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Act Five: 

Learning to Speak of the Dark
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What began as simple stories of carnal desires brought about by a darkness lurking within my very soul morphed into actual seedy behaviors of lust-fueled passion. Meeting that stranger in my backyard just a few days ago unwittingly sent my life spiraling into a sexual revelation I could do little to control. Watching my wife flirt with this stranger in a harmless attempt to provoke me, she unleashed a growing darkness within the very fiber of my being. This demon, taking different forms throughout my life, lay dormant in the recesses of my mind, hiding and lurking, waiting for the correct opportunity to cloud my mind and possess my body.
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Allowing those lecherous thoughts to consume me, I whispered the darkness into my wife’s ear as we engaged in a most primal sex, imprinting her brain with devious, sexual acts of her pleasing this stranger, doing to his body what no husband should imagine, only to drive my own dark desires. Resisting my passionate words at first, Keri finally succumbed to the will of my demon. We planned for her to meet Jack alone for dinner, to flirt with him, while I was at a bar with friends. During this harmless meeting, Jack was able to seduce my wife, enticing her into performing his sexual demands. The dangerous game we were playing resulted in decadent behavior. Arriving home from a night with my friends, Keri began reciting with great detail her lust-fueled encounter during her time spent alone with Jack while preparing dinner.
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As my wife recanted her steady, willing surrender to Jack, the words created a fire within me, while also stimulating Keri’s sexual desires. Starting with soft, inadvertent, passing brushes and gentle touches as they worked in the kitchen, they built up a sexual tension, similar to their encounters the days prior, when I was present, monitoring their lusty behavior. As alcohol was consumed, desires swelled, and their aggressive behavior escalated. With each erotic touch in the kitchen, preparing dinner together, Keri and Jack’s passion morphed into a spark of sexual longing. Employing a highly sexualized style of flirting, Jack wrapped my wife up in his arms, squeezing the bulge of his cock into her plump ass, while he demonstrated how to properly cut their peppers for Jack’s spaghetti sauce they were preparing. At that moment, my wife’s fate was sealed; even though Keri had yet to realize the fact, her future had been preordained.
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I listened to how Jack methodically lured my wife, through a series of sinister machinations, into sucking his cock as dinner simmered on the stove. Keri confessed her desire to have Jack’s cock inside her, while her lips were wrapped around his steel shaft, which ignited a lust-fueled fury within me. The demon inside me demanded more, shrouding me in a darkness I could no longer control. Sitting on the couch after her lecherous confession of sucking Jack’s cock, we remained motionless, sipping our drinks and staring off into the awkward silence. 
****
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I was the first to move, lifting my naked body, straightening and curling tired and sore muscles around the couch. Keri, not waiting for me, sat up; leaning forward, retrieving the drinks off of the table, handing me a glass. Her skimpy black swimsuit, wrinkled and stretched, told the tale of an erotic evening. A lusty sparkle glinted within her baby-blue eyes, and a long, erect nipple stretched out of her swollen breast, free of the material that once confined the fleshy mound.
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Doubt and confusion danced about in my brain; thoughts of anger and rage muddled within the considerations of all that had transpired. What the hell had I done, leading my wife into the temptation of carnal lust and animalistic passion. Letting the darkness control me, I persuaded my beautiful wife to follow a path that our marriage may not survive. I would take complete responsibility for her actions, for my demon thrust Keri into those treacherous ways, undoubtedly changing our lives forever. Yet still the demon filled my brain, feeding on remnants of these dark tales. Only silence remained; Keri broke that silence.
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"Are you mad?" Keri asked, soft, but direct.
"No." I answered, not knowing if I was actually telling her the truth. "How are you?" I questioned, still gazing up at the ceiling. 

"I'm alright; just thinking about everything, I suppose." Keri explained exactly what I was thinking. This time was not like our last passionate encounter after seeing Jack; at least we were speaking.

"That was extremely hot." I reassured her, a smile forming on my face. “Your words were....” I shook my head. “Magnificent.”

"Honey?" Keri sat up on the edge of the couch, one breast still hanging out of her swimsuit, legs spread, a glistening sheen coating her inner thighs. "I'm still horny." She put a hand on my shaft, rubbing the meaty pole with gentle strokes. "You appear to be too. Would you like to continue?"
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I sensed the demon peeking out, spreading his darkness, attempting to lure me into those salacious thoughts, forgetting the sanity my mind desperately clung too. Unable to break free from the smothering darkness, my quivering body found reassurance in Keri’s lustful words. I glanced over toward my wife, an erotic expression masking her gorgeous face beneath the blonde strands dangling down, puffing out with each deep breath; baby-blue eyes peered at me through the wild veil, animalistic and fierce; she had additional information to reveal; her passionate gaze could not hide the truth. I desired those lusty words in my ear; the demon required them.
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"I want to continue." I whispered, hoping those words conveyed the truth.

“I thought you may.” Keri breathed, ruby lips turning up on the corners.
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Keri rose from the couch, setting her empty wineglass down. Bending her arms backward in an awkward manner, unclasping the buckle to her swimsuit, letting the skimpy material fall to the floor, Keri freed her other swollen breast. Sauntering into the hall, toward the bedroom, she paused yanking down the lower half of her swimsuit, allowing the cloth to drop; as she bent over, sparkling lips bulged out from between her muscular thighs, leaking a clear glaze. After stepping out of her swimsuit, standing naked, without looking back at me, Keri spoke the words I yearned to hear.
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"Besides, I have more to tell you." Keri’s voice did not falter, soft but urgent.

“I am ready to listen.” I nodded, raising off the couch, cock thickening.
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I followed Keri, body feeling a resurgence within. Entering the bedroom, I noticed Keri on the bed waiting, baby-blue eyes peering up at me. I climbed up next to her, brushing my fingertips up her inner thigh, feeling the moisture accumulating. The heat between her legs, steamy and warm, drove my erotic craving; Keri’s swollen folds sparkled, soaked in her creamy sauce. Sliding a finger inside her warm, moist lips, I curled the tip up, tapping her smooth, wet walls; Keri moaned her approval. Resting on her elbows, head hanging back, she gasped as I crawled on top of her.
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"Wait!" Keri exclaimed, palm pressed firmly against my chest, guiding me off of her, so I was lying on my side, beside her.

“What?” I breathed, eyes opened wide, surprised my wife had stopped me.
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Keri’s head popped up, arm stretching down, wrapping soft fingers around my half-hard cock. She raised up off one elbow, rolling over on her side, so she was facing me. Keri’s eyes narrowed, determined, with a flicker of passion sparkling inside, swirling around seeds of doubt and fear. Emotions seeped out of her pores, like sweat on a glass window in the cool of morning. Mind focused, filled with intent, she breathed in deeply, preparing herself. 
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"Look me in the eye while I tell you what happened. I want to see your face." Keri breathed, palm moving steadily up and down my thickening shaft.

"As you wish." I replied to her request, considering where she would start this time.

"Jackson’s cock was in my mouth, still hard." Keri began her story right where she had left off, much to my delight. "I kept moving my lips up and down his enormous cock, but it never went down, never got soft. My jaw began to ache, but I was still so horny." She witnessed the doubt shrouding my face. "I know, right? I don't know how, after what he just did.” She gasped, eyes wide. “I slid my lips up to the tip, sucking, when Jackson’s cock popped out of my mouth, sticking straight up."
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The expression on Keri’s face revealed she was just as surprised as me that Jack’s cock could remain hard for so long, especially after recently having pumped her mouth and belly full of his seed. I considered disagreeing, telling her there was no way that could be possible, but my desire to hear the story superseded all logic and her serious countenance told me otherwise.
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"What? Like completely hard?" I questioned her anyway, eyebrows furrowed.

"Like a rock." Keri gushed, eyes wide. "I let myself fall back onto the floor in front of him; my pussy was aching to be satisfied, baby. I almost had an orgasm just sucking that gigantic cock." Her words sparked a fire in her groin, accomplishing the same effect in me; Keri realized this. "His head was still leaning back on the chair, eyes closed. Jackson wrapped his fingers around the base of his cock, holding the shaft straight up. It was as if his cock had a mind of its own." Her gentle strokes across my shaft along with those lusty words had my cock growing at an ever-expanding rate.

“Tell me.” I began urging her on again. “I need to know.”

"My thighs were spread apart, knees bent with my feet flat on the ground.” Keri explained her position in great detail. “My eyes were locked on that thick beast in Jackson’s grasp when he began stroking his cock. I was lost, Max, out of control.” She confessed, breaths heavy. “I put my hand on my stomach and slid my fingers down under my suit, between my thighs. Baby, my fingers found my clit, and I let out a loud moan as Jackson continued to keep himself hard." She shut her eyes for a moment.

"Are you thinking about Jack’s cock right now?" I had already
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