselves we’d each submit to the indignity of being ‘checked out’ to see if there were any fundamental reasons for our lack of success.  That is, reasons more fundamental than Heather nearing forty and my own early-forties slightly reduced fertility levels.

~~~~~    

The flight down was good.  On time and being pampered, the flight relatively empty in business as we enjoyed a good lunch and accompanying drinks.

The hotel was spectacular – we had a room on the higher levels with a balcony that overlooked the waterfront, rooftop bars and restaurants completing the experience.

The first night we ate in the hotel’s Michelin-starred restaurant and, after a shoreline walk to help the five-course meal go down, we retired for some romantic solitude watching a movie on our seventy-inch TV whilst our skin was caressed by the hotel’s thousand thread count cotton sheets.

Even after the walk and the movie, we were still too full to make love – but this actually felt good.  In some ways making love was now so associated with the pressures and stresses of trying to get Heather pregnant, having ‘a night off’ felt like a blessing.

Waking the following morning, I saw a sleepy-eyed Heather looking confused as she peered at her cell phone.  A sixth-sense warning me her furrowed brow didn’t indicate work or a family problem.

‘Hey Tim, Hey Heather … just thought I’d see how you guys are … hope everything’s well and that maybe that the two of you are celebrating a baby bump by now?  Anyway, I was wondering if the two of you were likely to be down in San Diego anytime soon?  I’d love to show you guys around … it was great to see you the other week, A x’

It was nearly four months since we’d seen him and since the original text he’d sent about showing us around San Diego – so we could hardly accuse him of being pushy!  In fact, all the messages he’d exchanged with us since then had been entirely appropriate – nothing untoward at all.

So I could see Heather’s dilemma.

It was now nearly nine months since everything had gone pear-shaped with Aleks, and I guess what they say about time healing is true, as by now we both felt virtually zero animosity toward the guy – not that Heather had ever had much animosity even to start with!

As people, Heather and I have always prided ourselves on our honesty and openness, which was why the half-truths and white lies at the start of their affair had so hurt me.  So, even after all the history between us, going back to him and not being upfront about our presence here in San Diego wasn’t something we’d normally be comfortable with.

But this was Aleks – Aleks who even after nine months of good behavior – was still the same Aleks who’d pursued my wife with such vigor and effectiveness that he’d nearly destroyed our marriage.  So if there was one person in the world who deserved to be kept in the dark, it was the young firefighter who’d just texted us.

Even so, looking across at Heather, I realized, like me, she felt uncomfortable treating him like this.  After all, for nearly a year now he’d been nothing but a good and proper friend.  And the last time we’d met him – while, unsurprisingly, there had still been the residue of chemistry between him and Heather – he’d behaved as any other friend would.

“What about if we just meet him for coffee?  Isn’t that the best solution … a quick chat … a quick cup of coffee … honor satisfied and then we have the rest of the weekend to ourselves …”

~~~~~    

Ninety minutes later I was seeing Heather and Aleks hugging for the first time in nearly a year – the six-foot-five young ape lifting her clean off her feet without even trying - a sight that gave me the goose bumps.  For what had started out as a luxury-focused, pampering and stress-free weekend, this trip had certainly turned a full one-eighty.

“Hey, put her down, you big gorilla!”

‘Wow!  Where did that come from,’ I remember thinking to myself, the look Aleks and Heather gave me immediately helping to calm me down.

“I guess I had that coming,” he chuckled, good-naturedly.  Although my comment had just been about the off-her-feet hug, the look on his face suggested his comment was about more than just the here and now.  For her part, Heather was also blushing and smiling at me – a smile that said she also knew what was on my mind.

For the next few minutes, the conversation reverted to normal … work, hotel and then back to work – until it was Heather who took things back in a more risqué direction.

“So, how’s young Caitlin then?  Still busy saving the world?  Doing her one-woman Mother Teresa act?  Saving all of Seattle’s sick children one-by-one, single handed…”

“Wow … someone hit a raw nerve,” Aleks chuckled, “if I didn’t know better, I’d say you’re the tiniest bit jealous of Caitlin…”

Blushing at how she’d inadvertently opened the light into dark and best-left alone caves, she turned to me with an apologetic look.

“Hey, don’t look at me … it’s not me you’re slandering … it’s that sweet blonde mini-me, younger-you that you need to apologize to…”

Now doubly blushing, she looked back to Aleks, like me enjoying her discomfort … when you get a woman as smart as Heather in difficulties of her own making, you better make the most of it … it won’t come around again.

Aleks and me now both laughing out loud, really enjoying her discomfort, eventually he put her out of her misery.

“Relax, babe … me and Caitlin, we’re history … you can say what you like about her … I saw her a couple of times after that weekend … but she wasn’t what I was looking for … a little too imm-mat-ure for me…”

The way he dragged out the word ‘immature’ making Heather start blushing all over again, his meaning not exactly subtle.

~~~~~    

To cut a long story short, our supposed ‘short coffee’ with Aleks stretched into the entire day.

Even in the hotel’s coffee shop, the chemistry between the two of them was clear.

It had been obvious a few months ago when he’d been back for the family wedding, and as the three of us spent time together, it was almost like we’d gone full circle right back to December last year, when the pre-sex flirting between the two of them had been at its strongest.

After two coffees, rather than overdose on caffeine, Aleks suggested we adjourn to a great bar-restaurant he knew down on the harbor.  The way they both looked at me for approval both frightening and reassuring.  The fact they felt there was something there that needed my approval was worrying – but that they did nothing without asking me pulled me back in the other direction.

Arriving at the bar-restaurant, Aleks turned to Heather and asked the sixty-four-million-dollar question.

“Booze or no booze … I’m more than happy to keep you company … after all, that’s the least I can do, considering,” this time his implied apology for Christmas and New Year events directed more at Heather than at me.

Heather looked at me and I knew exactly what she was thinking.  This weekend was all about letting our hair down, relaxing from the stress of our trying and failing to get her pregnant.  There was no risk of damage to a fetus as we knew beyond doubt she wasn’t pregnant.  The smallest of eyebrow raising from me giving her what she needed.

“Large glass of red please…”

And we were off.

Aleks and I joined her, each taking a large glass of strong Belgian beer – specialty of the house, even served in oversized Belgian beer glasses, so large they could have doubled for ad hoc weight-lifting exercise.

It didn’t happen at first, but as Heather reached the bottom of her second glass, she kicked the conversation fully into something we maybe should all have discussed many months ago.  Heather and I had discussed it – had got it all settled, or so I thought – but now we were embarking on roping in the third member of the drama.

“So, have you recovered yet?  If Caitlin was a bust, how are things with Aleks these days?”

Before he answered, again he looked at me.  Again, rather disconcerting – good to be asked, but why did he feel he needed to ask me, like I was my wife’s keeper, her father-figure controlling what was in and out of bounds as her ex prepared to answer her.

I shrugged my shoulders.  I’d been keeping Heather company on her zero-alcohol pilgrimage of the last few months, so the two half-liter glasses of Trappist beer had gone straight to my head.  So I shrugged my shoulders – better we finally shone a light rather than swept things under the carpet.  It had taken us nearly a year to get here.  Better to deal with things once and for all.

“You’re a tough act to follow!” he told her, looking first at her and then again at me.  He could see my tipsy wife was enjoying the compliment, but he still wanted to check that I was okay with things.

“I could say the same for you,” my half-inebriated wife replied.  Not inaccurate, but still difficult for a husband to hear, especially after all these months trying to airbrush certain comparisons from my brain.  But now Heather had opened up Pandora’s Box all over again, I was wallowing in that all-too-familiar mix of agony and ecstasy.

For the next couple of hours, the wine and the beer flowed and anything and everything was unpacked.

We got into the surprising topic – at least for me it was surprising – that Aleks actually harbored a sense of bitterness for how he’d been treated.  ‘Treated as a piece of meat, a big dick to be fucked and then thrown away,’ as he put it.

Enough time had passed that I was able to give him this – at least as far as the early part of things was concerned.  I stood my ground as to the last few weeks when I told him I was the one who’d been badly treated.  Something which he was man enough to own up to.

As the alcohol carried on flowing, we got into a deep and philosophical conversation as to whether the kind of three-way relationship we’d been experiencing could ever work.  Or whether such a relationship was always, in the end, destined to fail.  With men always wanting to know they were the number one, and with the woman in question always being pulled in the end to prioritize one man over the other – the man who came second best inevitably either fighting back or calling time.

We were looking at these deep, philosophical questions through the triple lenses of a beautiful late summer’s afternoon, a heightened blood alcohol level and our own, sample-of-one experience.  Maybe a sample sufficient for firefighting Aleks, but one which Heather and my more statistically trained minds felt was maybe too limited to draw any absolute and definitive conclusions.

Lunch, when it finally arrived, helped soak up some of the booze.  But with our statistical background, Heather and I found ourselves in the strange position of arguing that – even if things had ended badly for us in sample pool one – that didn’t mean that our kind of ménage à trois relationship was inevitably doomed to failure.

~~~~~    

I don’t remember all that happened or all that we talked about that afternoon. 

But I do remember the conversation wasn’t all intense.  After having such an highly-charged few weeks nearly a year ago now, it felt odd to move from ménage à trois to discussing favorite movies and the pros and cons of our current sorry-ass pool of politicians – Obama, Ryan, McConell and Biden all came in for justified criticism.  De Niro, Pacino and Julia Roberts making it to the top of our aggregated list of favorite Hollywood A-listers.

The next thing I remember is a brief and rather drunk goodnight kiss bequeathed and received from Hather before the two of us gave in to the effects of a long day of drinking – the perfect antidote to so many months of the stress of our failed attempts to start a family.

This relatively clear memory sitting alongside a more fuzzy memory of a voice which sounded like Aleks’s voice shouting goodnight from the distant periphery of the sitting room area.  (It was a rather large suite my ever-assertive wife had negotiated for us – an upgrade to a deal which was already exceptionally generous.)


Chapter 13

The next thing I remember is waking on Sunday morning with a painfully throbbing head.  The throbbing sitting alongside memories of a very pleasurable but way too alcoholic Saturday.  Not exactly the day we’d planned for San Diego, but fun nonetheless.

As I slowly came to, I turned to see that the right-hand-side of our expensively covered bed was empty.  She may have matched me drink-for-drink, but evidently Heather had handled it better as she was out and about before me.

Finding Heather could wait until later, the bathroom, relieving myself and splashing cold, refreshing water all over my face were temporarily far more important.

Only then did I start really wondering where my wife was, as those old tingling, painful alarm bells of old start clanging after many months of peaceful inactivity.

My instincts weren’t wrong – padding my way across the floor of master bedroom I looked into the seating area.

My hazy memory may well have been of a cheery, slurry goodnight from Aleks to Heather and me last night, but now what I was taking in was far more sharply focused and far more focused on Heather rather than on us together.

Aleks must have slept on the three-person sofa – a comical thought given his length and bulk versus it’s barely adequate dimensions – but now he was well and truly awake.  Well and truly awake and on full alert as he sat bolt upright talking to Heather.

I was side on to both of them and they were so preoccupied with what was going on between them that they never noticed that I was stood in the shadows watching every little detail.

Heather’s hands were grasped between Aleks’s – both of their bodies bolt upright – this was no casual interaction I was observing.  My heart and mind forever grateful that noise from outside or from the TV were so minimal that I was able to hear the entirety of their conversation.  Seeing the way they were, even missing a word or two would have left me raging with fear and doubt.

“We did it all wrong last time … I did it all wrong last time,” Aleks said in the quietest and most thoughtful of voices.

“You’re right … but that’s all in the past now … that’s history now … my life’s different … my life’s all about work and Tim and family now …”

“About the kid the two of you are TRYING to have?” he asked, his emphasis on the word ‘trying’ like a violent kick to my solar plexus.

“Don’t say it like that, we’re trying our best … it gets harder if you leave it longer like Tim and I have…”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean it like that,” he apologized, even though I wasn’t sure he was being entirely straight.  “It must be stressful for the two of you.”

“It is,” was her staccato response before a slow, heavy silence descended between the two of them.  Their words silent, but their eyes speaking volumes as they looked direct and deep into each other’s faces.  Their bodies frozen like a Vesuvian frieze, save for the small but significant movement of Aleks’s hand towards my wife’s breast.

It was only the slightest of touches to the smooth grey material of the silk covering her breast.  Compared to what they’d done before, small and totally insignificant.  But after so many months of having Heather back all to myself, after so many of nothing between the two of them, that most slight of touches meant everything.  Meant everything as I moved out of the shadows and into the light.

~~~~~    

I don’t know what I’d been expecting.  Maybe apology and two people shrinking back.

But that wasn’t what I got.

Instead what I got was two people looking across at me – their looks separate yet also somehow linked.  Linked in their confidence, linked in their communication.  Challenging me, talking to me but without needing to use words.

So much had happened back in December and January – and yet virtually none of it had been discussed between the three of us.  Discussed between the two of us – Heather and me – yet with three sets of eyes now talking, we all three of us knew there was plenty of catching up to be done here.

It was Aleks who spoke first.

Maybe inevitably.

Certainly appropriately.

“Tim, I respect Heather’s choice … the choice she made all those years ago … the choice she made again back in January … but my question to you is whether you’ll let us have one last time … one last time before you guys start your family and it all becomes too impossible … too hard …”

Fuck!  What was he asking?  At one level I knew exactly what he was asking. 

At another level I could see Heather’s nipple proud and excited, pushing hard and prominent against the silky material of her nightie – given her body’s answer to the question her ex-lover had asked. 

At another level her eyes were giving a far more nuanced and confused answer – smoky and hooded with desire, even as I imagined I saw flickers of resistance and desire to stay on the conventional side of the line.

My own cock – hard with bloated lust – was giving its own answer, an answer I wasn’t finding helpful right now.

We’d come here to recharge and refresh, to recharge our batteries ready to try another few cycles of trying to overcome our ages and try and start a family.

But one day of alcohol and weakness and nearly a year of unfinished business had lead to this.  Questions which might close unfinished chapters, or questions which might open chapters that would block the whole book Heather and I had planned.

Looking at them, filtering my own thoughts, I felt it in my bones.  Which way the wind was blowing.  Which way the ground was moving. And they say it to.  Aleks’s hand moving back just a little bit closer to the bodice covering the fulsome shape of my wife’s breast.  His eyes questioning mine as he stroked and then squeezed.  His eyes asking a genuine question, ‘Are you okay with this Tim? I’m a year older, a year wiser.  I want this, but only if you agree…’

The two sets of eyes, my wife’s painfully erect nipple, my own equally painful and swollen penis, it was all too much, too much when set against the stress and frustration of the all the failures of the last few months.  I never spoke or said yes, but the tiny nod I gave Aleks was enough.  Enough for him as he set about making good for all his many months of frustration.  The first order of the day for him not being to tear her clothes from her shoulders, but to grasp her head so he could kiss her as no doubt he’d dreamed of doing so many times since he’d lost her to their forced departure.

~~~~~    

Watching their mashing lips, watching their mutual hunger as they swapped breath and battled each others tongues, I felt like my ribcage might be axed in two.  But even as the pain surged through me, it felt like an old friend, welcome and come to stay.  My own cock maybe only half his side, but just as achingly hard as the cock that was now next to my wife.  Next to my wife as her ringed fingers stroked him up and down.  Happy to be reacquainted with something that had been painfully absent from her life these last few months.

But now their mouths and hearts were satisfied, they moved on to more earthy matters.  The tearing off of clothes as urgent and rapid as I’d originally expected – all the while I was just content to stand on the sidelines as I watched my wife tear at the clothes of the young firefighter.  She’d not been with him more than half-a-year and I could sense the need and desperation as she stripped him while all the time moving her own limbs to give him access to herself.

Finally the impediments were off their flesh, strewn like petals on the floor, the sofa they’d been sitting on pushed so it’s back was now the other half of a temporary bed and they could do what they longed to do.  Aleks’s huge shaft moving into position outside my wife’s harbor and then coming in fast and loose to dock all the way into my wife’s port as she opened her legs and offered herself up. 

I can only imagine what she must have been feeling  She’d always told me that taking me or any of her former boyfriends into her body was a deep and very spiritual experience.  But now, after thinking she’d never be with him again, taking a cock so large when it was backed up by so much mutual emotion must have been a truly overwhelming experience.  A guess on my part which was proved beyond doubt by the way I saw her cling to him with utter, utter desperation.  Easing back only slightly as he pulled back, easing back because she was already inwardly smiling at the thought Aleks would soon ne thrusting back deep.  Deeper than anything I could give her, deeper than any man before or since had been able to give her.  She was squirming and moaning, totally physically and emotionally fulfilled as Aleks stroked in and out and gave her a first proper orgasm since he’d left for San Diego.

I could see the strain on his face – a first for Aleks, he was having to work hard not to come too soon, not that Heather would have minded.  Somehow he managed it, his thick, glistening shaft pumping in and out as he lay on top of Heather, her legs splayed wide, her face full of smiles and joy, non-stop moans of excitement and womanly pleasure echoing around the room, exciting and assaulting my own feelings in equal measure.

Suddenly I felt remote, suddenly I felt like I was hovering, hovering above but not part of the scene, an on-looker, not a participant, a feeling I thought was passed, consigned to my past, our past.

But no, here I was again, experiencing the scintillating, excruciating feelings and truths which had so dominated our lives for two whole months.  I’d thought we’d decided to consign this bewitching soundtrack of pleasure and pain to the garbage can of history – but apparently the fates and Aleks had other ideas.  And Heather and I were both too weak and too smitten to resist Aleks and the fates.

These were the deep, far-reaching thoughts pummeling at my temples as something far more urgent, far more physical played out in front of me.  A whole smorgasbord of cuckold pleasures laid out in front of me – although in truth it was more for the newly reunited lovers than for me.  My wife’s hands shaking as they excitedly ran through her young lover’s short blonde hair.  Her nipples harder and more swollen than I ever recall seeing – even with Aleks, let alone with me.  Her moans and whimpers rising and falling depending on exactly what Aleks and his cock was doing to her, how fast or how slow, how deep and how brutal he was doing her.  She loved every moment and sang her way through two or three climaxes before I could see her building to the big one.  Aleks’s own urgency and pace telling me he wasn’t far away.

“Heather, baby … Heather … hear it comes, baby … all for you … missed you, missed you so much,” and then he was throwing his head back, Heather’s nails drawing blood from the backs of his shoulders as she pushed her lips onto his, their joined bodies spasming non-stop for what seemed an eternity.  Before finally their eyes blinked open, small, embarrassed smiles appearing, at first for each other, then as they turned to me with one synchronized motion their smiles were less about shared nostalgia and more about quiet apology to me.

They’d given me an out, a chance to say ‘no’ – well sort of, and I’d not taken it – but still they felt they needed to offer me a small, unspoken apology.

Sealing what had happened, signing his real feelings for her, Aleks gave her a little kiss and set about the messy business of extracting his cock and then his limbs.  His sticky, white juices beginning to slowly ooze out of Heather’s pussy as he dressed and stared longingly at her face, her own face doing exactly the same.

“Guess I’d better leave now, let you folks get back to your day together…”

“Tim,” he nodded as he briefly shook my hand, “I’ll let you guys talk it through, get me when you’re ready.”

The speed and delicacy with which he was withdrawing to give us the space and privacy we needed surprised me.  The old Aleks, the Aleks from December and January would have hung around for the rest of the day, would have rubbed my nose in his victory and masculine superiority.

Maybe Leopards do change their spots!

~~~~~    

Despite a banging hangover, I was surprised at the speed and instinctiveness with which I reacted, not hesitating even the slightest bit as I stripped myself naked and jumped on top of Heather.  My much more humble not equally hard cock sinking easily into her oozing pussy, instantly coated with the cocktail of Aleks’s sperm and her juices as I kissed and fucked like my very life depended on it.  Heather kissing me back with the same hungry urgency, a good sign, like she needed us to be reunited as much as my soul and heart needed it.

I didn’t last long, not as long as Aleks, nor did I make Heather cum - I guess some things don’t change – but she didn’t seem to mind happily, accepting her second load of male juices in less than five minutes.

~~~~~    

“Are we okay?” she purred, the two of us still laying flat out on the converted sofa bed, staring up at the ceiling of the suite’s living area, Heather’s slender fingers idly stroking the side of my face.

“I guess,” I answered, not really thinking, speaking from instinct.  “It seems different this time … the distance, the escape route … makes it less scary … but what do you think?”

“I think you’re right … the distance thing makes a world of difference … plus, I think doing this, going with Aleks again, slayed a few dragons, put some unfinished business to bed,” both of us chuckling at her unfortunate and all too appropriate choice of words.

~~~~~    

Five minutes later we were standing nose-to-nose in the shower, soaping each other’s bodies (naughty bits and all), feeling like a couple of horny teenagers, letting the scalding water wash away the effects of booze and any lingering doubts.  Kissing with passion and feeling before enjoying an impromptu stand-up shower fuck.

Thirty minutes later we were walking hand-in-hand out onto the harbor area, still feeling like young lovers as we enjoyed the sun on our faces.  Right at the end of September, not quite a full-bore South California summer’s day, it was the perfect level of sun and heat for our aching brains and limbs.  With, as so often, Heather reading my mind and answering my question even before I’d asked it.

“I’m not taking the morning after pill, honey.”

Seeing my shocked look, she held my gaze and explained.  “Point one, it’s my safe time right now … Point two, both you and Aleks came in me … and Point three, the biggie, if that pill got rid of a baby and we carry on having no luck, we’d never forgive ourselves.”

Rationale delivered, she kissed me softly and gently pulled me for us to start walking again.  Fuck!  That was a lot to think about!


Chapter 14

We’d only been back in Seattle for around three days when Heather’s period arrived.  Normally a source of great depression for both of us, this time – bearing in mind what had happened with Aleks – I for one was totally relieved.  Although, for her part, Heather’s reaction seemed a bit more muted.

“What did you expect, baby?  Of course a big part of me’s relieved, but it most likely would have been yours, not his … it was my safe time in San Diego … so of course I’m sad that we’ve gone another month with no joy…”

These mixed feelings and my own sense of relief were soon lost as the calendar reached the most fertile part of Heather’s cycle and all thoughts of morning after pills and what had happened with Aleks were lost in a blaze of bedtime activities.  Any lingering doubts or difficulties totally forgotten – all was totally good in the garden again.

That is, until the very end of October when Heather’s period arrived again.  Despair, tears and a cloud floating above Heather’s head inevitably following as we stuck to our agreed plan, Heather booking us in for appointments later that week.

The wonders of modern science and the paying of their premium express fees meant it was only three days after the tests and we were sitting in an empty office nervously waiting for Dr. Deirdre Smith who’d soon be with us to act as judge and jury on our chances of having a family.

She was a pleasant, not unattractive woman, the framed photo on her desk showing that she herself had been blessed by five children.  Five children and a full-time medical career … she was cut from the same cloth as my own wife!

“So, Heather, Tim … can I call you that … there’s good news and bad news, I’m afraid … getting to the heart of the matter … it’s not impossible you’ll manage to have children … but it is far from certain that Heather will manage to conceive with you Tim, as things are…”

Like all professionals, she was an expert in managing bad news gradually. ‘Not impossible’ … ‘far from certain’ … she was leading us gently into a garden that my gut told me would be painful and full of hurt.  And something about the way she said ‘to conceive with you Tim’ had me feeling even less at ease.

Over the next few minutes she showed us all kinds of charts and graphs and tables.  The summary being that, despite her age, all was absolutely fine with Heather.  In fact, for a woman of her age, she stood a better than normal chance of conceiving – a one in ten chance each cycle if she was paired with the average male of my age, double the chance that was normal for a woman of her age.

Dr. Smith outlined all of this before picking up the buff folder containing my results.  Her run through of the healthy state of my wife inevitably another semi-gentle way of preparing me for what I was about to hear.

“Well, Tim … that brings me on to you … where, I’m afraid … the news isn’t quite so good … but, remember what I said before .. ‘not so good’ doesn’t mean ‘impossible’ … I’m afraid you have a rare condition called non-obstructive azoospermia which afflicts around one man in every hundred … and, cutting to the chase, what it means is that for you and Heather, the best chances of having a child together are to go down the donor root…”

And bang!  There it was!  No discussions about practical things that might help – exercise, alcohol or stress reduction or that old favorite of keeping my balls loose and cool.  No discussions that maybe putting my swimmers in a petri dish and fertilizing Heather that way. 

Nope, none of that - straight in there with the news that, in her expert opinion, there was no way my guys were going to do the job and that we better call for reinforcements.

Like nearly every guy in my position, with zero medical training and having just received such terrifying news, I went into full on denial mode.  ‘Couldn’t IVF help?’  Given the wonders of modern medicine, surely I was producing enough healthy sperm that we could find a few to successfully allow IVF – reassuring the doctor that money was no object for us.

As patiently as she could, she corrected me.  Saying that for many men with fertility problems, what I was saying was right – before explaining that life had really dealt me a crappy hand.  I was one of the one-in-ten infertile men whose condition was so extreme that my balls weren’t producing any sperm at all.  That’s what non-obstructive azoospermia – nil by cock.  Zero, nada, nil … meaning even IVF wouldn’t work. 

~~~~~    

‘IVF wouldn’t work.’  Not quite true, of course.  IVF with Heather’s eggs and my sperm wouldn’t work.

That’s why Doctor Deirdre had slipped in – as if I wouldn’t notice – her suggestion of ‘the donor root’.

‘The donor root.’  Made it sound so harmless.  Just like popping out to an Amazon collection box or something.  ‘Just get yourself a small donation, Tim … what’s the problem here?’

What followed was a long, painful silence. 

I’d suggested any and ever alternative I could think – but one-by-one Doctor Deirdre had nixed them.  All the while Heather sat silent and still next to me, fully aware what a truly terrible ordeal this was for me.  She couldn’t hold my hand – I was too worked up, by hands were moving too much as I gesticulated at alternatives – so her hand just lay there softly on my thigh.  Intended as a sign of love and empathy, but so close to the source of my shame and humiliation, somehow her hand just made things worse.

Her hand was still there as we entered the long, slow, silent period – only finally broken by the Doctor’s gentle, commonsense words.

“Well, I guess you folks need a few days to talk things over … no hurry … when you’re ready ring back and we can talk again.”

~~~~~    

And talk things over was exactly what we did for the next couple of weeks.  Work took a back seat for both of us – we limited ourselves to what was only absolutely vital.

Still unwilling to accept what the doctor had told me, I went into full on research mode.  And although I suspected she was more in line with Doctor Deirdre’s thinking, my ever-supportive wife even went along with it, doing her own research.

Two more hour long consultations were scheduled and taken, and we even got a second set of opinions from another clinic – but by early December even I’d run out of steam and hope, and was finally accepting of the options both doctors had now outlined.

A sperm donor – our child being at least fifty percent ‘us’.  Adopting – giving a child-in-need a good and loving home.  Or remaining childless, having to content ourselves with just being doting Aunt and Uncle to the children in our wider family.  A half-life which I could never inflict on Heather.  When all the rage and fight had finally left me, we both knew which direction we’d go in. 

I loved way too much to leave her childless, and while adopting had it’s positives, we both knew it was very much a last resort.  No, however hard it was for me to accept, we both knew we’d find some nameless, faceless random donor in a book and use his sperm to what might absent sperm couldn’t.

~~~~~    

After all the stress of trying and failing for so many months – and then the even harder stress since we’d seen the doctor – we were unanimous in agreeing to leave anything practical until after Christmas.

We dipped into our savings to treat ourselves to a wonderful Christmas break in the Caribbean – a destination we’d always wanted to visit, and it proved to be the perfect destination to inject some joy and happiness back into our marriage.

Although it wasn’t maybe the best way to prepare for IVF – we temporarily suspended the ‘no-alcohol’ rule and that was what actually led to our first attempt at looking at donors.

We’d just got back from a wonderful meal followed by a romantic, hand-in-hand walk along the beach back to our hotel. After handing me a nightcap, Heather parked herself right on top of my lap, facing me as she squirmed her pussy on my rapidly hardening cock.

“Mmm … someone feels happy to see me,” she grinned, her cell phone choosing just that moment to ping, my ever business-like wife being unable to resist long-formed habits as she scrolled down the screen.

“Hey, as you’re in such a ‘happy’ mood, how’s about we play a little game?”

“Go on …” I replied warily, even after everything, I loved and trusted my wife one hundred percent, but I also knew she had one of the most wicked senses of humor.

“That was a registration message from the sperm bank I’ve chosen for us.”  Note, ‘I’ve chosen’, not ‘we’ve chosen’, I thought to myself, but now I was being picky.  I was sure she’d make the best choice, and it was her eggs that’d be on the receiving end at the end of the process – so maybe it was right that she chose.

“You remember how you loved the games we used to play with Aleks?”  As if I could ever forget.  “Well, why don’t we do something similar with the profiles from the cryo bank … I bet I can make my horny husband even harder if I tease him about some of the hunks who’ll be fathering our baby … after all, my horny husband’s such a kinky perv the only problem is he might cum too soon …”

I groaned, my face writhed in anticipation of the agony my loving wife was about to inflict … all in the name of getting me harder so I could fuck her better.

Seconds later she’d scooted off my lap – too difficult for me to see her screen – and had unzipped me as she scrolled the first few profiles, all the time her cool fingers working up and down my length.

“Mmm … how about him … Xavier … I’m, I like the sound of that … sounds exotic doesn’t he … six-three, and look at those shoulders … college educated and summa cum laude … but with those Latin looks, he doesn’t look much like you, although maybe that will excite my kinky husband,” she teased, her nails making me wince as they toyed with my frenulum. 

The actions of her nails perfectly judged to make me harder.  “Oh look, hubby likes the idea of our child being fathered by a guy who doesn’t look remotely like him!  I wonder why that could be?  Nothing to do with a lifetime of kinky pain and humiliation … Aleks for a lifetime but far more intense…” she grinned. 

“Hey, it was your nails, not the idea,” I shot back as she kissed and patted my cheek.

“Shush, baby… no need to be ashamed of anything … we both know what you really like,” she teased.

The next profile she stopped on was of a huge-looking young black guy, scraping my frenulum again, licking my ear lobe as her moist breath whispered.  “If Xavier’s looks got you excited, how much would you love Leroy here knocking up your little white wife.”

‘It’s your nails,’ I groaned to myself, knowing there was no point in arguing with her when she was in this mood.

~~~~~    

Thankfully Heather did soon take pity on me and we were soon making wonderful, passionate and earth-shattering love – exactly why we’d come here, to forget our difficulties and recharge our batteries.

And it was only then, when Heather picked up her phone and started scrolling and analyzing for real that things really took a weird and dangerous turn.


Chapter 15

“What about this one?  Craig … strong academics, works in aerospace so should be good with numbers … similar height and looks as you, honey … what do you think?”

To say this was an altogether surreal experience – selecting a man to ‘father’ your child, to be the physical sire for your son or daughter – would be like saying Tom Brady’s not a half bad quarterback.

I was trying not to be bad tempered about it, just like I was also trying to hide from Heather the excitement side of the equation, and so with outward signs of grudgingness, I consented for ‘Craig’ to join the three other guys we’d selected to go on our shortlist.  All of them meeting our criteria – healthy, well-educated and similar in appearance to me … something we could confirm as at least half the profiles included photos!

Who knew!  Sign of the times I guess!  No more quiet shame, grubby cubicles and copies of Hugh Heffner’s best for some impoverished student to make an extra fifty bucks.

The profiles being so full and the photos so helpful that, despite her earlier teasing, we could get guys who looked a lot like me!  Sorry Xavier, sorry Leroy – despite my wife’s teasing and my own strange predilections, no dice for you guys this time.  Bedroom games – maybe, but something this lifelong and important … I don’t think so!

We’d managed to scan more and find another couple of ‘Craigs’ when Heather and I both did a double take at the photo we were looking at.

Tall and blonde.  Wide shoulders, with intense and piercing blue eyes.  We’d not seen him for three months, so for a moment we thought we were face-to-face with Aleks.  But the profile showed the guy was called ‘Mikhail’ – although that might well be a fake name, the site preferring names to numbers, but presumably most of the donors were allocated random names.

“Do you think that’s his brother?” Heather asked.  The profile said ‘Mikhail’ lived in Los Angeles, and showed an ethnic, age and educational background that could very well have made ‘Mikhail’ Alek’s brother – but we had absolutely no way of knowing, we didn’t even know if Aleks had a brother!

“So, add him to the list,” my wife helpfully suggested when we’d both recovered from our shock, “I know he’s not exactly a physical match for you, honey, but imagine how hard you’d get each and every day, waking up to look at a son or daughter that was the spitting image of Aleks!” 

‘Ouch!  I love you, but sometimes you push things too far!’

~~~~~    

She’d meant it as a joke – I know she’d meant it as a joke – but the trouble was Heather had planted a seed.

And as seeds always do, this one took root, germinated and slowly started growing.

With Christmas and New Year both falling on Fridays, we’d managed to bag ourselves eleven full days in the Caribbean – the thing with ‘Mikhail’s’ profile happening on day four.

At first Heather didn’t notice the change in my demeanor as the thought of Aleks fathering our child tortured and excited me in equal measure.  But by day seven she’d spotted something was up.

“Come on, out with it … something’s going on in that handsome head of yours, and I want to know what it is?” she asked, a look of genuine concern on her face.  We’d been through so much the last few months, I could hardly be surprised she thought the worst.

“What you said the other day … about waking up to a mini-version of Aleks everyday…”

I didn’t need to finish the sentence – she knew me too well.  The only question was how she was going to react.  Anger, teasing, kindness were all candidates … but what I didn’t expect was what I got.

“Are you serious, honey?  Could we really do that?  Would you really like that?”

Serious consideration, like she was an interested as I was, was the last thing I’d expected from her.  But the look on her face confirmed she was as intrigued by the thought as I was.

~~~~~    

The last four days of our vacation we talked about little else.

‘Could we really do something like this?’ Other couples did, either for family or medical reasons – quite common, or as part of some hyper-kinky game – less common.  If we did do this – and it was a big ‘if’ – I guess in some way we’d be combining the two.

‘Would this be something we’d live to regret for the rest of our days?’  Quite possibly, surely it was much better to go for someone who was much more of a physical match for me, someone my height with brown hair and similar features.  But then again, Heather was a natural blonde so a blonde child would hardly be impossible, and my dad was six-two so a child blessed with Aleks’s height could be explained as a throwback.

But as we talked and talked, the real kicker was how excited both of us were becoming.

At first, despite all the games we’d openly played with each other, we were both too frightened to admit the excitement this new idea was creating for both of us.  It was there, we could see it in each other’s reactions and faces – but it was just too scary to say out loud.

Instinctively I knew that this time, even though right at the beginning of everything, she’d made of the running than I had, she’d leave it to me to be the one to push things forward.  We both knew this had to be the way. 

This wasn’t just a sexy game we were playing now – a game we’d only planned to last two months.  This was a decision we’d potentially have to live with for the rest of our lives.  And as we were deciding who would get to replace me in the genetic make-up of our hoped-for child, it was absolutely right that it should be me who decided how we moved forward.

I got this and fully agreed, but I also knew it needed to be a decision we’d take jointly, so with a shaking voice I looked at Heather more nervously than I’d ever looked at her before – even more than on the day I’d proposed to her.

“Two pieces of paper … we write down what we want … a simple ‘yes’ or ‘no’ … no showing each other, no explanations needed, no rationalizing, no changing our minds afterward … okay?”

Now it was her turn to look crazy nervous, her trembling voice barely audible.  “Okay.”

Never have I been both more terrified and more excited than in those few seconds when I handed Heather a torn strip of hotel stationery and the hotel branded pen and then set about trying to decided what to write – all the time a goodly portion of my brain trying to sneak a look at Heather and infer what it was she was about to write.

Out of the corner of my eye I could see the nib of her pen hovering over the paper, her hand up to form the classic shield used in so many games over the years.  Only this was anything but a game, a fact proved by the long deliberations each of us were taking.

I could hear her take three long, deep sighs.  I saw her hand start to move twice, each time seemingly stopping before anything had been written.  All the time my sneaky looking at her meaning my brain wasn’t focused on my own answer.

Her third time, her moving hand seemed to write.  A fact confirmed by her dropping the pen and folding the paper into tight quarters.

Meaning I’d lost my distraction, the situation now totally reversed as I could she was now doing to me what I’d done to her – trying to observe whilst not being spotted.

Oh fuck!  Oh fuck!  I thought I knew what I wanted to write.  But the moment I jumped down on one side of the fence, the other side of me pulled me back in the other direction.

Fuck!  It was desperate.  I was desperate.  I even toyed with taking the coward’s way out – writing in ‘whatever you want, that’s what I want’.  But I couldn’t live with that.  The child that we may be about to create had the right to now they were a product of a decision taken by both their parents – not by one parent and a sniveling coward!

I heard myself sighing, feeling the irony that I was making the same sounds Heather had made just moments ago.

I only started to make any kind of progress when I started thinking about logically, thinking of the alternatives to Aleks.  Thinking what they would mean – good points and bad points.  This approach finally allowing me to ink in an answer.

~~~~~     

When I’d proposed the ‘writing what each want’ thing, I’d said ‘no explanations needed, no rationalizing, no changing our minds afterward

Two answers inked in.  I sent a sense of relief, until the next problem reared it’s head – whose paper to open first?

“Open both together?”  This time it was Heather taking the lead – this lead was small enough for her to feel comfortable.

Reaching for our papers, we were like two of the finest percussionists in the world, our eyes ensuring we kept perfect time together, each opening the quarters at precisely the same moment, each laying flat and looking at the same moment as the other.

‘Yes’

‘Yes’

My pulse instantly started racing, racing faster than it had ever done before.  Not even if the Seahawks, the Mariners and the Kraken had all won their respective tournaments would I have felt more excited.  But this was an excitement that also had an undercard of a terrible, terrible dread.  Maybe Heather and I were about to make the biggest mistake of our lives.  A mistake that would pull us apart and destroy us as a couple.  After all, San Diego Aleks had been a decent guy – respectful and acting in an okay way.  But Seattle Aleks had been a guy who wore different masks at different times.  At least half the time he’d been in Seattle he’d been trying to belittle and demean me – all my instincts telling me he was trying to steal Heather away from me, reckoning he’d never find another woman like her.

~~~~~    

When I’d suggested my let’s ‘write down what we each want’ solution, I’d been stupid enough to add the statement, ‘no explanations needed, no rationalizing, no changing our minds afterward.’

Well, that was for the birds!

Back in Seattle, and even on the way back, we talked of little else.  Explanations and rationalizing were relatively harmless and safe – although Heather was interested in what had finally swung it for me.  The thought that at least with Aleks, we weren’t trusting the DNA of our future child to an unknown stranger.  Sure, a profile could make us feel good – but hadn’t the Unabomber been a top mathematician and Ted Bundy had attended college right here in Seattle.

At least with Aleks, we’d be dealing with a fully known quantity, an argument Heather accepted, before gently nudging me to own-up to the other side of the equation.  The kinky side of my decision – what she’d teased me about right back at the beginning.

“When we started exploring our hidden desires, our secret truths, who’d have thought it would come to this … my naughty, kinky husband getting to bring up another man’s child … and not just that, actually opting to do it … and not just a random man’s child … my hunky ex-lover’s child!”

If that was the ‘no rationalizing’ side of the conversation, the ‘no changing our minds’ side of the conversation was even more memorable.

Both Heather and I at different times thought about calling the whole thing off – it was that finely balanced for both of us.  But each time one of us arrived at the point of saying ‘no, we got it wrong, we need to reverse course’ – within a day or so between us we’d reverse course again.  Never through pressure from the other, always because a calm, collected conversation brought us back to our original plan.

It wasn’t that we thought our plan was without risk or downsides, but the more we thought about it, the more we were convinced it was better than the alternative – a stranger being the random father to our unborn child.

~~~~~    

It took us all the way to the end of January to get to a place where we knew finally knew we weren’t going to change our minds.  Which just left one minor detail for us to settle.

Were we or were we not going to let Aleks in on our little secret?

Shit, it was a non-trivial decision and a non-obvious answer.

Given our complicated history with Aleks, and how sometimes he’d behaved so badly, we could definitely see the attractions of keeping him in the dark.  And after all, there was no legal responsibility to tell him if he knocked up Heather – although we both agreed there was certainly some kind of moral obligation to tell him.

But if we landed on that side of the fence, mightn’t he then complicate things by wanting to play some kind of role in the upbringing of the child he’d fathered.  After all, wouldn’t that be entirely normal?  But even if this was limited to ‘Uncle’ Aleks occasionally visiting with his biological offspring, it would add a layer of complication we could do without.

Fuck!  Why was this so complicated.

In the end, it was Heather who took the ‘cowardly’ way out.  “Honey, I think we don’t tell him when we actually go through with it, but afterwards, then I’ll go with whatever way you want to play it!”

‘Oh thanks, dear … so no pressure then!’


Chapter 16

As we headed into February 2016, there was the small matter of ‘how’ that we needed to decide upon.

Dr. Deirdre had told us that, with her good health and fertility, Heather’s odds of conceiving were better than for the average woman of her age.  Great!  But this still meant that, paired with a normal man of my age, this would have only been a one-in-ten chance of conceiving each cycle.

We didn’t feel comfortable to discuss it with Dr. Deirdre, but our web research suggested that by ‘pairing’ Heather with a younger man like Aleks, we’d improved those odds by maybe another thirty percent or so.  But that might still mean an expected wait of six months or so before she conceived with Aleks – and that was an average.  We might get lucky in month one, but by the same math, we might still be waiting in twelve months time.

So we needed to find a practical way to increase those odds.  My ever creative wife coming up with the several plans we considered before finally coming up with the one we settled on.

The twin roots of our problem were that Aleks was down in San Diego and showing no signs of moving back – and that while arranging the odd night together for the two of them could be done without raising any suspicions, to maximize the chances of conceiving, we needed Heather to be together with Aleks each and every night of the fertile time of her cycle.

Having decided not to let him on our plan, then our conundrum was how to get Heather together with Aleks in San Diego for one week in every four?

We toyed with telling him a ‘white lie’ – that Heather was trying to build up her business in San Diego and that’s why she wanted to spend a week a month there.  But there was one big problem with this.  Why would she want to build a business in San Diego?  This would only make sense if she was planning to move to San Diego – a train of thought that would lead to all kinds of difficulties, making him think that maybe she was building a business there in order to be closer to him.

We toyed with another suggestion – less white lie, more truth – but this also had problems:  what if we told him I wasn’t able to give her enough sexual pleasure and that we’d agreed the only way forward was for her to spend one week a month in San Diego getting the pleasure she needed from a man we knew could absolutely provide what she needed.

There was more than a hint of truth about this way of explaining things, but again we were both worried it might lead Aleks to go back to how he’d been in Seattle, trying to break us up so that he could have Heather all to himself.

When we rejected this second plan, for a time Heather couldn’t think of any other alternatives and so we went back to looking at the idea of telling Aleks the real reason Heather wanted to sleep with him.  But, however much this was in many ways the simplest option, we both agreed there was too much risk that Aleks would want to be too involved in our future family life and so, reluctantly we rejected this idea again.

Which led to another whole week of Heather and me wracking our brains before finally all the brain ache gave us the plan we settled on – a plan which again was Heather’s idea and which, reluctantly, I agreed to go along with.

Her brainwave was to tell Aleks that we were splitting up and then to find a place not too far and not too close to him … explaining to him that she was moving away from Seattle as it had too many painful memories and that she needed some space to allow her to take stock and get things back on track.  The distance between them, an hour or so she thought, would mean she could use him for the sex she needed, but without the risk he’d be round there all the time – building expectations which might later be problematic.  If this wasn’t enough, she could bolster it by saying that, while she still had her womanly, physical needs – but that having just separated, she wasn’t in the market for another serious relationship anytime soon. 

A plausible argument which we hoped the newly respectful and mature Aleks would respect.

The other good thing about the distance between them was that it would mean he couldn’t just drop by unannounced, which would make it easier for me to visit for the two weekends a month when she’d not be fertile and so would have no use for Aleks and his big cock.

Then, when Heather was safely pregnant, her plan was that she’d announce to Aleks that she and I had been working on a reconciliation and that she was moving back to Seattle to try and make things work between us.  And that they’d have to break off their physical relationship.

Like I said, I was reluctant to agree to this fake separation.  Even the word itself , never mind the reality of telling friends and family, filled me with dread and terror.

I tried to think up other options, but every one I came up with had multiple problems – and Heather was equally unsuccessful, although I’m not sure if she was trying quite so hard as I was.

~~~~~     

I don’t know which was worse – the day in early March when I had to tell my folks that Heather and I were separating, or the following weekend when we shared the drive as we took her F150 and all her favorite possessions down the I-5.

The drive and all that it signaled had to be worse – the only way I got through the whole thing being that I’d agreed with Heather that I’d stay in her new place for the following week, a week we’d planned to coincide with her period.

Being there with her in her new place, chosen to be near to the airport to facilitate my visits, was far better than being back in Seattle.  But what was hard about that week was listening as Heather talked to Aleks on the phone.

The next week would be her fertile period, and as she didn’t want to look like a total sex-mad slut, she’d reckoned on talking to him regularly through the week I was there, so as it would seem more natural when she finally agreed with his request to see her at the end of her period.  I’d be gone and then what she and I had planned could start for real.  A thought that was tearing me in two – my sanity dangling by the thinnest of threads as I kept telling myself, ‘the sooner we start, the sooner we finish, the sooner I have Heather back with me, the sooner we have our little family…’

All of it true, making things easier – but definitely not easy!

~~~~~~    

Dragging out my stay as long as I could, I flew back first thing Monday morning, having ensured a whole week of listening in as bit by bit Heather explained to Aleks our new situation and allowed him to make the running as he comforted her and then moved from ‘comforting’ into ‘pursuit’ mode – masked under the rather transparent veneer of offering to take her out for a drink and a meal, to provide ‘a shoulder to cry on.’

As she’d planned, at first Heather demurred, saying she didn’t think it was appropriate, but using all of her wiles and smarts, she appeared to slowly give in to Aleks’s gentle pressure.  Finally agreeing to a first drink and dinner on the evening of Monday 21st March – just twelve hours after my redeye flight north.

I was a nervous wreck later that day as I waited for news from Heather.  We’d talked about installing some hidden cameras so that I could watch – thinking this might make things easier for me.  But in the end, we’d decided against – not wanting the risk of discovery, and also recognizing watching might end up being too much for me.  Watching being a double-edged sword – better to know than not know, but actually watching as step-by-step their relationship built back up could send me over the edge.  An additional point being that Heather said it would complicate things for her – she already felt bad not being upfront and lying to Aleks, and that having cameras which he didn’t know about would just make her feel doubly bad.

~~~~~    

Heather knew I’d be dying, so she shared with me the timings of the drink they planned to have (although non-alcoholic for her, explained by her post-separation mental state) and then the time and place he had booked for dinner.  At least knowing these times would mean I’d know which hours I’d get no communication.

But when it reached midnight and I’d still not heard anything, I went into melt down.  Given the depth of their earlier relationship, I really shouldn’t have been surprised … seeing the time, feeling the silence, it was a racing certainty that Aleks had bedded my wife and that he was now staying the night.

I didn’t sleep at all that night – the only upside being that meant I was awake when Heather finally Facetiming me at seven-thirty on Tuesday morning.

“Hi, baby!”  She sounded and looked exhausted.

After the necessary pleasantries had reconnected me, I couldn’t help myself.

“So, how was lover boy?  You look really tired … how many times?”

“He wouldn’t leave me alone … we were back from dinner by eight, and he left an hour ago to start his shift at eight .. and he did me five times.”  She was grinning – and not just because of the progress towards our child.  I could tell she was delighted that her handsome young lover still couldn’t get enough of her – that his heart and dick hadn’t moved on in the year-plus they’d been apart.

“As good as you remember?”

‘Did I have no shame, no sense of self-respect?’  Apparently not.

“As good, and then some,” she grinned.

We talked some more and it became clear her research had been correct – Aleks was working a seven day pattern of twenty-four hours on and then twenty-four hours off, followed by four full days off – and we’d gotten lucky as he only had Tuesday and Thursday to work and then he’d be off and able to be with Heather all the way from Friday eight a.m. until Tuesday eight a.m..

‘Gotten lucky’ – not words that sat easily in my throat.  I knew that him getting to be with Heather all of Wednesday and Friday through to Tuesday morning gave her the best possible chance of being impregnated – but I still didn’t exactly feel great about it.

I felt excited about it – that bit of me hadn’t miraculously disappeared – but I also felt sick to the pit of my stomach at the thought of what so much time together might do to their relationship.

I didn’t think that Heather was magically fall in love with him and fall out of love with me in the space of just a few days – but I’d have had to have been a total fool to ignore this risk if Heather and Aleks were together for many months.

The thought excited me – I wish it didn’t, but it did – but it also scared me witless.  Especially as a poisonous little voice asked why she wouldn’t choose a handsome and well-endowed young man who could make her pregnant over a guy like me who couldn’t even perform the number one biological role of a husband.

~~~~~    

By the Tuesday morning of the next week, when Aleks finally went back to work, I was an absolute basket case.  Heather and I had managed to talk on Tuesday evening and several times on Thursday – Aleks’s last day of duty.  But for the full ninety-six hours from Friday eight a.m. until Tuesday eight a.m. when he went back on shift, I had absolutely zero contact with Heather, and I literally felt like I’d died and gone to hell.  Only the thought that I’d be down with her the following weekend kept me going.

~~~~~    

That was the pattern we settled into as we tried to get Aleks to impregnate Heather without letting on what we were up to.

We’d always known it would be hard, but I don’t think we’d quite anticipated just how hard it would be.

We’d certainly anticipated how hard it would be for me – that bit was blinding obvious.  But the bit we’d definitely underestimated was how hard it would be for Heather to lie to Aleks.

We got our first taste of this in the days directly after Aleks had spent the entirety of his ninety-six-hour down period at Heather’s place, alternating between tender love making and fucking her brains out.  Both of which she was more than happy to receive.

This period had ended on Tuesday morning which meant he was free and wanting to spend the day with Heather on Wednesday.  She managed to plead tiredness and the need to actually get some work done, and managed to use the same arguments to put him off on Friday morning.

But when Sunday morning arrived – Sunday morning with me now ensconced in Heather’s condo – and Aleks wanted to come around, things got more difficult.  She just about managed to persuade him, but then he pointed out he’d be off duty for the coming Tuesday through Thursday.  Making the not unrealistic request that he’d like to spend most or all of the time with Heather – a request that was entirely in keeping with how they’d spent their time at the end of his stay in Seattle.

As the conversation went on during the Saturday night when he called during one of the many quiet times at the station, Heather knew she finally had to bite the bullet.

“Look, Aleks … I love that we’ve reconnected … I really do … and it’s helping me to spend time with you … but I hope you can understand, I’ve just come out of a sixteen-year relationship and I need to have some space … find my feet, find myself again having been part of a couple for so long … if I’m going to have any chance of successful relationships in the future, I need some space right now … rather than running headlong into a new relationship … does that make sense … can you give me that?”

Clever girl, she was using his hopes for the future to bait him into giving her the time and space to not be with him during the long periods of the month when there was no chance of her getting pregnant.

I admired her strategy – but it was still hard to hear, knowing that just over a year ago she’d had very genuine feelings for the man.  I couldn’t avoid the thought that feelings were almost certainly likely to develop from Heather to Aleks, to go with the feelings he’d always had for her.

I still trusted that she’d want me more than him – she’d demonstrated that back in the winter of 2015.  But her also having feelings for Aleks would certainly complicate things.  It would certainly make it even tougher for her to keep in the dark about our plans.

~~~~~    

Heather managed to keep it all together for three whole turns of her fertility cycle – always a highly structured person, something she’d gotten into the habit of tracking with almost religious zeal over the last year or more.

And I was down in San Diego for each weekend except the ones where she was fertile, when I’d have to stay in Seattle and make do with the pleasures of my own hand as I tormented myself as to what Heather and Aleks were doing together.

But as we moved through March, April and May, each time I was down I could see that the lying to Aleks was taking a greater and greater strain on Heather.

I saw it, but didn’t put two and two together.  Which makes it even more inexcusable that I didn’t see it coming – the thing that hit me between the eyes when I arrived at Heather’s condo on the evening of Friday 10th June 2016.


Chapter 17

Quietly slipping into her condo, I’d caught an earlier than planned flight, thinking I’d surprise her.

But I was the one who was in for a surprise, because as I kicked my shoes off and lead with a large bunch of roses, I got the most almighty shock as I eased open the door to the master bedroom.

Because there on her knees, blonde locks flowing, large cock beavering in and out of her mouth, was my wife.

Just for a moment – just for the briefest of moments I thought maybe I was in a parallel universe and I’d confused my dates – that Heather was actually in her fertile period.

But that couldn’t be right – I’d spoken to her only yesterday and she’d made no mention of a fertile time.  Or a need for the man whose cock she was sucking to be visiting here with her at the time of the week that was planned for me.

But then he gave me the most evil of grins and I knew with absolute certainty there was no confusion on dates.  I knew with absolute certainty the explanation I was about to receive would be a lot more painful to digest than any made-up or true story about calendars.

Her head still slurping up and down, Heather was facing away from the door, so the first she knew of my presence was when she heard Aleks’s evil voice.

“Hello, Timbo … Timmy boy,” his use of those words for the first time in a year-and-a-half another sign of what was to come. 

“Didn’t expect to see me here did you?” he leered.  “But, then again, this last weeks been full of surprises for you and me both…”

I’d been so preoccupied by his words and the malicious way he was staring at me that I’d hardly noticed Heather spin around – her open mouth and stunned look making clear she was just as surprised as I was.

She was dressed only in stockings, suspenders and high heels – Aleks’s tastes hadn’t changed any this past year.  And nor had her reaction to him changed – even in her state of shock she instinctively didn’t let go of his towering nine-inch erection, her bullet-hard nipples bearing witness to how she needed his charisma and unique way of loving.

I could see her try and speak, but no sound came out – something Aleks noticed too.

“Well, Timmy Timbo, as your lovely Heather seems temporarily lost for words, I’ll be kind enough to fill in the gaps for you … although, by rights I should just fill you in .. after all, why the hell should I explain you anything when once again you’ve treated me like crap … treated me like a piece of meat … good enough to do what you couldn’t, and get your beautiful wife pregnant … but not treating me like a human, not asking me or involving me in a respectful way…”

By now my cheeks were burning brightest red.

I hated what I was seeing, but I had no answers.  Aleks continuing to stare me down and actively enjoying my discomfort for a while, before deciding he’d enjoy it even more if he continued pouring boiling oil onto my head – his form of revenge for how I’d treated him.

“You see, Timmy Timbo, what you failed to take into account, is just how much of a kind, loving woman Heather really is … despite her loving heart, she just about managed to play along with the game you both invented … keeping me in the dark…”

“Until the last few days, she only slipped, went off script a couple of times.”

He could see my urgent need to know what he was talking about, and he called it out.  “You really are a sad sack, aren’t you?  Do you want to know because it will excite you … or do you want to know just because you want to know?” he riddled.  “She went off script three times I think … when her need for me, for a real man, got the better of her love and loyalty for Sad-sack Timmy Timbo and she let me come over so we could spend the night … when there was no chance of her getting pregnant by me…”

The bastard could have been a gifted actor, as he mimed a total over-act that might have been half humorous on anything but this gut-wrenching occasion.

“Oh … Oh … have I said the dreaded ‘P word’, Timmy Timbo?  Have I inadvertently let the cat out of the bag … or should that be put the baby batter into the pussy … you know, like someone here, Timmy Timbo, can’t quite do … because there’s no baby batter in his bags … his bags are empty, and always will be.”

Fuck!  Please someone, please someone shoot me.  Even five seconds more of this would be five seconds too much.

But as if he sensed he’d finally pushed me too far – and that my death would hurt the woman he desired – he eased off, the muscles on his face relaxing into a mask of pretended friendliness.

“Okay, Tim,” the change duly noted, “now that I’ve vented some of my anger, we can talk man-to-man about how things are going to be now … the good news, the not so good news…”

By now he’d hauled Heather up off her knees, so she was cuddled up next to him at the head of the bed, her nipples still swollen and hard despite the shock and tension she’d also just experienced.

I’d hoped she might break away and come to me – show whose woman she really was – but as Aleks carried on talking, there was zero sign of that.  For now she obviously felt her place was by his side, not by mine – a choice I had to hope would change when Aleks had finished telling the story of what had happened.

“So, Tim … let’s start with the good news … WE, we are all going to be parents soon … congratulations to all three of us, most especially to Heather,” he smiled, turning his face to hers and giving her a surprisingly gentle and loving kiss.

“You see, Tim, earlier this week, when Heather’s period didn’t arrive, she took a test … and the test was positive .. and that, as they say, is when the walls came tumbling down … when she couldn’t go on living the lie anymore … that’s when she called me over and told me everything … and I do mean everything…”

“And since she told me, I’ve not left this place…”

Fuck, he’d been here when Heather and I spoke yesterday and the day before – no wonder she’d sounded a bit off.

“And aside from making love, making love to celebrate the life she and I have made together, she and I have done lots of talking … and she’s decided to offer you two choices … which is one more choice than I wanted to give you … but in this thing, Heather and her feelings and what she wants are more important than what I want.”

I gulped, my Adam’s apple feeling like it was going to choke me as I waited to hear my choices.

“Option one .. which I strongly recommend you take … is that you and Heather carry on playing the happy mommy and daddy … but that, as a sign of gratitude and because it’s the right thing to do in so many ways … you find it in your hearts’ to find a space for ‘Uncle Aleks’ in junior’s life … and also a space for ‘Uncle Aleks’ in Heather’s bed…”

I gulped again.  I didn’t like what I’d heard, especially as the look on Heather’s face told me she was on board with it, that Aleks wasn’t making shit up.  And I had a strong suspicion I’d like option one a whole heap more than I’d like option two.

“But, if Tim, you think you can’t do that, then it’ll be option two,” the guilty look on Heather’s face telling me what option two would be even before he spoke.  “Option two will be that the correct biological name will go on junior’s birth certificate and that your fake separation will become not so fake … and I think you and I both know what that means … what with Heather being all alone and lonely down here in San Diego .. what with me having given her the child she’s craved for so long…”

Even though I’d been expecting what he’d just told me, I still felt the blood draining from my head … suddenly feeling totally weak and light-headed.

Fuck, what a choice!  Talk about a no-win situation!

“But you don’t have to decide now, Tim … while you think about it, Heather and I are going to give you a little taster … a little sweetener to the deal…”

With that he turned to look straight into my wife’s beautiful brown eyes and I felt molten lava pouring down my chest as I saw the two of them fall further into each other, their focus totally on each other just as it had been over a year ago.

What a fool I’d been!  What a terrible, terrible fool I’d been.  How could I not have foreseen what I was now witnessing?  How on earth could I expect a woman as loving and loyal as Heather not to open up to Aleks?  Aleks who she’d had feelings for well over a year ago … Aleks whose child she was now carrying.

As the lava bubbled and ate away at my very soul, I wished I could have stopped myself watching … but it was an ask too far … I didn’t have the willpower to stop myself watching the woman I loved lay herself flat on the bed as she opened her legs wide to receive the young man who fucked her so beautifully.  The young man who could make her come almost at will on the end of his huge, throbbing member.  The young man who’d achieved in a matter of weeks what I’d failed to achieve in sixteen years of marriage – her womb now carrying his child not mine.

When I’d first encouraged Heather to ‘play’ with our handsome new neighbor, before her own enthusiasm had added a fire I’d never anticipated, I’d had absolutely no idea how far reaching the changes in our life would be.

I should have turned away and stopped watching.  I should have left the condo, grabbed back what was left of my self-respect and headed to the airport and the first flight back.  But all three of us – me most of all – knew that wasn’t going to happen.  The deep dark truths in my life were just too damned strong – I couldn’t fight them.  Mainly because I didn’t want to fight them.

And as I watched Heather wrap her legs tight around the over-sized body of the intimidating young firefighter, as I watched them kiss with a passion born out of the biology they now shared, I knew which option I’d choose.  I also knew that, just as I was living my newly discovered truths, so was Heather.  I wasn’t the only author of my downfall – I’d had a more than capable co-author along for the ride.

As I watched that massive cock stretch her out and her lovely, womanly body respond to the intense pleasure he was giving her, the only thing I didn’t know was whether option one would gradually eat me alive and slowly morph into option two.


Epilogue

11th August 2019

“Uncle Aleks!”

The excited little birthday celebrant – two years old today, the focus for two families and her doting parents – threw her arms around the neck of her favorite uncle.  A gesture that made my cock harden as much as it twisted my gut into the most painful of knots.  It might be by name on Gabby’s birth certificate, but seeing the way she hugged him, seeing the physical similarity between the two of them, only a fool couldn’t see the special bond.

And seeing the way she hugged him reminded me of how her mother had hugged ‘Uncle Aleks’ way back in 2015 and 2016.

As the little girl dragged Aleks off to her bedroom so she could show him her favorite presents, I could see the eyes of both my parents and Heather’s parents following the physically mismatched duo.  Same shock of blonde hair, same blue eyes – but one (tall for her age, not surprisingly given her DNA) was only three feet tall and the other was six-foot five.

In the end Heather and I had decided there had been enough lying to last a lifetime, and we’d come clean with both sets of parents about my physical condition and about how we’d solved the problem.  The only details we left out were that Heather and Aleks had enjoyed a pre-Gabby bond, and that the insemination technique we used was decidedly cheaper than that used by most couples.  (Although even that was moot, as our ‘technique’ had nearly cost me a wife.)

No, as far as the official story went, we’d decided to include Gabby’s biological father in her life – as a thank you to him and as a way of making what we’d tell her when she was old enough something that would be easier for her to hear and live with.

But our folks weren’t stupid – they saw the way that Heather and Aleks looked at each other, but thankfully they loved us and their granddaughter too much to ask any questions to which the answers might not be to their taste.  Especially as little Shepherd number two – Gabby’s six month old brother Sammy – was also the spitting image of Aleks.  A fact that, to the best of my knowledge, had only ever been talked about by our families in the most clinical and appropriate of terms.

Three hours later all the guests were headed out – my mom being the last to leave as she gave me a big hug and kiss.

“Love you son,” she smiled, a mother’s love written all over her face.  “You know, I’m proud of you son … pleased you’ve been so blessed, got such a wonderful little family … proud of how you overcame the hand you were dealt.”

I hugged her back, kissed her back, wondering if she would have been quite so proud if she’d known not just of the physical hand I’d been given, but also the less easily diagnosed psychological ‘hand’.  Or if she’d have been quite so proud if she’d still been in our condo a few hours later.

~~~~~    

“Aren’t they beautiful!” Heather cooed at our two sleeping babies, pushing herself back into my hardening cock as I squeezed my arms around her.  Squeezing her as the signature of my forever confused and confusing life.  Wanting to keep her down here with me, but at the same time feeling myself hardening at the thought of where she was headed for the next few hours.

Closing the door softly, we retreated into our bedroom, me sitting alone on our bed and staring at her beauty as she slipped out of her mom clothes and slipped into her ‘Aleks’ clothes.  Not that she really needed to do this here, in front of me.  She had more than enough clothes like this in her closet space upstairs in the condo Aleks was buying from his relative.  But she knew I loved to watch as she slipped into her sexiest lingerie, easing her lovely big boobs into the silky cups of her bra.  The bra that Aleks would soon be removing as he slipped his huge, man-sized cock deep into my wife’s velvety vagina.

Bending over me, knowing I’d love the look into her cleavage, she gave me the slightest of kissed on the lips.

“Now, are you going to be a good boy?”

Oh fuck!  I knew where this was headed … Aleks and her, full-time lovers now for the last two-and-a-half years, since he’d transferred back to the Seattle fire department, were forever trying to find new ways of making ‘the game’ more exciting for all three of us.  Their latest innovation being to lock me in a very small-sized cage which ensured I’d not cum before Heather or Aleks wanted me to cum.

“See you in the morning, lover, love you,” she smiled, this time the kiss she gave me was a proper one, and I didn’t for a moment doubt the genuineness of her words.  But nor did I doubt that she also loved Aleks – Aleks her handsome, big-cocked lover who she now spent four nights a week with. 

By common agreement – all three of us wanting this to be a relationship of sharing, but one where some people were just a little bit more equal than others.  It ate me up, but it also excited me in ways I’d never really understand.

Finally things were good.  We all knew we needed each other and I didn’t see it ending anytime soon.  Heather needed Aleks, and Aleks knew Heather couldn’t be happy without me, and however much he might sometimes want Heather all to himself – there was no way he’d do anything to hurt the family the three of us had built together.

As she turned to leave, an overcoat now thrown over her lingerie in case she bumped into old Mrs. Olson, she blew me a kiss.  “Watch or not watch?” she teased.

Shit, what a terrible dilemma – another new innovation Aleks and she had dreamed up.

I blushed.  Heather enjoyed my blush, already knowing which way I’d jump.

“Watch!” I squawked.

“I knew it!” she clapped, beaming ear-to-ear. 

“That’s two more nights this week for me upstairs with Aleks,” she chirped, before a wicked thought took her.  “You know, honey, if I didn’t know better, I’d think you enjoy that bit even more than the watching!”

Damn … never marry a smart woman … she knew me too damned well … just for a moment making me wonder if I’d ever had any chance at all, or whether she’d always had it all preordained.  Her truth as strong as my strange truth.  The two of them together a force that I never had a chance of stopping.
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