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The hands spreading her lush tan thighs did not belong to her husband and Julie thrilled to what was no longer a novelty but remained incredibly exciting still. 

An ongoing response assured by the fact that “Gordy”, the husband in question was at home with their young daughter and their eighteen-year-old babysitter, Becky.

A babysitter charged with more responsibility than the straightforward and temporary care of a little girl.

The thought of her handsome forty-something being... supervised... by one so young did not, you may be sure, detract from the pleasures their neighbour, and her husband’s friend was going about supplying her.

That Bennett’s own wife, and her friend, was watching from a high-backed rattan-chair in a corner of her own bedroom, hands stroking her clit through a covering of pantyhose as she watched them served only to take her desires beyond the skies and onto the stars themselves.

“You know what he’s going to do to you now, don't you, Julie?” came the voice of her friend from the corner as her husband took her by the ankles and raised her legs towards the ceiling to reveal her leaking pussy more fully and, more importantly, the puckering circle that was the entrance to her well-lubed anus.

Unable to find words, so great was her anticipation and understandable trepidation at the prospect of feeling a penis – and such a penis at that - in her back passage for the first time, Julie was grateful for the knowledge Gemima wasn’t expecting a response anyway.

“Bennett is going to place that wonderful cock of his you love so much where you tell me your husband’s has never been allowed,” her friend had continued as her husband looked down at her, as much an instrument of his wife’s twisted desires as she, the cock she hungered for actually resting upon her swollen gash in readiness to... impale... her." 

“But you need to show how grateful you are to have him enter you in such a way,” she heard her friend finish, the lust in her own voice unmistakable and betraying the pure joy she took from not only manipulating Bennett and the hapless Gordy but her friend and neighbour herself.

“Please, Ben,” she all but croaked, having to force the words up and past a throat constricted with lustful anticipation for the taking of her anal cherry. “Please put your wonderful cock in my tight virgin asshole.”

“Not him, Julie. Me!” snapped the voice from the corner. “Ben only fucks with my permission. 

The forcefulness of the statement irritated Julie as much as the domination Gemima exercised over her on these occasions thrilled. She wanted – needed – to feel the cock to which she had been made an addict inside her, be it front or back, so that she could lose herself once again in that fantasy of being mastered by a strong commanding male-beast. Even if she, along with the ever-dominant Gemima, would be the one applying such control in regard of her own man in their daily lives afterwards.

A knowledge that made such a temporary submission on her part all the more... delicious.

“Please, Gemima,” she squeaked, and begged, extra-peripheral enabling to see Gemima to her side and in the corner as she rubbed at her pussy with greater urgency. “Please let your husband take my arse.”

Her neighbour and friend’s own voice was sounding none too steady now; even if it was no less demanding:

“If I give him permission, do you promise he’ll be the only one you give it to from now on?”

Squeaky voice or not, the answer was instant:

“Yes!”

“Not even to your tiny-dicked husband?”

“No. Never. I promise.”

“What if I told you Gordy could never put his imitation cock in your pussy again? What then?”

“I don’t care. I can’t feel him when there anyway after Ben’s had me... Please, Gem’s, I’m going out of my head here!”

“And do you promise to ask me if he can have his little willy pleasured in future and let me decide how he can get off?”

“Yes, yes! Anything!”

“Very well, then, I’m going to hold you to that or you’ll never feel my husband’s monster in you again. Understand?”

“I do, I do! Gordy will never come out of his cock-cage again unless you’ve given me permission. Now, let’s get on with it.”

Above her, Julie saw the less than handsome Bennett turn his head in the direction of his wife and await her permission, the shiny dome of his head and short compact body reminding her once again that he simply wasn’t in Gordy’s class in the looks department and making her wonder yet again if her husband’s humiliation at knowing a man who was his physical inferior other than his monster cock wasn’t the main factor in the pleasure she took from the defiling.

Thoughts of any kind save one deserting her completely then as she felt the shiny mushroom head at her rear shrine and felt it ease its way into her...

...Aaaaaaagh!
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I should have seen the warning signs in myself when I started teasing him.

But then, if I had, and allowed guilt and concern for his feelings to deflect me from my intention, I wouldn’t be the happy and fulfilled woman I am today and he would still be the much loved if unexciting man who had prompted my teasing of him in the first place.

The man I married and the father of my daughter, I’m talking about.

And believe me, it wasn’t the kind of teasing you might expect from a wife of seventeen years towards a husband she loved and who loved her right back with interest – though I do see how cleverly Gemima primed me.

More of her later.

My husband’s name is Gordon - or, as his friends, family and just about everyone else calls him, including me, “Gordy”, though I have added a “little” wrinkle of my own to the diminutive lately.

At twenty-eight, he was six years older than me when I married him and about as great a looking guy as you could imagine - with an intelligence and kindness about him into the bargain. Both those virtues having been pretty much absent in the men – boy’s’ really – I’d gone with prior to meeting him. Though it does have to be said, and possibly by dint of that age-gap, that he liked to call the shots in our relationship and was a little old-fashioned that way.

Me?

My married name is Julie Timpson, formerly Mason, and before we get to things, and exactly as I’ve already mentioned and the title says: 

I do love my husband.

Just not in the same kind of complete way he loves me, mind. 

And certainly not in the kind of a way these days that’s likely to make him feel much of a man. 

But there it is.

We’re together still so it must work for him too at some... low... level. Because it certainly works for me. There’s nothing – and I mean nothing – that can prepare you for being the driving force in your own household. 

And with your own husband and with your own life. 

And I can only tell you that knowing my handsome husband is still here is because he responds to having his wife control him – even though he knows she loves doing so and the fact he allows her to do it has... diluted... the respect she once had for him as a man – is a thrill like no other.

That lack of respect, though, a given, even if, and as I say, I continue to love him and want no other man in my life on an emotional, spiritual, and day-to-day basis.

Yes, I know.

It’s as wrong as it’s unwholesome.

So why is it so... delicious?

Which brings me back nicely to the “teasing”.

You see, the teasing I’m speaking of isn’t some kind of seductive ploy on my part to get “Gordy” primed and in the mood for some bedroom fun.

That, even before I started treating him in a certain way, had already began to lose its interest for me and the joy I’d taken up to then in my husband always allowing me to instigate sex between us – rather telling in its own way, don’t you think? - had pretty much died the death at the banality of his lovemaking when I did decide I was... in the mood.

Great looking, intelligent and kind, he may have been but, and even with my none too extensive experience of sex at the time I met him, imagination of the physical kind wasn’t among his qualities.

And, when it came to practical application?

Forget it!

Though the “qualities” to which I referred above were compensation enough to allow me to backdoor my sense of dissatisfaction.

For a while.

I’m not sure exactly when the glow of having a handsome man six years my senior so... infatuated... with me stopped compensating for his other... deficiencies. Though stop it did. But it wasn’t until a few years after it happened, and not wanting to split up despite my sexual dissatisfaction, that what he would no doubt describe as the rot for him, and I would speak of as the making of me, kicked in. 

Do keep our title in mind as we go forward though:

“She Loves Him... But...?”

The above is important because at times to come in the story I’m about to tell, it might seem to you as if I have nothing but contempt for the man I married and the father of our doted upon eight-year-old daughter, Cora.

You would be wrong.

Though not entirely.

Contempt is there. Impossible for it not to be. And I would be a liar as well as invalidating the telling of our story if I told you I didn’t take huge satisfaction from humiliating this man who seems unable to stop himself being obsessed and in love with me despite the fact I continue to do so.

But there is also real love for him on my part for the security and support he provides me and Cora, together with the attraction I still feel for him despite everything and the spiritual connection there has been between us from evening one. 

In all the ways I know that really count, my Gordy is superior to me; and yet still he stays to be treated like shit on those occasion when the desire to be something other than a loving and supportive wife to the father of my child deserts me.

Occasions when something... darker... takes its place.

The attraction I continue to hold for him made all the more potent by the teasing I kicked into place when my frustration was at a peak and led to him becoming more...

Manageable. 
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I didn’t care too much for it when she first started in with the comments. 

Who would? 

But perhaps if I hadn’t simply let her get away with it and had, instead, slapped her down the first time she tried it then I wouldn’t be feeling like the world’s worst loser around not just my wife but my own adored daughter and the other two... shits... my wife assures me are the only two people apart from her and Becky who know how things really are in our marriage.

Becky, you see, is Cora’s babysitter.

And, now, not only of our eight-year-old daughter alone.

We’ll speak more of her later, even if doing so shames me to the core.

Contempt?

Believe me, any feelings towards me of such a kind you will soon experience are only going to be magnified as you read on.

And will come nowhere close to matching the feelings of that kind I extend to myself.

Do I see any sign of redemption and a re-assertion of my manhood on the horizon?

Possibly?

I sense certain things happening about me that hint of coming change but...

Let’s see, shall we.

After all, there’s a story – albeit a shameful one for me to relate – before/if we get to that.

Certainly, it’s true that the shame isn’t mine alone and the fact Julie and our bitch neighbour Gemima - one of the other two “shits” to be in the know - could treat me in such a way doesn’t exactly put them in a superior light.  

Hardly absolves me of the craven behaviour they not only expect from me and I supply, but take delight from witnessing, though, does it? 

In fact, if it weren’t for Gemima’s husband, Bennett, the second of the “shits” – and I only describe him as such because he is the one who gets to fuck my wife while I don’t - and the support and understanding he provides me on those occasions when we’re allowed off the leash for a game of tennis or a couple of bottles of Becks at the village wine-bar, I’m not sure I could...

But I do, don’t I.

“Get over yourself, Gordy, and accept who and what you really are now.” 

The above words courtesy of the wife I raised to the skies after I’d met her during a faculty function at Goldsmith’s College in New Cross I’d attended one evening with a girlfriend of the time who taught there.

Julie had also been there with a far older male lecturer she had been dating and it was obvious to both of us when we were introduced that there was a connection and...

So a very old and extremely by-the-numbers story goes.

Suffice it to say that it had not been long before that aforementioned raising to the skies had been made.

Only for me to realise far too late that she had a far lower destination in mind for the husband who doted upon her.  

Think Victorian and then think sewers and you’ll be not far off the pace.

And yet...

Can I leave her?

The hell I can.  

Or at least that’s proved to be the case up to now.

And don’t think I haven’t tried.

You see it’s not all humiliation and torment for poor “little Gordy” and it’s those times – and they are many, believe it or not, and most likely calculating and intentional on her part - when Julie and I share time together alone or with Cora that my resolve to take back some of the pride she and Gemima have striped from me simply falter or leaves in its entirety.  

It is this omission on my own part that will soon become even more inexplicable to all who read this and is not entirely to do with the daughter I worship.

A daughter I couldn’t bear to be without if I were to find the resolve to leave.

Sometimes we make discoveries about ourselves, or in my case are led to them, that are not entirely to our liking. Yet still we find that the new and unsuspected ground being broken deep in our psyche responds in shameful ways that make escape impossible. Sound familiar?

Whether it does or not, this is how it went, and still goes, with me.

And it began with the wife I adored, and had raised to those already twice mentioned skies, teasing me about the size of my cock.

Nothing too new about a wife doing that, I can hear you think, and you’d be right. It’s not nice and certainly indicates a lack of respect. But it was the endgame she had in mind when she started it that, if not original, was certainly... different.

Understand, that I’m not – or didn’t consider myself to be at the time – tiny. 

Fair to say, I’m never likely to be headhunted by the makers of pornos or talent-scouted by promoters representing bands of touring male-strippers, but I’m not exactly cursed with a replica of a walnut-whip either. 

“A grow-er not a show-er”, as the saying has it.

At just under four inches of girth and a little over five on the rise, Julie had not complained before and I had thought everything was as rosy with this area of our married life as it was with all the other aspects I could think of when it came to our union.

As you’ll have no trouble guessing, I was as wrong on this as I was right on those other “aspects”. 

But then, why wouldn’t I have been happy with what we had? I’d started my own business helping people to design their own computer-games and brand them and it had made me – us - a lot of money. We truly are comfortable with a beautiful and new home in a gated community of four at the back of London’s Blackheath, a pleasant stroll along the side of the heath itself to Blackheath Village with its bars, restaurants and trendy little shops. Julie gave up her own work as a beautician when Cora came along and there was no financial need for her to return to something that didn’t over-enthuse her in the first place while I loved the day-to-day in the office and seeing projects through to their conclusion with a staff of gifted software-designers I made sure to reward exceptionally well.

Both sets of parents had passed by this time and Cora had missed out on four loving grandparents, but I truly thought we were happy.

Ecstatically so, on my part. 

In fact, I often wonder if the mother and father Julie had doted on and in whose opinion she placed such great store were still with us if the events I’ll be describing would have happened and...

But they’re not and neither are mine, so there it is.  

Anyway, my business was going from strength to strength and was soon outstripping all my initial expectation

Even I was amazed at how many incredibly creative people there are out there with not a scintilla of technical nous. 

People with terrific ideas but with no way of realising them.

The exact point at which we came in. 

For a reasonable fee - or none if they couldn’t afford it but the idea had legs and they were willing to sign over ten-percent of the rights to us - my staff would design the game for them and, if it had stellar potential, I’d even show and promote it to my growing list of contacts in the computer-games industry.

Financially at least, Julie and I were pretty much set.

And then came the changes.

So small as to be of no consequence to begin with.

Until they soon became something more... worrying.

Changes that began when we started getting close with our neighbours in the next house – or, to be more precise, when Julie got close to them.

Gemima and Bennett Sinton.

Both early forties with no kids. 

She, the money in the relationship by dint of a late aunt who’d married well and outlived her stockbroker husband - but not the favourite niece to whom she left everything. 

He, a seemingly decent guy who seemed happy to live off her and work in a small studio off the village creating art work for greeting cards.

Though to this day I can’t recall ever having seen any, let alone whether they sold, and agree with “Ben” himself that it’s probably just “Gem’s” way of keeping him out from under her feet during the day.

The two of them – not that such stuff matters to me – were not what you’d call film-star material but had been blessed, as it turned out, and especially Bennett, with other... compensations.

Don’t get me wrong; neither one was ugly and, in Gemima’s case, it didn’t take much imagination to work out there was a real body beneath her habitual outfit of tee-shirt and jeans and the boots into which her designer denims of choice were tucked. 

Just the same, though they weren’t so bad they could cause a traffic accident they were not blessed with faces likely to stop it either. 

The jet-black hair Gemima always seemed to wear pulled back into a no-nonsense ponytail only served to make her angular and schoolmistressy features seem more severe, while “Ben” was...

Well...

Ben was simply... 

Ben.

Schoolmistress features or not though, I know that the closer Julie got to our neighbour it seemed the more dismissive she became of my efforts in the bedroom.

Twin that with the fact she seldom if ever initiated sex with me anymore and made what she referred to as “teasing” remarks about my manhood - remarks that I found disparaging and extremely hurtful - and I was beginning to think something might be going on over at the Sinton house with my wife I would not like.

And going on with Gemima!

They certainly spent enough time with each other while Cora was at school, after all, and my Julie wouldn’t be the first bored housewife to turn to one of her own sex for diversion.

It turned out I was wrong.

But not entirely.

You see, it wasn’t going on only at the Sinton house. 

And it wasn’t just with Gemima.
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