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No amount of time or familiarity can or ever will ease the feelings of mental pain and emotional and physical loss I experience at times like this.

How could it for any husband with any sense of self-worth still in love with a wife who...

Excuse me, as I sit at my desk in the basement that now serves as my office and, sometimes, sleeping quarters to peck out these first introductory words of my story, the hurt is as fresh to me now as it was at the time of the original events predicating the nightmare I now live.

In the next week or so I’ll know if some compensatory redemption awaits me after the hell I’ve lived through, though I’ve learned not to count chickens lately.

And the nature of that hell?

For all you husbands out there still in love with their wives and blessed with at least a soupcon of imagination, I promise you the above description of my life will not seem any more than an exercise in hyperbole.

Picture yourself in my position:

You have just returned to the windowless and nigh on airless basement after a furtive trip to the upstairs landing of the same house you bought with your wife of over twenty-three-years.

As and in which your two children were raised.

Downstairs was in darkness and so was the landing containing the marital bedroom with en-suite along with three spare-rooms and a guest bathroom.

But darkness is no barrier to noise and the sounds you heard coming from the room that was once exclusive to you and your beloved were not so familiar they couldn’t stab at your vitals as if they were multitudinous rapiers intent on assaulting your innards.

Yes.

That’s right.

Another man was in the room, the bed, and the woman that was once, and still should be, yours.

What’s worse was that it was no break-in or assault but a planned liaison made above objections you no longer have the power to enforce.

It was, in fact, but the latest of a whole series of such ‘get-togethers’ that show no sign of abating.

That the man in your home, bedroom, and wife, won’t be invited back again and she will move on to a different partner as surely as night follows day is no consolation whatsoever.

Another man is not only fucking your wife with her consent but pleasing her in ways she insists are quite beyond you.

Can you imagine such pain?

I’m not sure you can, so picture this:

The door to your former bedroom is open and the light of a single bedside-lamp allows you to see them as you creep forward and apply your eyes to the gap between the frame and the door itself.

And now visuals are added the sounds enough on their own to reduce you to unmanly tears.

But there is nothing unmanly about the thirty-something with shaven-head putting it to your wife’s arse as she sprawls face down upon the mattress with her buttocks raised to allow herself to be penetrated more... fully.

Everything that has been pronounced off-limits to you is fair game and accessible to... him.

The wifely pussy you once adored pleasing has become a wanton cunt and is no longer yours to have except on those occasions when a gentle tongue is required to soothe its post-fuck tenderness and she has no compunction in ordering you to your knees to soothe and clean her; despite the presence of the load left by her latest “fuck buddy”..  

Yes, you know you should march in and tear this intruder from the woman you’ve loved and adored since that fateful first meeting.

Isn’t that what any man, husband or boyfriend, would do in the circumstances?

Shouldn’t you pull him off her and beat him to a living pulp before applying your boot to the wilted cock and balls that have just left your wife’s arse and pussy and ensuring it will be a long time, if ever, that he gets to put the horns on another man again?

It makes no difference that he might be your match physically and do to you what you should do to him.

If you were anything like the kind of a man you always believed yourself to be that’s what you should do.

To hell with your wife’s anger and irritation at having her fun ended.

Redemption is better late than never at all.

You know that this is exactly what you should be doing.

But you do nothing.

And doing nothing provides you with almost as much pain as watching the love of your life taken to orgasmic paradise by a cock that isn’t yours.

Be it inserted in her wanton cunt or her treacherous arse.

So far down has the woman who still professes to love her husband, and only her husband, taken you.

But there’s worse.

Something that the possibility of escape on the near horizon, unlikely as it seems, can mitigate or soothe.

A reaction on your part that shames you to the very core of your manhood, just as it has done since you allowed your wife to turn a happy and fulfilling marriage – at least for you – into a moral and social aberration.

And no, you’re wrong.

This has nothing to do with standing with one’s eyes glued to the crack in your former bedroom door and whacking off as the cock of the wife’s latest “fuck buddy” compels her to scream the house down with satisfaction.

Though doing so would be bad enough.

What is infinitely worse, I assure you, is to want to do just that - even as you despise both yourself and your need; and be prevented by a more immediate agony.

This as your cock attempts to engorge and feels the bite of the cock-cage into which your self-proclaimed “loving wife” has locked you...

...My name is David Sterling and I am about to tell you how I became my wife’s unwilling... cuckold.

And lot’s worse besides...  
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Women manage us. 

It can be our boon and the making of us.

It can also make us soft, easily influenced and dependant; unless you’re one of those lucky guys genetics blessed with a built-in resistance to those old feminine wiles.

Me?

No such luck, I’m afraid. Nature took one look at the embryonic stage and assigned me my role. Even if it was gracious enough to let me have a reasonably happy childhood and a good few years of what I considered a happy marriage before lowering the boom on me and...

Whoa, boy!

A story of the kind I’m about to tell starts at the beginning and, besides, trying to attach some existential and off the wall structure to mine would not only seem out of keeping with the story I have to tell but be beyond the small gift for narrative with which my aforementioned “genetics” blessed me.

As mentioned, my name is David Sterling and at the time these events began I was forty-eight years of age while my wife Elise was soon to turn forty-two. 

We had been married just over twenty years.

I was – am - five-ten and weigh in at just under one-hundred-and-eighty-pounds. 

Not muscle, you understand, but not flab either. 

From as early as I can remember I’ve always been told how handsome I am, but though I’ve as much of an ego as the next man this was not nearly important to me. What we have is what we’re born with, which is no more than luck of the draw and certainly not grounds for some kind of puerile one-upmanship. It’s what we make of what we’re given that counts and, though like most teenagers I could be pretty full of myself as the hormones raced, I like to think I’ve not only done pretty well but remain a man worth knowing into the bargain.

Even if my wife has done a great deal lately to make me review whether being a decent guy is worth the candle.

Many of my friends – decent guys too, but as pretentious when it came to looks as most people in our cosmetic society – expressed surprise that I’d fallen so hard for a younger woman who was, well, homely. 

In fact, so did a number of my new wife’s so-called friends as they put loyalty to Elise aside and tried to come on to me.

They did not remain friends of hers for long when I pointed out their disloyalty.

It’s as well to say here, before we move on and you’re left with the impression Elise was not a desirable woman in her own right that, while she’s not exactly up there facially with those beauties likely to stir the pulses and the genius of a Botticelli or Singer-Sargent, even with her flaming red-hair, she has a body that could not fail to inspire those artists with a bent for the more sensuous and decadent fringes of their art.

As I’ve said, looks are not a prime motivation for me, especially on an emotional level, and for me the spiritual and intellectual connection was the most important aspect of my attraction to her. By the same token though, sex is important and my wonderful Elise (so did my thoughts describe her at the time) was no less than a goddess to me in sexual terms and never failed to excite me. Even on those occasions when I thought I was either too mentally or physically exhausted to raise the proverbial gallop.

The above being an early warning sign.

Had I not been too loved up to notice it, of course.

Anyhow, and just so you know, my wife might not have been my equal in terms of the facial – the words of others not mine – but when she wanted to turn on the sexual allure I more than anybody knew she could have most any man she chose and was lucky to have fallen in love with a one-man woman.

Just writing those words makes me cringe, but you may be assured the reality I am about to impart to you goes far beyond internal winces of the kind.

Apart from a few pounds on the plus side, she remains the same woman - looks wise, at least – she was when we first met. Hourglass to the point of Rubenesque with deep hazel eyes to compliment that shock of red-hair and legs that could never be said to be lithe and svelte but lose nothing in sex appeal for being overly muscular and shapely. 

She is I promise you (this through my amazement I can write of her in such intimate terms for strangers; despite what she has put and still puts me through) a sex goddess of Olympian dimensions. A description minus hyperbole on my part; even if that body is now denied me in its most meaningful sense; that was not the driving force behind my devotion to her but was certainly a crucial component of its engine.

Believe me, and I can only speak for my own tastes in the matter, but the combination of red-hair above and below - though she now keeps her pussy clean shaven - together with stunning grapefruit size tits and an arse I had always told her could crack walnuts if she was of a mind, is something that still commands a powerful presence in my constant thoughts of her as she...

Again: “Whoa!”

First things first, as the chicken waiting to have its neck wrung said to the waiting oven.

The story I’m about to tell starts with an ordinary post-prandial drink between man and wife after the husband’s return from a day at his business and ends in a way guaranteeing nothing between them would ever be ordinary again.
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Elise and I were sipping at our white wine and Sherry respectively when she began the opening salvo of a feminine bombardment that was about to turn my cosy, content and loving, world upon its head.

As usual I was in a semi-stupor induced by another pressurised day at the recruitment agency I owned. I had set it up to provide niche workers to the refinery’s and production facilities of the Middle-East and it was doing well. I’m no business genius but it seemed to me that these facilities were always screaming out for workers of reasonable quality and would be willing to pay top-money to get them, so it seemed a good move on my part and that’s exactly what it proved to be. We weren’t multi-multi or anything like that, but we were comfortably off and able to more than look after both ourselves and the two girls who had come along in the first two years of marriage.

Sarah and Lynn. Both out of university at the time my woes began and both living and working in London; one in London and one in the City of London. Both of them with decent 2-1 degrees under their belts. Sarah’s from York in Psychology and already gaining a reputation in Clinical Research at Imperial College London; while Lynn’s came from the LSE in Corporate Finance, Investments and Financial Markets, and resulted in her finding a place with a Spanish Bank based in the City.

We both doted on our girls and were understandably proud of them. We had been and remained good parents but, now they were “off-hand”, as the saying has it. That being the case, we were ready for some “us” time. 

Though it was to turn out one of us was thinking more of the “me” word. 

As the sherry hit the back of my throat and I savoured the warmth of a somewhat maligned and out-of-fashion drink I’d always loved, it was not the first time that I acknowledged this as my favourite time of day. 

Pressure off until the next morning and feeling the contentment of a full-stomach and a wife I loved opposite me, why would I feel otherwise? 

I was taking my leisure in the home that was bought and paid for and was, indeed, this particular Englishman’s castle.

Or so I had thought.

Dinner having just been eaten and still not fully digested, my wife was about to turn both my stomach and my world on its head.

“David, I need to speak with you.”

“What about my love?” I asked, too comfortable and relaxed to pick up on the serious tone my wife was aiming my way, mired as I was in a quarter-century of loving domesticity with scarce an atonal ripple to disturb what had been and remained a joining together of the emotionally simpatico.

Until now.

It struck me at this point that Elise had not taken her usual seat on the sofa next to me but was sat in an armchair across from me.

The sense of well-being that had accompanied me from the dining-room to living-room vanished as if it had never been.

Something was wrong.

Badly wrong.

Even if her first words did their best to contradict that impression.

“David,” she began with a smile full of the loving affection I was so used to seeing on her face whenever it was turned my way, “you know you're the only man I'll ever love, don’t you?”

“I sincerely hope so,” I told her in a jokey voice that was only half felt.

Something was not right and I knew it.

Even if I would never have guessed what if asked to try and given another twenty-five years to do so.

“David, there’s no easy way to just come out with this so I’m going to do just that and... ‘Come out with it’”

I waited, heart in mouth, cosy domesticity and hearty dinner forgotten as I tried to forewarn myself on the subject of the bombshell I sensed was coming. 

But forewarn myself how? 

Everything was perfect. 

Wasn’t it? 

“Oh, my god!” I remember thinking. “Something’s happened to...!”

“It’s okay, David,” she soothed me, reading me with her usual ease. “Sarah and Lynn are fine.”

My breath released with a rush, but if it wasn’t the girls then what? Both our parents had passed away some years ago, so that wasn’t it. Sure, Elise had a sister and I had a brother, as well as a couple of out of the picture aunts and uncles, but we weren’t close and as upsetting as losing them would be I knew this wasn’t the problem.

We did have close friends, however, and I had just started bracing myself to hear something bad about one or other of them when she dropped it on me:  

“David, I’m going to let another man fuck me.”

My immediate reaction was not what you might be expecting.

I laughed. 

Then stopped.

I loved Elise and she was many things, but blessed with an advanced sense of humour she was not – and neither did she use words such as “fuck”.

“Say again,” I asked, praying I hadn’t heard right the first time and that, if I had, she had finally found her funny bone.

“I said, David,” she began and through my considerable shock and pain I could see she was struggling to remain in control, “I’m going to let another man fuck me.”

After over twenty years together I knew my Elise and I was certain she was serious.

“I'm going to have an affair, David.”

I barely remembered the words I conjured up in response, but they went something like this:

“You...? You’re telling me you’re in love with another man?”

I don’t know what it was, possibly the devastation she had wreaked in me with no more than this one simple statement of intent, but I saw her confidence grow, as if she was now certain she could say such a thing to me and I would simply sit still for it. I could still see the love for me in her expression, strange to say, but now there was something there alongside it. 

Something I couldn’t fathom at the moment with so much racing through my head but something I knew I wouldn’t like.

Looking back, it was almost as if she knew I was... controllable.

And took pleasure from the prospect.

Especially as she would soon be proved right.

But that would be later. 

“You’re not listening to me, David,” she said with the kind of benign and patient smile a mother had for a slow child. “Did you not hear me just say that you’re the only man I’ve ever loved and ever will love?”

I was struggling to breathe, let alone answer her, the temporary fortification awaiting me in my sherry-glass completely forgotten.

“This is about sex and nothing more.”

She had the good grace to at least remain quite for a while as I tried to get my head around the landmine she had just detonated beneath me.

Finally, when words did come to me:

“You're telling me that you love me but that you're going to defile our marriage with another man. Right?”

“No, David. Wrong. Completely wrong. This will not defile our
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