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The sleek black Mercedes
coupe pulled into the dark garage, its headlights beaming against
the far wall. Kent looked over at the passenger seat and watched
his wife’s chest slowly rising and falling as she slept. Lisa was
eleven years his senior, but she didn’t look a day over thirty. Her
plastic surgeon made damn sure of that.

Opening her car door, Kent
gingerly gathered his wife into his arms and carried her up to
their bedroom. Lisa liked to celebrate as much as she liked to
spend her sizable inheritance, and tonight was no exception. She
drank her weight in martini’s at the club trying to drown out the
fact that next week was her fiftieth birthday. The realization that
she was firmly middle-aged shook her to her core. Her expensive
outer shell may have reflected thirty, but her soul knew the
truth.

“Come to bed,” Lisa
slurred, settling into her luxurious silk sheets, patting the empty
void next to her in bed.

“In a minute, sweetheart,
I have some work to do first,” Kent replied, slipping off her
stilettos and tucking her in up to her chin.

Slipping out of the
bedroom, Kent tiptoed back out to the garage, climbing the stairs
to his private office. The urge had been eating at him all night.
He needed the Bradley sisters to tame the flames that had been
licking at his heels for weeks. “The Monster,” or so he called it,
had reared it’s ugly head and demanded to be fed.

Locking the door behind
him, Kent slid around behind his desk and took a seat in his tall
leather chair. He fished around in his pocket for his keys,
slipping the tiniest one on the ring into the lock on his desk
drawer. His heart pounded so fast he thought it might escape his
chest as he reached deep to the back of the drawer. His fingers
landed on the hard plastic case, and a wicked grin curled upon his
lips. The monster was pleased.

Kent placed his earphones
firmly over his ears and took the CD out of its unassuming unmarked
case. His fingers trembled as they popped the disk into the side of
his computer; he could hardly wait for his delicious memento to
come to life. The whirr of the disk drive made his blood course
harder through his body. This was it, the moment he had been
waiting for all night. A glow reflected on Kent’s face as the crude
home movie began to play, the timestamp read:
May.01.2009.

Watching himself come into
focus on the screen, Kent undid the top of his pants, pushing his
zipper past the already hardened bulge in his boxers. The sheer
thought of the Bradley sisters was enough to make him as hard as
steel. He watched as his younger self came into view on the screen,
just as the camera adjusted to the moving shapes in front of the
lens. His own voice bellowed from the computer screen “On your
knees!”

The sisters obeyed, each
of them falling to their knees on the cheap hotel carpet, opening
their mouths wide like baby birds toward their master. Kent had
trained the sisters well. They had both become the perfect
playmates for his depraved games. Licking his lips, Kent watched
himself lording over the girls on the screen, forcing their jaws
open wider, shoving his fingers in their mouths. He could almost
feel their pretty pink tounges slithering against his fingertips as
he relived the pleasure.

Pulling out his length,
Kent slowly stroked himself as he waited for what he considered the
best part of the video. Power was his vice; power was the thing
that turned him on the most, and power was precisely the thing that
Lisa stripped him of when they were wed. She wore the pants in the
family. He was a kept man. At first, Kent didn’t mind the role
reversal, in fact, he relished the kink of letting his wife drive
the ship, but after time the shine had tarnished on their
arrangement, and no amount of money could hold back the
monster.

His fingers wrapped tight
around his girth, as his hands wrapped around the sister’s necks on
the screen. He had taken turns, the blonde first, then the
brunette, shoving his cock between their glossy lips, fucking their
throats until they gagged. Kent watched himself, drunk on the power
that he possessed, seeing the outline of his shaft bulging in their
throats while they squeezed their eyes shut.

Keeping his fist tight
around his manhood, he pumped harder as the video jumped to the
climax of their escapade. Kent could almost smell their pussies as
he watched the girls, both bound and gagged, spreading their legs
wide for their master. Tracks of mascara-laced tears streamed down
their faces as he took turns violently hammering them
raw.

“That’s right, bitch, take
it, take it!” Kent hissed at the computer screen, watching his ass
thrusting so fast it was a blur between the legs of the brunette.
His fingers squeezed hard against the tip of his shaft. His orgasm
was imminent. Kent could feel the pressure rising up from his balls
while his younger self grabbed handfuls of the two beauties hair
and demolished their coy innocence.

“Fuck!” He grunted as the
pressure shot up the length of his shaft, erupting in gushes of
stickiness all over his desk. His twenty-nine-year-old self was
still going strong on the video, but the thirty-nine-year-old Kent
of today closed the lid of the laptop. He had no more use for the
sisters that night; they had served their purpose, the monster had
been tamed. Wiping down his desk, Kent went back down to the house
for some much-needed sleep. The remainder of the video would keep
until morning.

Kent snuck into the master
bedroom, creeping between the sheets with his wife. He held his
breath as he settled into his spot, praying to God that Lisa
wouldn’t wake up. Alcohol made her friendly, and Lisa had enough
booze in her to fuck the whole block. Kent was not in the mood to
make love the way she wanted him to, nice and polite, dripping with
romance, besides, the sisters had already drained him.

“Mmmm, give Momma some
sugar baby,” Lisa moaned as she rolled over to cuddle with her boy
toy turned husband. His body slightly recoiled from her touch,
giving her pause. Kent’s rejection sobered her immediately, making
her stomach clench. This was not the first time she had reached for
him only to get the cold shoulder. Her mind instantly went to
infidelity.

“What’s wrong Kent, you
haven’t wanted to make love in weeks,”

“It’s nothing babe; I am
just a little stressed out. Come on, let’s get some
sleep,”

Lisa rolled over and faced
the wall; the space between them felt like it was an expansive
divide, stretching further by the second. She wondered what she did
to turn him off. Her mind reeled with scenarios, “Is there another
woman?” “Is there another man?” “Does he think I am looking too
old?”

Kent faced the opposite
wall, the scene from the video still looped in his brain. The rope
he had tied tightly around the sisters, the way it dug into their
flesh as he defiled them. Their dripping wet pussies glistening in
the harsh light of the hotel room, just sitting there like ripe
fruit daring him to take a bite. Then his thoughts shifted to his
hands, squeezing at their throats, spanking their taut little asses
until they glowed red. Lisa would never understand his obsession,
and she would never allow him to play with her that way.

The couple sighed into the
moonlight, each of them a million miles away from the
other.

**

Kent was already up and
out of the house when Lisa rose her weary bones from her bed. Her
head felt fuzzy from the night before, but she still felt the sting
of her husband’s rejection. She walked into the bathroom and
shuddered at the face staring back at her in the mirror. She wiped
off her smeared day-old makeup and looked gravely at her naked
face.

Her doctor had done a
wonderful job of masking her age, but Lisa still doubted her
beauty. Her fingers ran over her taut skin as she scoured her face
for any slight imperfection that may have caused Kent to stray.
Never in a million years could she have imagined what had really
been consuming his thoughts.

Lisa’s head began to spin
with ideas as the confidence drained from her body. Her
catastrophic thinking landed her right back to her old stand-by,
more plastic surgery. Maybe another nip here or a tuck there would
be enough to turn his head back in her direction again.

Fishing through her purse,
Lisa searched for the business card of the hottest plastic surgeon
in town. The man was a miracle worker. Countless women flocked to
him from all over the world to transform themselves, and Lisa was
among that number. She planned on pulling out all the stops to keep
her husband interested. No expense would be spared to maintain her
fleeting beauty.

Coming up empty, she
stormed through the house looking for the good doctor’s card,
looking in the last possible place it could be hiding, Kent’s
private office. Lisa climbed the stairs, opening the door of her
husband’s man cave. She flipped on the lights and made her way to
his desk.

Rifling through piles of
various papers littering the surface of his desk, Lisa lifted up an
empty CD case and found the card for Dr. Turnbleau neatly tucked
underneath. For her, there was no time to waste; she scurried
behind the desk and opened up the laptop to make an appointment.
The screen glowed to life, illuminating a scene that Lisa was
wholly unprepared for.

“Jesus Christ!” Lisa
gasped at the aggressive porn playing out before her eyes,
disgusted at the sheer violence. She cringed at the thought that
her husband would actually enjoy watching something this grotesque.
Her hand reached up to close the top of the laptop when something
peculiar caught her eye.

The man on the screen had
the exact same tattoos as Kent. Lisa’s eyes narrowed as she stared
in disbelief. “What an odd
coincidence,” She
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