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The Doms' Retribution

Chapter One – Thursday - Michael
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As I swing the axe, the rhythmic thud of steel on wood resonates through crisp air.

In the corner, Scruffy scritches at an ear. Balancing on his single front leg and one back-leg, the other hind-paw attacks his ear like a frenzied eggbeater in action. Task completed, he noses around the woodpile, well back from my working area, snuffling through the dirt, likely tracking a rat’s scent. Moments later, the unmistakable bass of Bear in hot pursuit of something...

Rabbit?

Probably...

... echoes from the yard outside. With a Yip! Scruffy scoots off, tripod style, in a cloud of grit, hair and dead flies.

And I’m smiling...

Woodcutting is one of my favourite chores anyway, but now, back at home and with life turning to a new normal...

Harry...

My little boy...

So tiny...

... my grin breaks loose, uncontainable.

I have everything I ever hoped for or dreamed of.

My Charlotte...

My wife...

The son she’s given me...

James. My oldest friend. Charlotte’s Dom. The third corner of our three-cornered marriage and father to Charlotte’s first child, Cara...

Not that actual paternity matters...

They’re all kids...

...

Harry...

...

The home we share with our friends, Richard and Beth, and their son Adam...

Charlotte's parents too, Mitch and Klempner, whenever they return from their globe-trotting holiday, bringing Vicky with them, Charlotte’s much younger sister.

Sisters...

A generation apart...

How’s Charlotte going to handle that?

Time will tell.

In any case, I always wanted our home to be filled with children. With the count standing at four, I already have my wish.

And who knows...

... there might be more in the future...

I realise my grin has morphed to a hum.

Does it get any better?

The pine block splits, the two halves dropping away. Retrieving one of them, I set it on my tree-stump anvil and swing again. With a Clunk, it too splits cleanly, and I toss both halves onto the stove-length heap.

It’s not just that the physical activity is so satisfying. There’s something symbolic about wood cutting. A little like cooking maybe. It goes way deep into the psyche.

Hearth and Home.

I keep the fires fed. James handles the kitchen.

A balance struck in our shared life, like the clean split of a well-aimed axe.

Taking up the other half of the block, I’m setting it up on the stump when, from behind me, “You sound happy.”

It’s Charlotte, smiling as she shifts off to one side, well clear of the swing of my axe, vivid jade-green eyes fixed on me as I straighten up to face her.

In dirt-smeared jeans and a thick sweater, worn sneakers are heavy with mud. In one hand a rag lines a wicker basket of multi-coloured eggs. In the other, zucchini and yellow squash vie for space with beets, carrots and broccoli.

My grin must be wider than a dolphin’s. “I’ve a lot to be happy about.” I nod down to the basket. “Chickens’re laying well, then?”

Her grin joins mine. "Oh, yes. Cara's thrilled." She produces a tiny, pinkish egg from among brown and white, blue and green. "One of the Silkies' first. Cara's calling it her 'real Easter egg'." 

We share a chuckle before she eyes the wood-stack. "Chopping rather a lot, aren't you?" 

I shrug the comment away... “It’s hardly going to go to waste. There’ll be plenty of cold weather before spring comes round...”

Liar...

... then change the subject. “...How long were you standing there?”

She sucks away a smile. “A few minutes. I enjoy watching you chop wood.”

I sniff. Scratch my nose. “Sounds like watching paint dry.”

“Oh, no. Much more interesting than that.” She nods toward my chest, “... although I like it best when you strip off your shirt.” Jade brightens to emerald. “Fancy taking a break?”

The fit of my pants abruptly tightens. “Um... Harry and Cara?”

She fishes into a pocket, holding up her phone, displaying a baby-monitor app. “Harry’s sleeping off his lunch. And Cara’s with Beth and Adam.”

“So... You’re...um... free... for an hour or so?”

“Might be.” Those emeralds sparkle mischief. “You going to do something about it?”

“What do you think?” I spin the axe away into the stump, where it lodges with a Thunk! Making a grab for my gorgeous wife, I muscle her up against the wall. She enjoys a bit of drama does my Charlotte and, cheeks pinking, she huffs breath as I crowd close, invading her space.

Looking for it rough?

Her breathing accelerates...

Oh, yes...

I slide a hand up inside her pullover, then inside the tee-shirt I find underneath, foraging for nature’s bounty.

“Ooohh!”

I pause in my rummaging. “What?”

“Your hand’s cold. It’s giving me the shivers,” she protests.

I’m not fooled. She’s gone ‘All Eyes’, with that fake Little-Girl-Lost she gets when she’s feeling horny. 

“A likely story,” I say. Rummaging again, I plant a hand over her right breast, giving it a squeeze through a thick layer of cotton. “But even if it’s true, tough. You started this.” Tugging down at the cup of her bra, I try to free the warm and welcoming boob from confinement before realising...

Hmmm...

That’s not going to work...

Charlotte is generously endowed in the chest area, more so right now, given that she’s breastfeeding and she’s wearing a maternity bra to boot. An item of underwear crafted to cater for our son was apparently constructed, less for supporting a womanly bosom, and more for securing Fort Knox's golden treasures.

Muttering to myself, I haul at the strap, trying to slip it down. “I thought these things were designed for easy access?”

Her smile quirks. “For the benefit of the end-user, yes. Not for opportunistic prospectors.”

Oh...

Really?

You think...?

Switching tactics, I slide fingers along the strap until I locate the clip. Flicking it open, I drop the cup to free a bounteous handful of warm, pillowy, flesh, heavy in my palm, the nipple crinkling to life as I thumb over it.

All good things come to he who damn well gets on with it...

“God, but you feel good like this.”

She chuckles. “Enjoy it while you can. Once I’m done breastfeeding, I’ll be happy to get back to normal size.”

“You’re not exactly, um... understated... even then.”

“And doesn’t that just suit you well.” she drawls.

Oh, yeah...

“... But walking around with a pair of water balloons strapped to my chest isn’t much fun.”

Offering a deep sigh and a thoughtful expression, “You have my complete sympathy and understanding,” I lie. Still flicking at the nipple, I adjust my grip to roll the stiffened nub between thumb and forefinger. 

Talking of stiffened...

I angle my stance to allow myself breathing room around the groin.

Time to play...

Eyes dropping to the bulge at the front of my pants, she opens her mouth to speak, but what emerges is a gasp as I muscle in on her. “I'm going to fucking have you.” Tugging at her belt, I snap the leather free of the buckle and thumb open the button. “You can get rid of the shoes.”

She shoves at the heel of one sneaker with the toe of the other, then kicks it away. Be-socked toes prise off the other one, which drops a clod of mud as it goes.

Perfect...

I shove down at her jeans, stooping to tug them over first one foot, then the other...

... and catch the perfume of her rising arousal. My cock rises to strangled attention and pulls a sharp salute...

... then stiffens right up, now with my delectable wife almost naked below the waist, 

“Don't you want me to take my socks off?”

“It's not your feet I'm interested in.” Yanking at my belt, my pants follow hers to my ankles, before I belatedly realise I need to get my own boots off.

Backing off a bit, I stoop to unfasten them. Suddenly, laces that are normally well-behaved and co-operative when I remove my footwear at the back door, have decided to stage a rebellion, performing anarchic acts of guerrilla macramé and tangling into a kind of podophile’s Gordian knot.

What the hell is the foot fetish thing about?

As if that’s the most interesting part of a woman...

Laughter dances behind Charlotte’s voice as I do battle, trying to figure which segment of the tangle is the problem.

Loosen up, damn you...

“What about James?”

I glance up from my impromptu Rubik’s laces battle. “James gets you later...” then bite my tongue before I give anything away.

Too late...

Her breath snatches and her aroma blossoms... “Later?”

“Yes, later...” A lace magically drops out of a loop, and I yank it free. My left boot comes off. “... So, I’m having you now.” Cursing as the right-boot laces follow suit, this time executing a kind of rogue Celtic knot-work, I pull and tug and tweak at the damn things then, growling frustration...

Charlotte’s trying to laugh, but her voice is breathy. “What do you mean, later?”

... I fumble around my ankles for a pocket and the knife I keep there, slash through the cords, and yank the freakin’ things open.

Yes!

“I suggest you ask James...”

How much to say?

He wants her off-guard...

Just a hint then...

“... or Richard.”

Shedding my boot by the time-honoured foot-swing-and-sling technique, I step out of my pants. Now dressed to match Charlotte’s sartorial style, with my cock breathing free and busily doing push-ups as it prepares for the rigors to come, I grab her at the hips and hitch her back up against the wall.

Charlotte’s laughter is offset by her panting. It’s not every man who gets his wife’s starter-motor going by hinting at the intentions of her other husband, but in my case, I see it as a perk of our three-cornered marriage.

Opportunist prospector, eh?

And I know I’ll get to reap the benefits on other occasions. At least when she can sit down again.

For now, both of us naked below the waist, I've got her just where I want her. Hot and wet. Aromatic and streaming. A quick glance down... My shaft is beating a drum-roll against her trimmed thatch of copper hair, already gleaming with
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