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The Day After Valentine's




    My wife and I were madly in love when we got married. There was no question in either of our mind’s that we wanted to spend the rest of our lives together. I wasn’t even tempted by the surprisingly pretty “full service” stripper my buddies paid for at my bachelor party. The first several years of our marriage were wonderful. Our twenties passed like highway lines in the rearview mirror and thirty came into view on the horizon. Paige and I decided it was time to start a family. I had worked hard to become a master plumber in nearly half the time it takes most people. Because of that and thanks to a good boss, I was making enough money to support both of us. The dream was for Paige to stay home and take care of the house and the kids while I worked to make the bills. It didn’t turn out as planned, though. Through a long, drawn-out, and expensive process we discovered that Paige and I were simply unable to conceive. We talked about adoption, but that was another long, expensive, and emotionally exhausting process neither one of us felt ready to take on after what we had just been through.

Having our dream of having a family taken away was hard on both of us, Paige most of all. She became almost like another person. She started drinking during the week, something she’d only occasionally done on weekends prior to that. The hardest thing to deal with was her temper. Paige had always been a sweet woman, but the combination of her heartbreak and her newfound affinity for the bottle turned her mean. I didn’t know what to do. I retreated into watching sports and recruiting my buddies to play every sport available through the local parks and recreation center. Weekday practices and weekend games were, of course, followed by trips to the bar. There, I found myself tempted by other women for the first time in my marriage. I flirted, to be sure, but I never cheated. I wasn’t exactly proud of myself for the way I was handling things, but at least I could say that.

By the time football season was over and we were into basketball, Paige and I were barely speaking. Her temper tantrums had mellowed into a kind of slow burning disdain for my existence. We spoke enough to handle the day-to-day business of being roommates and we even went through the motions of going to dinner and a movie from time to time. But there was no joy. No real connection. She shut me out and I shut down. As Valentine’s Day approached, I decided I was going to make a last-ditch effort to rekindle our marriage. My boss, Danny, was having a big Valentine’s Day bash at his house for all of his employees and their spouses. My plan was to take Paige to the party and while we were gone, have some friends go into our house and set up for our return - candles, rose petals, romantic music, and tickets for a weeklong cruise to the Bahamas. Along with the tickets was a handwritten, heartfelt letter reminding my wife of how much we have meant to each other, how much I still loved her and that I was willing to do anything to get our life together back on track.

Paige wasn’t super excited to go to the party, but she wasn’t resistant either. Being around other people usually seemed to help her keep her mind off everything for a while and lift her mood a bit. The only thing I was worried about was my boss, Danny. He’d always had a thing for Paige and was pretty open about flirting with her. It wasn’t ever anything extreme or too inappropriate. Paige had historically handled it with grace, but in her current state, I worried she might fly off the handle and do something that would make things difficult for me at work.

The night started off well enough. Danny started as soon as we walked through the door. “Hello, beautiful! I swear, Paige, you get prettier every time I see you.”

I watched Paige closely for her reaction. “Hi, Danny. It’s good to see you,” she smiled politely and gave him a friendly hug. Danny squeezed a little longer than someone normally might but that was it. As far as I know, he’d never tried to cop a feel or anything like that.

“Drinks are in the kitchen. We’ve got all three food groups – beer, wine, and liquor. Help yourself. Most people are in the living room and the den. I think a few brave souls even ventured out to the hot tub.” Danny had a big house. He was only forty-five, but he had built the second largest plumbing business in town. I’d heard his ex-wife, who hated Paige by the way, cleaned him out in the divorce a few years back. He didn’t seem to be hurting, though.

“I think we’ll stick to the inside for now,” Paige quipped and made her way toward the wine.

“Oh Gary, I almost forgot. I got a new Strat, dude. Nineteen-sixty-two,” he bragged. Danny and I both played guitar. He, however, was the only one of the two of us that could afford vintage instruments. He had quite a collection.

“No shit?” I marveled, not making any attempt to hide my jealousy.

“Yeah, man. I’m keeping folks downstairs, but you can go up and have a go if you want. You know where it is.”

“Thanks, man. Let me make sure Paige is settled in and I’ll go up and check it out.”

“Just leave the lights in the hall off. I don’t want people wandering around up there.” Danny had an interior balcony that overlooked the living room. I assumed that’s what he was talking about.

“You bet,” I agreed.

I grabbed a beer. By the time I’d opened my beer and had a little small talk with one of my coworkers, Paige was pouring her second glass. I didn’t say anything. I made the decision to only let myself have a few beers, though. Even if one of us didn’t have to drive the car home, I still wanted to keep an eye on her. I got less worried, though, as the night progressed. She was drinking fairly steadily but it wasn’t as much as some of the others. She seemed to be in better spirits than I’d seen her in a long time. She even accepted an offer from Danny to dance and didn’t seem to be bothered when he held her a little too tightly against him. “Maybe now would be a good time to ask for a raise,” I joked in my head.

While I continued to resist the urge to partake of too much free beer, most everyone else indulged. As it got later, the older folks made their way home leaving a younger, rowdier demographic. Being much closer to the sober end of the spectrum, I was getting bored of being around a bunch of drunks and decided to go check out Danny’s guitars. Before heading up the staircase, I whispered in Paige’s ear to let her know what I was doing. She was busy listening to a drunken tale and nodded her head dismissively. I made my way upstairs and to the end of the hall where I knew Danny kept his guitar collection. For the next forty-five minutes or so, I was in heaven. Danny had a baker’s dozen guitars, some of which were highly coveted vintage instruments. I play them all but spent most of my time with his newly acquired ’62.

I pulled myself away from Danny’s collection to go check on Paige. As I walked down the hall, it opened up to the overlook and I took the opportunity to scan for Paige. I was surprised to see her in the middle of the living room dancing with Danny again. In contrast to the ballad they danced to before, this time it was some kind of electronic dance music. I was surprised Danny would allow that crap to be played in his house to begin with, much less dance to it.  Paige looked happier than I’d seen in months. I was just getting ready to go downstairs and join her when the song ended and she asked the room, “Hey! Has anyone seen my husband?”

“I think he left,” Mark said. He turned his head toward Steve at other end of the room and asked loudly, “Hey, Steve! Did Gary leave?”

Steve, busy flirting with one of the other guests, nodded and answered, “Yeah. I think so.”             

“Seriously?” Paige questioned, incredulous that I would leave her alone at the party. She took a sip from her red plastic cup. “Fuck him. More fun for me.” Then she raised her cup and shouted, “Hey everybody! Fuck Gary!”

The dozen or so people left in the living room raised their cups and echoed, “Fuck Gary!”

 I knew they were drunk, and I knew I was well-liked at work. I got along with everyone. It still hurt my feelings, though, to hear everyone say that. It also made me really not want to walk downstairs in that particular moment. I stayed hidden around the corner in the hall where I could still see down into the living room.

“Hey, let’s get in the hot tub,” Danny suggested.

“I don’t have anything to wear,” my wife replied.

“Just go in your underwear. That’s what everyone else is doing.”

“But it’s cold out.”

It really wasn’t that cold. It was only about fifty degrees. I guess that passes for cold in the South.

Beth chimed in. “You’ve never been in a hot tub in the cold before? Haven’t you ever been skiing? It feels amazing! You have to try! Come on, let’s go!”

Beth pulled her dress straight over her head and tossed it onto the arm of the couch. She kicked off her shoes and went to tug at the tie around Paige’s waist.

“Fuck it,” Paige said. “Sounds fun.” She took Beth’s cue and lifted her dress over her head, leaving her in heels, a white thong, and its matching bra.

Beth and Paige held hands and giggled as they headed out the door to the deck.

“Looks like this night just got a whole lot more interesting,” Danny announced, staring at my wife as she walked out the door. He leered a moment longer and then followed the girls outside. I thought about going downstairs at that point, but something stopped me. Curiosity, I suppose. Instead, not being able to see the hot tub from my vantage point, I went to the room at the other end of the hall hoping it would have a window overlooking the deck. I was in luck. Even with the little bit of light coming from the window, I had to fumble my way through the room. I couldn’t be sure, but I was guessing it was Danny’s master suite. At the window, I lifted one of the slats in the blinds just enough to see through. Sure enough, I had a perfect view of the hot tub on the corner of the deck.

Beth and Paige were facing my direction on the far side of the hot tub. Danny had his back to me. Derrick and his girlfriend, Donna, were facing the house. I couldn’t make out what was being said, but I could hear their laughter when someone cracked a joke. At one point, Danny said something that made Donna visibly uncomfortable, and she climbed out of the hot tub. Derrick followed her inside, leaving Danny alone with my wife and Beth. It wasn’t long before I figured out what Danny had said to scare Donna away. Danny put his drink down and plunged both hands into the water, retrieving his boxer shorts and then circled them over his head like a lasso before tossing them to the deck. Paige and Beth giggled and looked at each other before unclasping their bras and tossing them next to Danny’s boxers. Paige dipped below the water line, keeping herself hidden while she removed her panties. She covered her breasts with one arm when she launched her panties to the growing pile on the deck and then returned below the water line. Beth on the other hand, was much less modest and left her well-proportioned chest on display.

I took a deep breath. The night was not going at all how I had planned. My hope at been that by that point in the evening, I would be in my own candlelit living room with my wife, convincing her to join me in recommitting ourselves to our marriage. Instead, I was stalking her from my boss’s bedroom window as she soaked naked in a hot tub with him and another woman. I knew I should go downstairs and make my presence known and take her home but I couldn’t tear myself away. Some mysterious force, some deep part of me, insisted that I stay and watch.

I could tell that Danny was flirting heavily with both Beth and my wife, playing footsie with them underwater. There was a bottle of something resting on the deck behind Danny’s head. When he twisted himself around to get it, he raised out of the water enough to give Paige and Beth a full view of his backside. I got a view of his front, but thankfully, his manhood stayed hidden by the edge of the hot tub. The girls elbowed each other and giggled at the sight of Danny’s naked ass. Actually, Danny was in pretty good shape for a forty-five-year-old man. He was definitely in better shape than me. The last thing I wanted to do after a long day of working for him was go to the gym. Danny poured the girls each some more alcohol into their cups and carried on flirting. Paige became more and more relaxed and let her nipples start peeking over the waterline. Danny seemed to be pretty restrained considering Paige made no attempt anymore to cover herself.

After about thirty minutes in the hot tub, Danny stood up and climbed out, putting his business on full display. “Oh my god!” the girls laughed and covered their mouths as he walked to the corner of the deck and fetched three towels from a cabinet. Rather than cover himself with one of the towels, he sauntered back to the hot tub leaving himself completely uncovered. Paige had only been with one man before me and I remember, as an average-sized man, the relief I felt when she told me that he was as she put it, “workin’ with a gherkin.” I felt just the opposite seeing Danny. He was as big flaccid as I was hard. I shuddered to think what he was like when fully aroused.

Danny handed a towel to each of the girls and then finally wrapped one around his waist. The girls gestured for him to turn around as they got out of the water. He begrudgingly obliged them. The three of them started heading back into the house, leaving the pile of underwear on the deck behind. I started to make my way to the door when I heard someone coming up the stairs. My eyes had adjusted to the dim light, and I could see a second door, presumedly to a bathroom. I made my way to it and hid like a coward in the shower. The light came on in the bedroom. I held my breath, terrified I was going to get caught. I heard a dresser drawer open and close again. And then silence. I waited for what seemed like forever before I exited the shower and peeked into the now dimly lit bedroom. It was empty. I exhaled and took a few moments to get my wits back. At that point, I felt like I was well past the point of being able to make my presence known without being labeled a creep or an asshole. I decided my only option was to stay the course and keep letting everyone believe I had gone home already.

I made my way back out to the hall and then hid again behind the wall, looking down into the living room. Beth and Paige had their dresses on again, only this time I knew there was nothing underneath. The party had thinned a bit more and there weren’t that many people left – two couples and Todd, who was obviously hoping to cozy up to Beth. One of the couples was dancing. The other was on one of the couches making out. Beth and Todd were standing next to the other couch, where Danny and my wife were sitting. It was a large couch, but Danny was tucked up right next to Paige, doing his best to make her laugh. It was working. He was shirtless, wearing only faded blue jeans. Paige’s blue patterned dress was resting halfway up her thighs.

Another slow song, they were all slow songs now, came over the speakers. Danny stood up and extended his hand. Paige took it and joined him in the middle of the room next to the Andrea and Steve. Danny was respectful. At first. As the end of the song neared, he eased his hand down from Paige’s lower back to her ass. She offered no resistance. The song ended but the couples continued dancing, knowing another was following shortly. As the next song started, Danny moved his other hand to her ass as well and pulled her closer. I could see her tits, unfettered by a bra, grazing Danny’s chest as she draped her arms across his shoulders and held her hands together in the nape of his neck.

My phone startled me back into awareness. I panicked, thinking everyone had surely heard my message notification, but no one seemed to even notice. I set my phone to silent before even checking the message. It was from Todd and read, “Dude. You need to get back here ASAP. Danny has his hands all over your wife.” I didn’t respond. I just put the phone back in my pocket.

As the song continued, Danny nuzzled his face next to Paige’s and slowly ran his hands along her back, down to her ass, and up the sides of her legs to her hips. He kissed her neck softly. People were starting to take notice. Andrea, dancing next to them, urged Steve with her eyes to look. It was no secret that Paige was my wife. They all knew her. And they were all watching her accept Danny’s lips on her neck and his hands on her body. Paige leaned her head back - her still damp, long, blond, spiral curls hanging down and grazing the small of her back. I hadn’t seen her look that lustful, that beautiful, in years. Danny kissed down her neck to her clavicle as he ran his hands along her body. Mercifully, the song ended.

“Whew,” Paige whistled quietly. “I could use a drink.”

“I’ll be right back,” Danny answered and headed toward the kitchen as another song started.

Paige looked around the room. Andrea and Steve were still dancing and intermittently kissing. Beth was straddling Todd on the couch and cradling his face as they made out. Donna and Derrick were under a throw that had been on the back of the couch and were going at it fairly heavily. Even though they had all seen what Danny and my wife had done, they all just carried on and pretended not to have noticed anything. I was friends with all of them. Not one, other than Todd texting me earlier, made any effort to intervene. Paige seemed satisfied that either no one had noticed her indiscretions or if they had, didn’t seem to care.

Danny returned with drinks in hand, gave one to Paige and started dancing again. Paige held one hand over her head and the cup to her mouth with the other as she slowly swayed her hips. Danny gently placed the fingertips of one hand on my wife’s hip and held his cup with the other. Every now and then, he would whisper something in her ear, and she would smile. Their drinks didn’t last long. Danny quickly set them aside on a coffee table, eager to get both his hands back on my wife. Paige interlaced her fingers behind his neck, and he pulled her close by her hips. Danny’s hands began to slowly roam my wife’s body again – all along her back…down to her ass…down her legs…back to her hips…up her ribs to graze her breasts…and then to her back again. He eased his way into kissing her neck again. Paige’s eyes began to glaze over, and her breathing slowed and deepened. Unbeknownst to Paige and Danny, who seemed to be in their own little world, people were gawking again – obviously dumbfounded that the boss would be so blatantly inappropriate with one of his employees wives in front of everyone.

At that point, though, all you could really accuse him of was copping a drunken feel. But then, he did it. He kissed my wife directly on her lips. When she didn’t resist, he did it again. He subtly probed her lips with his tongue. She met it with hers. Danny’s hands drifted down to Paige’s ass where he eased his fingers between her thighs. Paige’s head went back, and Danny kissed her neck as he maneuvered a hand beneath her skirt. My wife started breathing heavily. Without saying a word, Danny took Paige’s hand and started walking her to the glass doors that led to the deck.

I stood there paralyzed. None of the others were, though. Almost as soon as the door closed, there was a flurry of activity – people sneaking to find places where they could hide and get a view to the deck along with loud whispers of “Holy shit! Did you see that?” and “Dude, he’s gonna fuck her!”

I could see part of the deck from where I was, but not the hot tub, so I scurried back to the window in the bedroom. I got there just in time to see Danny kicking his jeans off and then ease down into the hot tub. He squatted in the middle and watched as Paige lifted her dress over her head, giving everyone inside a perfect view of her perfect ass. She stepped into the water and took a seat. Danny scooted forward and kissed her again, much deeper than he had in the house. He eased his way down to her neck and then her clavicle, familiar territory for him by that point. Then as he worked his way further down, Paige lifted her chest out of the water to grant him access to her perky little nipples that I loved so much. She watched and pursed her lips as Danny licked and sucked them like he had likely been dreaming of doing for years. Then he slid his hands up under Paige’s armpits and lifted her onto the edge of the hot tub. He leaned forward, parting her legs, and began kissing the inside of her thighs – working his way up slowly until he finally reached her pussy. I could easily tell the moment he made contact. Paige’s head fell back again, and her hand quickly moved to the back of Danny’s head, pressing his mouth into her mound.

For some reason, I couldn’t help but think of the rose petals that I knew were scattered on the floor of the living room at home. Just a few hours ago, they were a romantic, hopeful gesture. Now they were just pathetic. My attention was drawn back to the hot tub when Paige locked Danny between her thighs and began writhing back against his tongue. Even through the triple pane windows, I could hear her coming. Paige finally released Danny from the death grip of her thighs and let him breath again. “What a shame,” I thought to myself. “It would serve him right to suffocate to death.”

Danny kissed Paige’s thighs as she caught her breath for a moment and then he confidently stood up in the middle of the hot tub. Paige’s jaw dropped at seeing his cock erect for the first time. I couldn’t hear her, but her lips clearly mouthed the words, “Oh my god.”

Paige slid back down into the warm water and sat directly in front of Danny. She reached out and wrapped her hand around the base of his cock, staring at it with in incredulous look on her face. Danny said something to her, prompting her to slide to her knees and take his cock in her mouth. Danny watched intently, as did everyone inside I’m sure, as my wife ravenously sucked his impressively large cock. Despite the fact that my heart was aching, it truly was an incredible sight to see a woman as sexy as my wife so eagerly sucking such a meaty dick. I felt my own cock starting to get hard. Only on the rarest of occasions when we were first getting serious did my wife seem to enjoy going down on me and never after we were married. She did it, but never bothered to hide the fact that it was a chore. That night with Danny, it was different. She sucked his cock like it was the only thing that mattered to her in the world.

When he was ready, Danny had to pull her off of his cock before guiding her back up to the edge of the hot tub. My wife spread her legs wide and tucked her feet into the small of his back as he pressed the tip of his cock to her entrance. Paige placed a hand on his stomach to keep him from going too far too soon. Once again, my wife’s head went back, and she exhaled seemingly every bit of air in her lungs as Danny eased himself inside of her. She pressed her hand into his stomach to slow him at first. Soon though, that hand reached around to his ass to help pull him in deeper.

Given Danny’s personality, my expectation was that he would fuck her like a jackhammer until he gratified himself. That’s not what happened. He played her like he would one of his vintage guitars. He started off slowly and gradually built intensity until she came, only to bring it back down and gradually build again. It was like a song. Verse – Chorus – Verse – Chorus. I could hear Paige moaning in ecstasy as she orgasmed with each chorus. Where the guitar solo would be, Danny pulled my wife on top of him and let her take the lead. Paige buried every bit of that man’s cock inside of her and grinded on top of him until her face turned red, the veins in her neck bulged, and I could see every one of her abdominal muscles clenching. It had to have been the most intense orgasm of her life. She fell limp onto Danny’s chest, but he wasn’t finished. For the key change and final chorus, he put my wife on all fours and finally pounded her from behind the way I would have expected him to at the start. I completely forgot about my broken heart as I watched in awe the sight of my wife being fucked like she’d never been fucked before. She lifted her ass high for the taking even as she was too spent to do anything other than rest her head against the towel beneath her. I watched her come one final time as my friend and boss filled her with his load, fucking her with long full strokes until he was sated and bent over to rest his torso on her back in exhaustion. The pair stayed like that, breathing heavily, unable to speak. They reminded me of a pair of Olympic athletes that had just given the performance of their careers but were too winded to do anything other than wait for their scores. I’m pretty sure even the Russians would have given them a ten.

It took a few moments, but as Danny and Paige eased back into the hot tub, I came back to reality. I was convinced my marriage was over and I’d never felt more pathetic and inadequate in my life. To top it off, I had to figure out a way of getting out of the house without anyone knowing. I found a window that opened to the roof of the porch. From there, I was able to lower myself over the side and into the bushes. I skulked away into the night and back home where I cleaned up the rose petals and candles and went to bed. I typed “I’m feeling sick as a dog. Put a rideshare on my card for the ride home. Sorry,” into my text thread with Paige but didn’t press send. When I woke up the next morning, Paige was next to me in bed. She slept for three more hours. The first thing she asked me was, “What happened to you last night?”

“I texted you,” I replied.

“No, you didn’t,” she challenged.

“I pulled out my phone and showed her the text.”

“You didn’t hit send, dumbass.”

“Oh, shit. Sorry.” I was proud of my acting. I’d never really lied to her before. At least not about anything like that.

I didn’t have the courage to tell her what I knew. What everyone knew. We just carried on with our lives. No one at work ever said anything to me either. Paige started going out right after work a few nights a week, saying she’d made some new friends and that I’d meet them eventually. I’m pretty sure she was fucking Danny, though. I thought about driving by his house to look for her car, but I didn’t want to know. About six weeks after the party, I woke up in the middle of the night to Paige going down on me. As soon as she had me hard, she straddled me and fucked me until I came inside of her. A few weeks after that, she told me she was pregnant.
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