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Act Three: Dark Games Afoot
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I awoke the next morning to an empty bed and a throbbing head. Pulling the curtain away from the window, peeking out into the backyard, down onto the driveway, I realized Keri's jeep was gone, then checked my phone, no texts. Keri almost always woke me to whisper goodbye in my ear or just kissed me on the cheek at the very least, even if she was upset. Inhaling deeply, weaving tired fingers through my hair, I allowed all the devious thoughts to take shape in my brain. I required coffee, anything to tear my mind away from the events of last night, far from those terrible words, and dark desires. 

––––––––
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The previous night Jack had visited us for the second time; Keri began to realize and understand the sinister force changing me. My wife witnessed a desire within me she held power over, controlling me. Attempting to make me jealous on Jack’s first visit, overtly flirting with the older man while cutting his hair, Keri inadvertently sparked a different emotion; not until last night did she fully discern how those flirtatious teases provoked the opposite effect, setting ablaze a fire deep inside, evoking a storm of animalistic passion. Expanding on those lecherous actions, my wife continued her sexually charged teasing, allowing me to watch as Jack leaned into her while reaching over her to retrieve a bowl from a high cabinet, pressing his bulging shaft into her ass. Recognizing this type of salacious behavior stimulated my sexual drive, Keri flirted with Jack all night, concluding our evening by lifting her shirt, giving our new friend a rapid glance at her beautiful swollen breasts.

––––––––
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Our evening ended in wild, passionate sex, just as I imagined. During our lust-fueled encounter, while speaking those dirty words in my wife’s ear, openly professing to a fierce hunger she elicited as I observed her flirt with Jack, the darkness consumed me; unleashing the powerful demon, I whispered devious thoughts of her succumbing to Jack’s cunning sexual advances, allowing the older stranger to suck on her erect nipples as she stroked his thick cock to completion, spraying her body with his creamy seed, during which time, her husband remained in the bathroom, unaware of their quick, passionate consummation only a room away. 

––––––––
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Angered by my words, Keri insisted I had taken the dark fantasy too far this time. My wife was correct; I allowed the demon inside to take over, losing control. But I feared the darkness would not go away, if fact, the smoldering blackness was growing, and I remained consumed by the demon, not sure I could hold any jurisdiction over my lecherous actions. 

****
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Spending the day confined to my basement office, working on the taxes dressed in only my shorts, I incarcerated myself in this hellish purgatory; attempting to combat the rising heat would be my punishment. Cup of coffee and ice water in hand, I slunk down the stairs, into a self-designated solitary confinement. The day swiftly heated up into a scorcher, balmy and blistering, even worse than the previous. The ice in my water melted before I could slurp two swallows down. This new way of doing the taxes was taking longer than I planned, mainly because my mind kept betraying me, always slipping back into the previous night’s dark sexual exploits. 

****
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Finally finishing the actual taxes around five o'clock, still needing to organize all the receipts and file them, I decided enough was enough. I had purchased two file cabinets, one for home and one to go in Keri’s office at the salon; the expectation remained that this new organizational process would make next quarter’s taxes easier and quicker, at least, that was the plan. 

––––––––
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"Fuck it." I whispered to myself. "I'll finish tomorrow." I decided, sweat dripping down my chest.

––––––––
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Climbing up the stairs, I thought about that first sip of cold beer on a hot day, chills running down my spine. Checking my phone on the way up, there were no calls or texts from Keri; when she goes in to work early, my wife usually returns home by now. Opening the refrigerator, I bent down, leaning over, sticking my head in the frigid air to cool off. 

––––––––
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The kitchen door rattled open; head rotating, eyes peering across the room, I observed Keri strut up the short staircase, passing without a word, exiting through the dining-room entrance. Wearing her workout clothes, tight spandex hugging her curvy hips and ass, with a sports bra clinging to her enormous breasts, I figured she must have been exercising at the gym. The beer cooled my hand, helping me forget about her anger, and the aftermath of emotions elicited by those dirty words I whispered during sex. I decided I did not want to argue, so I just sat on the couch watching SportsCenter. The shower turned on, then off; the washroom door opened then shut, followed by the bedroom door, never once a word uttered.

––––––––
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Sitting in front of the television for the next few hours drinking a beer, I kept my mind occupied watching baseball and football highlights. During one of my beer runs to the fridge, I popped my head in the bedroom door; Keri sat motionless, like a gargoyle, reading a book, refusing to so much as glance up at me. I realized Keri could get this way when angry, but she would at least glance at me, if even to sneer. Oh well, I thought, my wife would talk whenever she deemed the time appropriate. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Shawn Sparks

Tl U pcl






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





