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Groggy, half awake and tired, I lie in bed; familiar sounds drifting into my ears, my body awakes. What time is it? Has morning come? As I think, attempting to focus through the haze of sleep, seeds of desire and lust sprout within my brain; beginning to sit up, I try to wipe the sleep from my muzzy eyes. Leaning back on my elbows, gazing through the murky darkness, I make out Jack sitting in a chair naked across the room. Who the hell put that chair in our room? I don't even recognize the seat? Jack comes into muddled focus as my knuckles circle cloudy eyes, yet still his body a blurry outline, when I notice he is peering down, seemingly oblivious to my presence. That's odd, I reflect, attempting to figure out what is happening. Why is Jack even here? Keri steadily comes into view through this dismal haze; she is kneeling in front of Jack. Keri’s soft round ass, rests on her heels, back curving up, bending slightly; Jack has his hands on her head while Keri's face appears to be smashed into his lap, head bobbing up and down, lips curling around his huge shaft, thick blonde curvy hair swaying and bouncing. Jack does not appear excited; he is just smiling as my wife’s tongue swirls around his thick shaft, the meaty pole penetrating her warm mouth fully, throat bulging. The stirring in my body grows, and I feel the darkness within me taking hold. Ripping the comforter off my sweaty body, I realize my cock is standing straight up, erect, pulsating of its own accord. Fuck, I jerk forward wincing from the pleasure and pain streaking up the quivering shaft. My gaze returns to Jack; he is now peering at me, muttering something. His lips are moving, words are coming out, but they are not reaching me, stuck in the thick fog encompassing the hazy room. 
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"What did you say?" I can hear myself speak.

"She's...." Jack repeats his statement; the words fluttering out before they reach my ears.

"What did you say, Jack?" I return, eyes squinting.

"She's mine now." Jack’s words finally take hold in my brain. "Your wife is mine now." He is not angry while saying them, just that silly grin on his lips. He lowers his gaze back to the top of Keri's bouncing head.
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I glance down at my hard cock, throbbing with pleasure as I observe my wife’s determined efforts to consume Jack’s steel shaft. Why am I allowing this to happen? Am I going to lose my wife to Jack? A sinking doom fills my soul. I look back toward Jack, and he is staring at me, now appearing angry, his fingers gripping Keri’s head, holding her down onto his cock, as his balls pump my wife’s belly full of his creamy seed and she greedily slurps the salty sauce up, chin sparkling, long strings of his gooey cum dripping from her erect nipples.
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"Look!" Jack hollers at me, anger now riddling his voice.
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My head jerks around to the open bedroom door. My ex-girlfriend Quynh is standing in the doorway wearing her gym clothes, arms folded, face a mask of anger and pain, shaking her head at me. The disappointment in her eyes burns a searing hole in my soul. Why is Quynh angry with me? Does she know about my darkness and the power that demon holds over me? 
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Keri is now sitting on Jack’s lap, facing away from him, lust-fueled passion washing over her face, as Jack’s enormous cock pierces her tight folds, penetrating her deep, throbbing across her silky walls. I feel the immense pleasure surge up her body as if her orgasm is somehow streaking through my torso. Steadily she begins to bounce on his lap, fingers grasping the sides of the chair, as Jack’s long cock plunges into her tight lips, penetrating her deep while she moans and screeches. I rotate my head back to Quynh, peering at her now naked body, long nipples stretching out. 
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"What, Em?" I bellow, flinging my arms up in frustration.

"This is your fault, you know; now you can never have her." Quynh points an accusing finger at me. "Now, you can never have me, Anh." I have never heard her so angry. “You are stupid, Anh.”

“I didn’t mean for this, Em.” I reply, desperate. “I never meant for any of this to happen.”

“Wake up, Max.” Quynh whispers into my ear, small fingers wrapping around my steel cock, as her soft palm slips up and down. My eyes squint. “Max...” Her voice is now soft, without anger. My body pops up, eyes open, struggling to blink the hazy light away.
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“Wake up, sleepy head.” Keri breathed into my ear.
"Oh shit, I was dreaming." I gasped, the cloudy haze still present but rapidly dissipating. I attempted to wipe the sleep away, rubbing with clenched fists, leaning on one elbow.
"Wake up, Max." Keri's soft voice whispered in my ear. “Max, wake up.” Her naked body leaned against me, soft palm stroking my cock, thick shaft already half hard.

"I'm awake... I think." I replied, eyes darting back and forth. Keri’s fingertips brushed up my stomach and then back to the head of my cock.

"Pleasant dreams? Keri asked, smiling.

"Not really." I revealed, quivering as my wife’s fingers cupped my balls. Last night had stirred something up inside; Keri appeared ready to continue her lusty stories. Maybe this dark fantasy consumed her in the same manner the darkness devoured me.
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The previous day was like a dream to me, after my wife revealed that Jack, the man staying at our neighbor’s house while they were away had seduced her into a series of lustful encounters. Keri confessed to sucking Jack’s cock, and allowing him to eat and finger her tight folds while eliciting multiple orgasms within her as she swallowed his salty cream into her belly. What should have been a betrayal of marital vows became instead a fulfillment of her husband’s dark fantasies, a lust-fueled accord with my demon. 
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While my wife’s passion-filled encounters never delved into the carnal realm of actual penetration into her pink, puffy lips, Keri confessed a yearning desire to have Jack’s cock deep inside, slowly slipping in and out of her hungry, willing folds. I could not quite tell if my wife spoke those salacious words of Jack penetrating her tight pussy because she longed for his cock to actually be inside her, or she was just succumbing to my demon’s dark demands, requiring the stranger’s enormous cock fill her with pleasure. Either way, Keri’s salacious words drove my darkness wild with passion and lust. Unaware as to why this demon existed inside me, I fought a losing battle to control the darkness; my wife acquiesced to the demon’s dark demands, submitting her body to Jack in an animalistic way. I wondered what our future would hold and if our marriage could withstand such licentious behavior. We did have one lust-fueled, short lived, period early in our marriage; we simply chalked up our lecherous behavior to satisfying a sexual curiosity for both Keri and I. However, this time felt oddly different, as if these actions were part of me, spawned from my darkness, not just some anomalous erotic idiosyncrasy. 
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As I shook the haze from my cloudy head, I recalled Keri’s final story the previous night with Jack at dinner. After sucking Jack’s cock to completion, swallowing his creamy seed, my wife allowed the older man to dry hump her glistening groin, steel cock slipping across wet folds, balls wedged to her quivering ass, bulbous head spraying his seed across her breasts and belly. Then, in some unnatural manner, this man in his mid-forties proceeded to gain another erection after fingering my wife’s yearning pussy, while licking and sucking the sweet juices out from her pink, puffy lips with his crafty tongue; my horny wife again greedily consumed his throbbing cock into her mouth and throat, sucking Jack to completion as her juices were lapped up from her quivering body. The lust-fueled encounter sparked doubt in my mind; ironically, not that Jack had seduced my wife into these lecherous actions, but that he had held an erection through multiple, rapid episodes of passionate engagements. Yes, there remained an abundance of surprise around my wife submitting to Jack’s cunning advances, but I realized she was doing this to satisfy the demon inside me, ultimately and unwittingly exposing desires within her she never realized existed.
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"Do you want me to continue?" Keri asked, corners of her lips turned up in a devious grin. "Are you ready for more?" Placing her palm on my chest, she pushed me onto my back, not giving me a choice.
"I...I... Yes." I stuttered the words out.

"Good, because I am ready to tell my horny husband more." Keri grasped my hand, placing my fingers between her warm thighs, tips grazing the wetness. "Oh yes." She breathed. 

“Tell me more.” I replied, feeling her cream drip down my fingers. 

"I climbed off of Jackson, upset, but still a little horny then I retrieved the bottom of my swim suit from the floor and stood above him. My top was still on, baby, but Jackson’s eyes were staring at my pussy.” Keri confessed, gazing into my eyes. “I could feel the warm juices dripping down my thighs.”

“Had Jackson satisfied my wife?” I breathed, eyes wide. 

“Yes, baby.” Keri admitted, skimming her fingertip down my abdomen. "But your wife told him, never again... I told Jackson, we went way too far."
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This was an understatement I thought, in the whole scheme of things, but I was not there and could never know the exact circumstances surrounding her submission to Jack, besides her desire to fulfill my dark demands. One reality I understood perfectly clear was that my wife lived out a fantasy I created, a sexual desire I planted inside her. I could never get angry with her for that. The sexual exploits Keri already experienced with Jack, those lecherous acts, had already given me a lifetime of fuel to spark the darkness within me. 
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My wife had accepted Jack’s invitation to dinner with specific plans to flirt and maybe even allow him to gaze upon
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