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Chapter One

Helen—Aftermath







Anger flowed through me as I looked in the mirror and shouted, “Fuck him! Fuck him, and all his selfishness.” I watched as a tear escaped and fell down my cheek. It was so unfair; Mike would make me feel wanted and then insecure all on the same day.

I thought we’d have a great night. Our youngest, Britney, went to her friends for the night. I put on a hot, tight little dress I’d bought especially for tonight. We’d had good food, good wine, and listened to good music. I had it all planned. I’d wanted to see his eyes pop out of his head, knowing he’d love this black number on me.

He sure loved it on that woman at the party. He’d tried to hide it, but I’d noticed, and I wanted him to look at me like that. In twenty-seven years of marriage, we all tend to get a bit complacent with each other. I’ve seen so many marriages fail long before this point, and I know it’s because no one takes the time to entice the other.

Michael is fit, and looks better today than he did at twenty-two when we got married. Now he’s pushing fifty, but I’m no spring chicken myself.

“That son of a bitch!” The brush clanking on the counter and bouncing off the mirror shook me. I had no idea I’d thrown it so hard.

“It’s not fair, Michael.” I kept speaking out loud even though he was downstairs at the other end of the house. I wished he could have heard how angry he’d made me.

“You stood me up…” Tears rolled freely down my face again. This was so frustrating. I sniffled and grabbed a tissue to wipe my eyes.

“All I wanted was to feel loved, to feel important to you, you ass! You could have had any fantasy you desired. You could have fucked me and called me anyone’s name you wanted to. I wanted you to hold me and vent your pleasure inside me. I needed you to love me like you used to, you son of a bitch!”

I walked to the bedroom, shutting off the light to the bathroom on my way. I kept thinking about how he stood me up tonight. I was so angry when he walked in and had the stupid mail in his hands and no apology in his eyes.

I took my clothes off, put them on the chair and got in bed, naked, like I always do.

“Remember,” I told myself, “we don’t take fights to bed.” What a stupid rule. Twenty-seven years of living up to that. Tonight, was going to be a true test, at least for me.

I needed to calm down. I took a deep breath and lay back on my pillow near his side of the bed. I could smell his scent; it was so good. I felt calm when I was in his arms, and this was the next best thing.

I closed my eyes and could see that woman in the black dress. I was drawn to that memory that was weeks old, but the image was still so vivid in my mind. I thought of Michael looking at her, then quickly looking away when I caught him. The signs were there; he found her attractive. The back of her black dress plunged deeply, it was so sensual. In all honesty, deep inside my mind and in the dark of my bedroom, I found her attractive as well.

My hands moved on their own, finding the softness between my legs as I imagined Michael coming up to the bedroom to apologize, and tell me how hot that woman was. It was all in my mind of course, but it elicited an inaudible moan of pleasure.

I pictured them, him kissing her neck while looking into my eyes. I saw the lust he always showed me, but this time it was for her, and it made me feel warm in my core. I nodded and he smiled, before his hand went between her legs and mine followed. I watched and played to their rhythm.

The scene kept me centered and his eyes made me feel important. He was showing me, performing for me—his wife. There was such a connection there that the more she moaned and wanted him, the better I felt.

I wanted him to take her body and give her the pleasures that I felt. A part of me kept reminding myself it only happened in my fantasies, but I continued to pleasure myself until I exploded, knowing that by morning I’d want to hide from my thoughts.

My body quivered as I found the right tempo and pushed myself over the top. And then I heard Michael coming up to bed. I’d use the loophole in our rule and make him think I was asleep.

I could hear him unfasten his pants, take off his shirt, then toss everything in the hamper and brush his teeth in the dark. He climbed into bed and rolled up against me, but I didn’t respond. He kissed behind my ear, and I stifled the moan and stayed still.

“G’night,” he whispered.

I wanted to turn over and lay in his arms. I also wanted to scream at him for hurting me the way he had. I wanted to scratch him, and not in a good way, either. But I did none of it.

Within a moment his breathing settled, and he was sound asleep. I stared into the dark night, the curtains still open, the distant streetlights the only illumination. Tears fell from my eyes again as I thought of how much I wanted the man who’d given me four children, the father who took good care of all of them. I needed his love, but maybe, after all these years, all I really had was comfort, the passion having long gone.

I looked out the window, feeling unimportant and alone in the bed I shared with my husband. This wasn’t the first time I’d felt this way.




Chapter Two

Mike—Bad Night, Great Morning







I was in the middle of a dream. It wasn’t my usual one, this one being a bit hotter than most, at least since the dreams I’d had back when I was a teenager. In the dream, Helen lay next to me. It was our current house in Chapman, Missouri, a suburb of Kansas City.

Her verdant eyes filled my vision, our noses almost touching, and I could easily see how excited she was. There was an odd motion to her as she moaned and leaned in to kiss me, the heat of her breath pure sex. I’m not talking about when you kiss after being intimate, but that her breath was concentrated, sensual allure. I leaned in closer, and our lips touched before hers parted, and she accepted the need I felt while taking her mouth. She cupped my face as if she was about to say something, then she moaned and began to shudder and shake, before an orgasm ripped through her body.

I looked towards the foot of the bed and saw the figure of a man I didn’t recognize. He held onto Helen’s hips, positioned off the bed, her legs wrapped around him. He seemed to be deep inside her, penetrating her with earth-shattering passion, and I was massively aroused at the scene playing out before my eyes. But I also felt angry and filled with angst, wondering why this man was having sex with my wife. And more to the point, who was he?

The soft buzzing of my alarm pulled me out of my dream. In that half-awake, half-asleep moment, I remembered my first invention for Technicala. The wristwatch alarm was an extension of it that I planned to use as a quiet wakeup call. I hated waking Helen up this early in the morning. I used a small electric shock—well, at least it was supposed to be—to gently wake me. The first two attempts failed because it was too gentle, so on my third one I turned up the shock. Unfortunately, it bit me so hard that it left marks, and I woke up the entire household with very creative and multilingual expletives. As the short reverie gave way to full wakefulness, the pain from last night’s fight between Helen and me crept back into my mind. I never wanted to put my family through what I experienced, and I’d be damned if I was going to let them worry about where their next meal would come from, or where they’d sleep on any given night. Why couldn’t Helen understand why I did what I did, especially after all these years?

It was four-fifteen in the morning; time for me to take a shower and head to the office. I turned, trying not to disturb Helen as she lay outlined in the light of the full moon.

It must have been a restless night for her; the blanket and the sheet a crumpled mess between us. I started humming in my head the old lyric about nights in white satin. Her dark black hair looked almost blue in the moonlight; her curves outlined in a faint shadow that encompassed my hand. I liked the image of being caressed by it. I wanted to lean over and kiss her, but it was time to start moving towards the shower.




• • •




I needed this shower. It wasn’t about being clean, but more a usual morning routine. The dreams I had were always so vivid, and I had to relieve the internal pressure that made me stand hard every morning. Today was made worse by how real the dream had felt: this guy pounding my wife and for some reason, it turned me on.

I stepped into the shower and began the part of my morning ritual that I loved. Instant hot water stung my skin, two deluge heads, one at each end, and a comfortable seat along one side. I soaped up my six-foot-two frame and was turning to the shower head when I heard a noise. Was that the door opening? “You're dreaming buddy boy,” I told myself. “Wash your face, and don't forget to shave.”

I started humming an old tune, one that we danced to at our wedding almost twenty-seven years ago. Or was it twenty-eight? I can never remember first thing in the morning. Helen enjoyed my soft humming. What she didn’t enjoy however, was my loud, off-key, out-of-tune singing. Early in our marriage, she used to put up with it, then one morning she walked into the bathroom, grabbed my cock and squeezed it hard, and when I yelped, she said: “Oh, good, now that was in tune,” before turning around and walking back to the bedroom. I got the message: No happy ending for me, if I didn’t stop singing. I stopped.

I reached for the shampoo, lathered my hair and as usual, the suds covered my eyes, temporarily blinding me. I stopped. I could have sworn I felt something, unable to hear properly due to the sounds of the water blasting from the shower heads. But I thought nothing more about it and went on to scrub my hair. That's when I felt it again: nails tracing my inner thigh and a warm hand cupping my balls. I groaned. “Helen?”

“Who else did you think would come into our shower?” she giggled.

“You never know,” I said. “It's safest to make sure.”

Her hand felt amazing as she kept caressing my balls, and then gripped my rapidly inflating cock with her other hand. A moment later I felt her warm lips cover me before she gently pulled back my foreskin. Her tongue caressed the tip of my cock, her mouth warm and wet, as her hands almost brought me to my knees.

“God, that feels so good.” I moved myself further beneath the spraying water and let the soap rinse from my hair, then reached to the other controls and turned on the deluge showerheads to make sure she wouldn’t be cold.

“Mm, that feels so good,” Helen said appreciatively. Her dark hair now turned even darker with a bit of deep blue sheen creeping in.

I looked down and noticed she was on her knees, her legs spread wide and I caught a glimpse of her swollen lips. The one fetish I have is that I love full lips that extend past a woman's slit. Sure, it’s so pretty to see nothing but a perfect slit, nothing disrupting the view. But for me, the lips are the main attraction.

Her head bobbing in and out disrupted my enjoyment of admiring her lips. I couldn’t imagine anything more sensual than what I was feeling now. I let her enjoy herself and hoped she was enjoying her machinations as much as I was.

It was happening too fast, I wanted to enjoy this for as long as possible. I leaned back onto the cool tile as my mind swirled, matching the caress of Helen's tongue on my cock. She was making it impossible to think of anything other than the pleasure she gave me. I stared at the tile and tried to remember the trip to select them. It didn’t work, she was still drawing it out of me. I tried to think of the old guy who installed it. I thought that would slow me down, but her tongue, God she knew how to drive me where she wanted.

“Helen. Fuck! Baby, you are driving me up so fast.”

“Then I'm doing this right,” she said as she pulled her mouth away from my cock, instantly making me feel the coolness compared to her warm mouth.

She kept working on me, her nails raking my scrotum, and giving me shivers of pleasure. She pumped me with her other hand, milking me as fast as she could. I felt my balls tighten and knew I was in deep trouble. I wanted this to last: I needed to continue enjoying her tongue doing amazing things to me, her nails driving my balls crazy and her fingers providing long strokes. It was an attack on my senses.

Her fingers moved off my balls for a moment as she traced the taint from start to finish, working her way over my nuts and up the thick vein of my cock. It was literally mind-blowing. I couldn’t get my breath as I once again almost sunk to my knees, while desperate to remain upright.

She repeated her strokes, and I couldn’t stop myself. “Helen, you're gonna make me cum in your mouth,” I groaned in desperation.

She looked up at me, her eyes seductive. “Cum for me, Mike. Feed me what I need right now,” before going back to torturing me.

I couldn’t hold any longer, the orgasm built and built, and I needed to feel it release its pent-up energy. I was like a dam breaking. I shot my first rope almost down her throat and she shook in surprise and pulled back a little. The second spasm was forced out of me in urgent need. The third was a bit less, and the fourth was a dribble. That's where her suction started, and she took every drop from me, squeezing my balls like she was trying to force even more out. It hurt, but I was still delirious from the explosive orgasm.

“Oh God, Helen. That was amazing.”

I lifted her off her knees, pulled her long, willowy body up against mine and then kissed her deeply. There was something so intimate, kissing her with a faint hint of my flavor still on her lips and mouth. I wrapped my arms around her back, pressing her breasts into my chest and her warm hips to my groin.

“Did you like that, Mister Abramson?” she asked, her emerald-green eyes looking up at me as they darted back and forth, gathering every emotion from my facial expression.

“I loved it almost as much as I love you. It was a close second, mind you, but it did come in second.”

“Glad you liked it,” she said as she moved to her side of the shower and started to wash her body.

I smiled, grabbed a washrag, soaped it up, and traced her curves from armpit to hip, the return trip having many detours. I kept this up till her entire back was lathered with soap, then I methodically washed her perfect heart-shaped ass. It was one of the best-looking tushes in the country—well, the best I had ever seen. My hands traced the parting of her cheeks and went deep to make sure she was all clean.

“What are you doing?” she laughed, as her back turned exactly right to lift her derrière for better access.

“Oh, I don't know,” I laughed back. “I think I'm just trying to help you get clean.” I tried to keep my tone level, and my intentions hidden.

You know what it’s like when you've been married for nearly thirty years, and your wife knows your every single move. Usually, about half an hour before your blood-starved brain figures it out. Yeah! Well, then you know what comes next.

“You think I'm going to fall for that line? How sleepy do you think I am, after a protein burst like the one you gave me?”

She braced herself under the showerhead and spread her legs.

“Does that give you a better view of the area you are craving? Er, I mean cleaning?” she asked, those come-to-bed eyes once more teasing me lustfully.

It was like parting a perfect peach. Her gym dates kept her glutes tight and thighs in perfect shape, and then there was that beautiful set of protruding lips, defining the entrance to the most divine pleasures. Looking at her body so openly inviting, and knowing I was busted, I decided not to play any longer. I stroked myself a few times, found the perfect position as Helen’s smoldering eyes burned into me.

I pushed down, then up and back down to part her lips fully, making sure to line up and allow her hips to move perfectly, and then I pushed in till I buried my cock as deep as she could take it. She gave me a satisfied moan as she accepted my intrusion into her delicious body.

“God that feels good, Mike. Make me feel you inside me.” She pushed back into me.

My movements were torturously slow. I pushed in, then pulled fully out preparing her, before pushing back inside her again, her motion trying to catch up to mine. The slow start threw her off for a moment, but soon she realized what I was doing and why. She knows I love to feel her all around me, and this motion forced me to feel every penetration fully. The slower I went the wetter she got. The longer we continued, the more I could feel her tight pussy clamp down on me. The harder she squeezed, the more I had to push to enter her, and the more I pushed, the more we felt at one with each other as we made love.

“You feel amazing, Helen. I can’t tell you how much I needed this!” That's when I grabbed her shoulders and repositioned my feet to get the most out of our time together. I pushed deep into her again and received a grunt of approval for my efforts, then started to pick up the pace as she matched it. Our bodies were slamming into each other, and I could feel her loosening up to make sure the full force of my impaling thrust reached home.

“That's it, Mike, that's it, keep it up, baby. Please!” she begged.

I wasn’t going to stop; I had the momentum of pure lust as I took my wife's body, the night's torturous dream flashing through my lust-filled mind as I took my wife back. I took all she could give me and demanded more from her. Her stamina was great, but today I wanted to reclaim her. It was her surrender through her orgasm that I wanted as my victory, and I continued to pump deeply and harshly into her. She kept the pace, but I could feel her energy begin to wane.

I took her curvy hips and lifted them a bit. She stood on tippy-toes, and I found the place I wanted the tip of my cock to slide over. Arching her hips in her special way, she opened for my fingers and gave me access to her clit. I caressed and pumped across the tender flesh, then she stopped moving and let me continue the rhythm. It was the shivering and tightened muscles that told me to keep doing her just like that.

“Give it to me,” I grunted. “Give me what I want,” I added, as I kept pummeling into her. The lust I felt was carnal, deep and furious and powerful. I needed to feel her erupt from deep within to give me her surrender and reward me with her orgasm. I kept pumping and she kept her back in a way I knew gave her the best sensations.

A few seconds later I was rewarded for my demands. A soft voice among the sounds of the shower filled my ears as Helen so quietly said: “Take it, take what you want from my body.” She shivered. Then her legs started to give way, so I held her, and she vibrated with wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure. I thought I was done as her words went through me. She pushed all the right buttons and tripped all the right wires. It was sudden, but soon I was joining her and exploding inside my wife.

I tried to stay inside her, but she needed to stand up which slid me out of her. She sensually turned to face me before putting her arms around me, our eyes locking onto each other for that glorious moment. I kissed the top of her head affectionately, and she kissed my chest.




Chapter Three

Mike—Another Day At The Office







“Abramson.” My boss’s voice boomed from the glass-enclosed office across the hall from mine. I hadn’t made it past the entrance to the main office area and Andrew Schiller was already calling me to join him.

I took the job he offered fifteen years ago. I was to run engineering and product development. We got along great at the start. Now his motivational style was to let me know I could be fired at any time.

“Do you know the difference between just-in-time and just-about-late?” He was in one of his special moods.

When they bought the various pieces that made up Technicala, Andrew and his brother Logan worked with Cleveland Hall to finance the entire deal. They put all their money together and looked for someone to run day-to-day engineering. That’s where I came in. I was the only engineer and inventor they could afford. Part of my deal was that I’d keep all my inventions and the rights to the intellectual property. I put off my compensation for now, but the intellectual property would be mine, and if worth anything, I’d get my reward if I was ever let go, or left the company. It was a gamble.

My old company announced major layoffs and I wasn’t going to allow my family to suffer. The Technicala offer came through, albeit with a few bad things in it, but I agreed. The one concession I received was that I kept all my intellectual property.

I walked by my cubicle and tossed my jacket and briefcase onto the desk, before heading towards Andrew’s office. Cleve, though he hated that nickname, was in there too, fuming mad about something.

“What’s the difference between just-in-time and just-about-late, sir? Perspective.” I answered, as I leaned into the office, knocking on the door frame as I leaned half inside the room, “You think I’m late because Cleve is here in the office; I think I’m just-in-time because I wouldn’t miss this party for anything.”

Cleveland Hall looked in my direction, shook his head and bellowed, “Get your ass in here, Abramson. It seems your team is royally fucking up, and I’m here to get things straight.”

It took till eight-thirty that morning for the yelling and finger-pointing to come to an end. Hall incorrectly argued that engineering had screwed up. In the end, I was able to let them know they’d set up our new extrusion line wrong, and that I would sort it out for them.

I spent the next five hours working hard to keep my job, and keeping Hall and Schiller out of the production area, while I got things fixed. Working through lunch, I got new training material out to the floor and by the end of the first shift, we were hitting quota.

Britney had a volleyball game that afternoon after school and I wanted to be there. More importantly, I had a date with Helen in the woods outside of town. Once in a great while, we’d head out and act out our twenties again, a time when finding a minute or two of privacy was all we had available.




Chapter Four

Helen—Other Plans







“Helen.” It was Holly Carter, the office administrative coordinator, knocking at my office door.

Marketing, more than sales, was not only my degree and my job, it was a passion for me. After Mike got his degree, I finished mine. I took time off to raise our children but worked enough part-time to stay relevant. When Marco and Elsa were old enough to take care of Derrick, I went back full-time. My job is not as lucrative as Mike’s but when I factor in that I didn’t work full time for eight years, I’ve made up most of the difference.

In all the years I’d never let my home life interfere with my work. No typical, repetitive bull-shit from Mike, making me feel unimportant in his life, ever entered my work. Today was different.

The knock on the door ripped me out of my thoughts. I had no idea how long she’d been standing there before knocking. I was staring at the screen and thinking about the fight with Mike and his damnable ‘I had to work’ excuse to put me second or third in his life. I think his priorities are work, work, kids, cars, and then me. I guess that puts me fifth in line.

“Oh, Holly. Whatcha need?” I tried not to look startled.

“Helen, you told me to remind you of your mid-afternoon off-site meeting. The reminder popped up on my screen and you seemed to be deep in thought.” She smiled a bit nervously at me. I think she knows these so-called meetings are a way for Mike and I, to meet before the games, where we take ourselves back to our twenties and early thirties.

Before our days were consumed by our Children. First, it was Marco and the newness of being a mother. Then came my first girl, and Elsa was the perfect little girl. We wasted no time in having Derrick. It was after a dinner party, and the first time I imagined Mike with another woman. Wine had a lot to do with it, and when we got home, we tossed caution to the wind and soon I was pregnant with our third child.

I got pregnant with Britney in the back of his old truck after watching a terrible movie at the Drive-in. We left early to drive out to our favorite farm road. It was dark and secluded with a long view of the road in both ways, and we found it the perfect spot to jump in the back seat and enjoy naked fun.

Then there was the time of the voyeuristic heifer. I don’t think we caused any permanent damage to her psyche. One never knows. Today, well, this afternoon really, is different. I don’t feel like getting naked, again, with the man that had the opportunity to consume me last night, and instead chose to work late. The bastard didn’t even think of calling me and letting me know. And then I smiled, remembering this morning, and it made me sad to remember last night even happened. I shook my head and then responded, “No, Holly. Go ahead and take that appointment off my calendar for today.”




Chapter Five

Mike—The Calm...







I didn’t want to be late, not after last night. Helen just doesn’t understand how difficult things are at work. Today, for example, two of the three founders realized the biggest contract we’ve ever had was in jeopardy. One of them thinks he’s an engineer and told the set-up people what to do. It was wrong, but even worse, it was against what I’d asked them to do. It didn’t matter. Cleve wasn’t going to admit his fuck up and so I took the blame. I wonder how much longer before they decide I’m the one to fire, I mean, you’re not going to fire a founder now, are you?

I pulled onto the secluded road and found our favorite parking spot under the large tree, the shadow covering the pull-off nicely. I backed the car into the spot and made sure I could see both ways. Here in Missouri things are different than what it was like back home. In the Pampas region, you can see tomorrow coming, and yesterday leaving. It’s that flat. Here, near our home in Chapman, unless you’re up on a hill, the best you can see is maybe a mile. That’s not a lot of notice if you’re up to your neck in passion.

I loosened my shirt and waited on Helen. We had two hours until the start of the game, and I wanted to properly make up with her for last night. I wish she understood how much I worry about making sure they never suffer what I did when we first came to this country.

I tilted the seat back in my trusty old truck, making it more comfortable for us to explore each other. I thought of my dream earlier and wondered what it’d be like if I ever told her about my fantasies, but I soon shook that thought off.

I turned my attention to the memory of our last time here instead. I’d been late, but she was in a good mood, standing by her car, waiting for me. I got out and walked towards her. The sun was just right, and the breeze seemed to caress her nipples as they responded, leaving me in voyeur heaven.

“Hurry up,” she smiled, adding, “you idiot. We barely have time. Could you have cut it any closer?” She moved to return to the car, showing off her amazing ass. Yoga pants on a sculptured body is a beautiful sight. The best part for me is the little triangle at the top of her legs, topped by a delicious heart-shaped ass. It’s hypnotizing.

“I'm coming,” I responded.

“No, you’re not, it's my turn.”

I reached her car in a few more strides and found myself in the backseat with her.

“Hungry?” Her emerald eyes sparkled mischievously. Her fingers reached for the waistband on her yoga pants and pulled them down.

“Starving!” I found the place on the floorboard that allowed me to position myself for the best access.

“I hope you only think of me all those sexy girls in the industrial engineering department.”

She attempted to spread her legs, but the space was too tight, so she lifted one leg over the back seat to give me all the access the cramped quarters allowed.

I kissed her inner thigh and worked unhurriedly down toward her inviting scent. “This is the only cunt I want,” I told her, as I placed soft kisses on her engorged lips.

“Liar. I've watched porn with you, Michael Ronald Abramson. I know how you love to see pussy in front of you as you eat me.”

I licked her lips from the bottom up, giving her the feel of my flattened, raspy tongue. “I only watch that because I can pick up pointers,” I said in between savoring her taste. “If I did the same thing that I’ve been doing since the first time you gave me this delicious treat in high school, you'd be bored to death.” I sucked her clit into my mouth and caressed it gently with my tongue.

Helen's hands went to my short hair and pulled me into her. I focused on her clit, but from time to time I'd move away slightly and lick my lips to taste her again. I imagined as I pushed my tongue into her, that her fingers had been there only a few moments earlier, making her wet for me. Her body was the most amazing sex machine ever invented.

“Oh, Mike, right there for a bit longer, please. That's the place I need you in right now.” Her throaty voice spurred me on, making me more than happy to keep plunging into her with my tongue.

“You taste like you've been practicing today.” I pushed my tongue back inside and then lifted it to trace over her clit. She arched her hips and fed me her pearl. It was her usual response to the images I liked to paint.

“You’ve been playing in anticipation of feeding me this sexy cunt of yours, haven’t you?” I asked, caressing my tongue around her, knowing she was fighting me. It was always this way. She fought, I fought, we met in the middle of her orgasm, and she answered all my questions as her mind and body exploded.

“Oh fuck! Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” She delivered her rapid-fire response, and I kept licking her as my hand slid up her t-shirt and cupped her breast over the bra. She liked to wear a shelf bra on most occasions, but never to a school function. This was a full-coverage bra. It forced me to move my hand down to find the under-wire ridge then push my hand inside the cups. Finally, I achieved the full feel of her flesh and tweaked her hard nipple between two fingers, and applied more pressure. She let me know she wanted more by sighing as I started to pull out my hand.

“Love your hard nipples, babe, but I hate those damned bras you wear when we go out.” I tugged at her nipple and squeezed my fingers to make her feel her torture better.

She groaned and arched her hips so I could plunge deeply into her cunt. It tasted delicious and the scent of her nectar filled my lungs and every corner of my mind. I moved slightly up to get a better position as I sucked her clit into my mouth, licking from side to side, shaking my head to add more stimulation.

“Fuck, that's it, Michael, that's fucking it. Do what my fingers couldn’t do as well as your fucking tongue. Eat me, Mike, eat me.” She shared a primal and honest need, she craved to be allowed that release.

I pushed two fingers into her and started to caress her g-spot as I sucked and licked her clit. I needed her to orgasm, and I needed her to yield to me. It was no longer about her; it was about me getting her to where she needed to go as I found the rhythm between my fingers and my tongue, waiting for her to respond.

“I want such a big cock in my cunt right now. I want to feel it push past my cunt into my belly. I want...” Her words faded into a hiss and then her hips started to bounce up and down, as she tossed her head from side to side. When she was lost in a powerful orgasm, she lost coherent speech. Some words made sense, others were a mixture of baby talk and profanity.

Her legs squeezed my face; a lame attempt at trying to throw me off her clit. She was trying to stop my fingers from banging into her g-spot, but I accepted none of it. Once she became incoherent, my pleasure multiplied. I took mercy on her clit for a moment, but my fingers thrust insistently into her convulsing body.

“Fuck...” The words faded, and she babbled. I kept the attack and added my tongue again to her clit. She spread her legs, raised her hips, and fed me her body. I took it and kept attacking, as her hands found my head again and pulled me into her, determined to feed me her pussy once more.

“I'm close, Mike. I'm so close...” She ground my face into her pussy, moving from side to side. She lifted her hips and brought them down, over, and over till she was ready to explode, denying herself for a moment.

“I've been finger-fucking myself all day, Mike. I've had such amazing fantasies and I kept tasting your flavor all day. I need this. God, Mike, please. Please push me over the edge, don't let me hold out on you babe, don't.” She lost her voice again, and held her breath, her eyes rolling to show me only the whites, a signal of bliss that encouraged my onslaught. I carried on plunging my tongue into her, my fingers not surrendering their advantage. I squeezed her nipple till she groaned, my cue to attack her engorged clit. I sucked it into my mouth and flicked it lightly. It was like a whisper into her mind.

Helen settled into small convulsions and rode each caress like a wave. She quietened down even more and continued to hold her breath. It was the quiet before the backside of the storm hit the beach. I traced a circle over her rosebud with my thumb, and it started the string of dominoes falling one after the other. She lost her speech before releasing her breath with a long growl. She gripped my head to hold me right where she needed me, arching her back. I put my mouth over her pussy and waited as my finger did the work.

“Oh, shit. Fuck. Fuck.” It was all followed by incomprehensible, cave dweller words that started her flood. Helen was a mild squirter. She had one small rope, and then it washed down her lips and inner thighs leaving me in pure heaven. I received what I wanted, and continued to lick up the juices that cascaded over my tongue.

I looked up from her quivering, pulsating pussy and saw her satisfied smile.

“We need to watch more of those educational porn tapes, Mike. That was amazing.” She gasped between words as she tried to regain her breath.

“You look so beautiful lying back like that, your cunt swollen and needy.”

“Come here, use your wife's cunt for your pleasure.” Her emerald eyes looked up at me pleadingly. “It's what I'm made for, to be my husband's fantasy and fuck toy,” she added, her face now flushed.

I unzipped my pants, pulled my hard cock out, and plunged it into her. I groaned as the hot wetness welcomed me in. She moved her hips, so her pubic bone caressed the top of my cock. It was an amazing feeling, starting with long strokes, in as deep as I could, then out till the tip of my cock was caressing the tip of her lips. I kept this pace up for a few moments, making sure she could feel all of me.

“Mike, please. Use me. I want to feel consumed by lust.”

I groped her tits over her t-shirt and mauled them as I rammed into that welcoming cunt.

“That's it, Mike, cum fast and stay deep in me. I need to feel used.” Her pleading tone cut through my fog, and I answered her pleas. I fucked her hard and fast and in only a few moments, I felt my balls tighten. I knew I was almost over the edge, and I continued to push through the typical catch I always had just before erupting.

Her hips rose to mine. She squeezed tightly as I pulled out, and then released to let me back in. She was milking every drop out of me, taking over, and ripping my orgasm out of me, leaving me completely used up.

I watched as she wriggled herself back into the yoga pants and made sure she was presentable, before she took out her makeup bag from her purse. I was still struggling to get my cock back in my pants.

“Having trouble there, Mr. Abramson?” she said, touching up her makeup.

“I had an amazing fuck. You expect me to focus while I look at you applying lipstick on the mouth I want to shove my cock in?”

“It only makes sense that I get myself looking the best for my husband. He may think I’m just some slut. He may even think I was in the back seat of our car sucking some hunk. I need to look my best for him. Don't you think?”

“You look great as you are, Mrs. Abramson.”

“That would be Blain-Abramson, Mister. And don't you forget it!” She laughed and added, “Ready?”

I smiled at the memory from last week, then looked at my watch and realized Helen wasn’t going to show up. I knew she was upset over last night, but now it felt far more serious. I tried to shake it off, but I couldn’t and so finally decided to give up waiting for her and drive to school.




• • •




Chapman’s Red Wings Volleyball team made it to the semi-finals last year. They were beaten by the eventual state champion, Blue Springs. It broke the girls’ hearts, but they took it as a challenge. Their coach worked extra hard with the team and this year they had a chance to make it all the way.

Britney learned a new position and it seemed that it was working. This early in the season, Chapman had an undefeated record coming into this match against Blue Springs. It was nerve-wracking for them. This was Britney’s last year of High School and she wanted to go out on top. She was a fighter, and I was so proud of her.

I walked into the gym and noticed Helen sat by herself where we always sit. I wondered if she had just forgotten to meet me or been too busy to leave the office, but as I stepped up to our row of bleachers, the look she gave me told me I was still in trouble.

“Hey, Mike.” She smiled up at me, but her verdant eyes were stormy.

“Hey, babe. How was work?” I knew better. If I asked about our date, she’d get upset and possibly storm off. Helen’s demure demeanor lay atop a boiling cauldron on high heat. Puncture the cover layer and you got the steam release that you feared most.

In all our years I had only seen it a few times and I’d learned to detect it and step gingerly around it. Helen was my high school sweetheart. We’d dated while we both went to college and married early. We had our children soon after, preferring to be young enough to enjoy them growing up. We succeeded, and now we were watching our youngest getting ready to go to college next year.

Soon it would be just the two of us. At least I hoped so.

“Busy as usual,” she responded while watching the girls prepare for the first serve. “How was yours?” The tone was flat. I took note to tread even more lightly.

“Had a nightmare. The contract shipments are in jeopardy and Cleveland Hall and Andrew are all over my ass. So, same-old, same-old.” I tried to make light of it.

“You know you don’t have to keep taking that shit, don’t you?” She shook her head in disapproval. I looked at her and the story was written in her stern expression.

“Gotta feed the family, babe. I can swallow my pride.” I didn’t add, ‘over, and over again till it tastes like bile coming up’.

At the start of the third game, the girls were doing great. Blue Springs had lost their swagger and our Red Wings were flying high. That’s when the alarm went off and my watch let me know it was time to head back to the office. I had to teach the second and third-shift operators how to run the new product.

I looked at Helen and shrugged my shoulders as an apology. She pursed her lips and nodded. I could see the disappointment in her eyes. I had done it again.

“What, you’re leaving?” She turned away from me. “So typical.” Her tone was icy.

“I'm sorry, babe. You know I'd love to stay, but I have to get back to work. I'll see you later tonight. Don’t let me know who won. I want to watch it.” I kissed her cheek and even though I could tell she was trying to be mad, she kissed me back.

“Go gettem!” she said to me as she broke the kiss.

Her heart wasn’t in it, and I knew there was more to this fight than the ones before. I turned and walked down the shakey home stand bleachers. I looked back and smiled at her. She didn’t smile back.

“This is going to be a long, long night,” I said to no one in particular, and headed out.




Chapter Six

Helen—Stranded







I sat there for a long time after watching Mike go.

“He has no fucking clue. None whatsoever. It must be nice to be a man and be so clueless to what he is doing to his family.” I quietly said.

I did not want anyone to hear what I had to say about that blissfully ignorant son of a bitch. At least for now, he was still mine.

“I’m getting so fed up,” I whispered into the noise of the gym.

Sometime between Marco, our first, and Britney, our youngest, I lost my patience. My fault, really, as I probably used it up too quickly. I think mothers are given an extra amount of patience, going from girls to women, then to wives, and finally, to mothers. At each step, we must be granted more patience, or this world would have no human beings. I used a lot of patience waiting for Michael to finish college, and used more of it while I finished my education. Then Marco came along, and I needed so much patience not to kill his father. Michael thought Marco was adorable. Well, he was, but that’s not the point. Marco introduced me to the joys of being a mother and having a boy first.

I learned quickly what mom meant when she said, baptism by boy. I’d wondered what she meant for years. Mine came as we were headed out on a double date. Friends were waiting outside, I’d shaved my legs, and in between them and even painted my toenails. I was wearing the most beautiful flowery dress on a white background that really made me feel like an adult. Marco, my first child, needed one last change. Michael, late as usual, was doing the honors and failing miserably. Mom always told me to keep part of the diaper covering him, and I usually did. It caught many an errant stream.
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