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Father of the Bully

It’s an unfortunate reality, but sometimes kids get bullied at school. It was an even more unfortunate reality that in this case the victim was our son. We spoke with the school administrators about it to try and address the situation, but in the end there was only so much they could do. I felt bad about the whole thing, but I understood.

My wife, Linda, on the other hand, was desperate to find a solution. While I figured the whole thing would eventually blow over, she wanted to get more directly involved. And that’s how we ended up at Rocco’s place one afternoon.

Rocco was the father of Rocco Jr. who went by just Junior, the tormentor of our son. He owned several pieces of real estate and ran one of the major construction companies in the area, a company he had used to work for when he was younger and took over from the previous owner. He was a bear of a man with a shaved head and still very muscular even in his late 40s. He sat across from us in the living room of his large house in workman’s boots, paint-stained jeans, and a wife-beater that showed off his muscular chest and arms.

My wife and I, by contrast, were white collar professionals. Both 32 we had met in college and tied the knot shortly after graduation. I went on to work in tech with my math and coding knowledge. She had a later start to her career after unexpectedly getting pregnant with our son Ethan not long after we were married. She performed the duty of stay-at-home-mom for a little while but was hungry to have her own career and eventually found a job at a marketing firm, a job that she was very committed to.

I had actually hoped at one point that we might have more kids, but Linda made it clear that she wanted to focus on her career, and I didn’t push back. If there’s one thing you should probably know about me, it’s that I’m very conflict averse. I don’t like arguing, much less fighting, and so I certainly wasn’t going to push my wife on the issue of growing our family.

And I would have very much preferred not to confront Rocco about his son’s behavior for this very same reason…but I also wasn’t about to argue with my wife about it if she felt it was necessary.

“Thank you for meeting with us,” Linda began, after we were seated. She was dressed, as we both were, in her work clothes, which in her case meant a pants suit and business-sensible flats. Her brown hair was tied back in a bun, and the make-up she wore was very light. Linda had never been one to show off her body or exude any sense of sexuality. She said she found such things demeaning. But she still had a tight, athletic body, smooth tan skin, and a beautiful face with big, brown eyes. Rocco had been undressing her with his eyes since the moment she walked in, but if she noticed, she didn’t say anything, and I certainly wasn’t going to raise a stink about it.

“We wanted to talk to you about your son’s…behavior,” Linda continued, trying to be as delicate as possible.

“Is this about that bullying nonsense?” Rocco asked.

“I wouldn’t call it ‘nonsense’,” my wife replied, her tone getting testy, and I felt my gut begin to twist at what I could see was soon going to turn into an argument.

“Yeah, the school administrators called me about that,” Rocco said, waving his hand dismissively. “It’s not a big deal, he’s just acting out. Boys will be boys. You know what I’m talking about.”

He gestured towards me. I thought he was being awfully cavalier about the whole thing, but I wasn’t going to call him on that. So I just shrugged non-commitally. It seemed like the best way to avoid disagreement, but it still earned me a glare from my wife.

“We think the fact that he’s singling out and picking on our son is a pretty big deal,” Linda said, plowing forward with her argument.

“Oh, come on, it’s not like he’s beating on him or shoving him in lockers,” Rocco said with exasperation, throwing his hands in the air. “It’s just some teasing. I did way worse back in the day and no one raised an eyebrow.”

“What you may or may not have gotten away with ‘back in the day’ doesn’t excuse your son’s actions now,” Linda said, her eyes flashing with anger. “This is about my son coming home upset day after day because your son singles him out and humiliates him in front of his classmates.”

“Oh he’ll get over it,” Rocco said. “He just needs to develop some thicker skin. This might even be good for him. You know it’s not all sunshine and roses in the real world.”

“I don’t appreciate you minimizing my son’s feelings,” Linda said, raising her voice. “I really think you need to sit down with your son and talk to him about how he treats others.”

“And I think you have a stick up your ass,” Rocco said casually.

“Excuse me?” my wife almost shrieked.

“You’re making a big deal out of nothing,” Rocco said. “You’re just an angry woman trying to make trouble for others because you’re not happy at home.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means that if you were getting a good dicking at home, you wouldn’t be so uptight,” Rocco said, leaning forward in his chair with a challenging stare.

“Our sex life is just fine,” my wife replied with a scoff.

“Doesn’t look like it from where I’m sitting,” Rocco said with a chuckle.

“This is gross, and you’re deflecting from the real issue,” Linda said, leaning forward and meeting his stare with her own.

“All I’m saying is that my Martha, God rest her soul,” he said, looking and pointing up towards the heavens, “was happy as a clam because I kept her satisfied at home, and because of that I know she would never go trying to make trouble where there wasn’t any.”

“So you think the way to solve the issue of my son being bullied is for me to have better sex?” my wife asked sarcastically.

“I think it would help, and clearly he’s not doing it for you,” Rocco said, nodding in my direction.

I could have challenged him on that point. I don’t think I’m a bad lover. Linda and I had sex regularly, and I think she orgasmed most of the time. But Rocco was gonna believe what he was gonna believe, and I didn’t see how arguing the point would accomplish anything other than sowing more discord.

“And what, you’re the man for the job then?” Linda challenged.

“I’ve never been with a woman who didn’t want more,” Rocco said, grinning back at her.

“Whatever you have to tell yourself,” Linda replied, rolling her eyes.

“Oh I have the facts to back it up, or the fact,” he said.

He stood up suddenly and simply dropped trou right in front of us. And hanging there between his legs was a massive cock. When erect I hit a respectable five or so inches, but Rocco’s tool was longer and thicker than mine while it was limp. Linda and I stared at it speechless, unsure of how things had gotten to this point or what to do next. I briefly considered voicing an objection to his behavior, but I didn’t want to escalate things into some kind of altercation. I didn’t think it would help the situation, so instead I just sat there.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Rocco said, smiling down at my wife, as she gazed at his cock. “Nothing clever to say now.” He shuffled forward, his large dangling manhood and balls swaying with the movement, as he brought himself closer to my wife. “I’m pretty sure this would keep you more than satisfied.”

“I…uh…,” my wife stammered and blushed, unable to take her eyes off his giant cock.

“Go on, touch it, you know you want to,” Rocco teased her.

I saw Linda’s mouth working wordlessly and watched as her hand began to rise slowly from her lap. Then she slammed it down and shook her head. She stood up facing Rocco, her face scrunched up with determination. But at 5’7” she had to look up at the beast of a man.

“You’re disgusting,” she said, before turning to march towards the door.

I got up and followed, Rocco’s laughter chasing after us as we left.

X-X-X

“I can’t believe that man,” Linda fumed, as we drove back to our house.

“Mmm-hmmm,” I intoned, nodding along agreeably with her statement.

“And I can’t believe you, George!” she said, turning her ire on me. “How could you let him talk to me like that? How could you just let him…do that?”

I shrunk down in the driver’s seat, squirming uncomfortably under her stare, hoping she would move on to some other topic, or back to being angry at Rocco. But I had no such luck.

“Don’t you have anything to say for yourself?”

I just shrugged, not wanting to escalate the situation and turn it into a full blown argument.

“Unbelievable,” Linda muttered, crossing her arms and turning her gaze out the window.

I knew she was mad at me, might even be mad at me for awhile, but I didn’t see the need to discuss what I did or didn’t do or could’ve done differently at Rocco’s. It would just make things even more uncomfortable. I was certain that all of this would blow over and that there’d be no need for any further conflict, that we’d get right back to getting along.

Eventually, anyway.

X-X-X

A couple of weeks later Rocco approached me while we were picking up our kids at school and told me that he was hosting a barbecue that weekend and inviting some of the other families and their kids. He extended an invitation to us, saying he thought we might have gotten off on the wrong foot.

“You’ll come, won’t you?”

It felt a little weird accepting such an invitation after what happened before and how he had treated Linda, but I didn’t want to make some kind of scene by confronting him over that or turning down the invite, so I just nodded. He clapped me on the back with a big smile saying he was happy to hear that.

Linda was less than thrilled when I told her, but I made the point that Ethan and Junior hanging out outside of school might be a good thing, and thankfully she didn’t argue that point.

It was spring, coming towards the end of the school year, and the day of the barbecue was incredibly pleasant. I showed up, like many of the dads, in shorts and a T-shirt. Linda wore a blouse and a long, floral summer skirt. Some of the other wives wore short skirts or tops with lower necklines, nothing too risque but still more revealing than anything Linda would ever wear, despite her having a tighter and more fit body than most. I brought up the fact that she had a body worth showing off once, and she said she thought that was demeaning. I had left it alone since then, filing the topic under “things that might start an argument” AKA “things to avoid.”

But regardless of what Linda was wearing, she seemed to draw Rocco’s attention. He was a gracious host and circled around to mingle with everyone, but he seemed to always return to speaking with Linda, whether I was nearby or not, and was always eager to make sure that her wine glass was topped off.

Maybe he was trying to smooth things over, but given what happened last time we met I was a little worried he might have ulterior motives. Of course I wasn’t going to confront him about that. And Linda seemed to be fine with his company and attention, so I saw no point in bringing it up with her either. I’d just be ruffling feathers.

Aside from any misgivings I might have had about the host, the afternoon was quite pleasant. I didn’t speak to other parents outside of school much, so it was nice to chit-chat and get to know them better in a more relaxed environment. The kids were also more or less well behaved. Junior was even including Ethan in the activities and didn’t appear to be razzing him or anything. Whether that was because Rocco had given him a talking to or there were just too many adults around to get away with bad behavior, I couldn’t say, but I was happy that everyone among both kids and adults seemed to be getting along.

As the afternoon wore on people began to leave. I had assumed we might be among the first to go, but Rocco kept on chatting up my wife, and she seemed perfectly happy to stay. I would’ve been happy to leave myself, especially after some of the parents I knew better departed and the conversation options began to dwindle, but I didn’t want to rock the boat by suggesting we end things too early. Ultimately Linda and Rocco had gotten so buddy-buddy that everyone else had left by the time Linda finally made the suggestion that we leave.

“You have to finish your wine first,” Rocco said, pouring another mouthful into my wife’s glass and giving her a wink.

“Okay fine, you’ve persuaded me,” she replied with a laugh.

“Why don’t you go check on the kids real quick,” Rocco said, looking at me and then making another quick pour into my wife’s wine glass. I got the sense that he was getting me out of the way to make some kind of move on Linda, but I didn’t want to get into an argument about it, and I figured Linda could take care of herself.

At that point in the evening we were in Rocco’s kitchen, but the kids were downstairs in the basement where the entertainment system had been set-up. The entrance to the basement area was on the other side of the house across the living room. It was blocked off by a thick door that helped serve to insulate for sound.

I walked down the stairwell and found the boys playing video games together. They were laying back in bean bag chairs, of which there were several, their eyes fixated on the screen as they played.

“Ethan, I think we’re gonna be leaving in a little bit,” I said, raising my voice over the noises blasting from the room’s sound system.

“Okay,” he replied, yelling over his shoulder without really looking away from the screen.

Seeing that he was occupied and that the two boys seemed to be getting along, I retraced my steps, closing the basement door behind me and making my way back towards the kitchen. I heard the murmurings of conversation between Linda and Rocco, but as I approached the words became more clear.

“You’ve been thinking about it, haven’t you?” I heard Rocco ask.

“Maybe,” my wife replied coyly in a husky voice.

“Why don’t I give you another look?”

I heard the sound of a zipper and a sigh from my wife. My feet continued carrying me towards the kitchen, but now I was beginning to worry what I might find there.

“You can touch it,” I heard Rocco say.

Then silence.

I covered the last few steps through the living room and turned into the kitchen area to see that Rocco was once again exposing himself to my wife. Only this time she had taken him up on his offer, and her hand was fondling his giant tool, which was slowly getting larger and harder under her caresses.

I stepped into the kitchen. She looked up at me, but she didn’t take her hand away from his cock. I could have challenged her or told her to stop, but I didn’t want to cause a ruckus or get into a fight.

“I thought we were going to leave,” was what I said instead.

“I don’t think she’s ready just yet,” Rocco said.

Linda turned her gaze back to him. He raised a hand gently putting pressure on her shoulder.

“Get on your knees,” he said softly, while locking his gaze with hers.

She did what he said with no resistance or hesitation, letting go of his manhood and kneeling before him so that it was right in front of her face.

“Go on,” he said, moving his hand to the back of her head and gently coaxing her forward. She followed his lead, taking his member in her hands once again, and then leaning forward to take the large head of it between her lips.

“Mmm…that’s right,” Rocco said, looking down at my wife as she began to work more of his hardening cock down her throat. Soon he was at full mast, his thick, rigid member probably twice the size of mine. And Linda was bobbing her head on it, trying to get down as much of it as she could, stroking down the rest of the way with her hands until its entire length glistened with her spit.

My wife always made a big stink about giving me blow jobs and only ever volunteered them on special occasions. I didn’t fight her on the issue, but now I was surprised to see how readily and enthusiastically she went to work on another man. It was something I would have to bring up with her later…delicately, of course.

“I think it’s about time I get a look at that body,” Rocco said. “Why don’t you lose the blouse.”

Linda stopped sucking on his cock, letting it slide from her mouth with a wet pop. She began working on the buttons of her blouse, but Rocco interrupted her.

“Did I say you could stop?”

Linda paused and looked up at him. Then she leaned forward and took him in her mouth once more. She quickly re-established a rhythm, bobbing her had up and down while her hands returned to working on her blouse. With the distraction of a cock in her mouth, it took longer than normal, but she did get all the buttons undone and managed to shrug off the garment without breaking her rhythm.

“Now the bra,” Rocco said.

Understanding the rules of the game now, my wife didn’t let his dick from her mouth this time, as she reached back and unclasped her bra, a plain white number, with practiced ease.

“Good girl,” Rocco said when she let the undergarment fall down her shoulders while still working his pole. “You like sucking this cock, don’t you?”

“Mmm…” my wife moaned around his member.

“I want to hear you say it,” he pushed her.

Linda let his cock fall from her mouth and looked up at him with adoration in her large, brown eyes. “I love sucking your cock,” she said, just as she’d been asked to.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Rocco said, taking hold of his cock and swinging it so that it slapped wetly against her cheek. “Not so high and mighty now, are you?” he asked rhetorically, while moving his cock to smack against her other cheek.

My wife didn’t reply, instead trying to move her lips back to his dick to try and get it between her lips once more. Rocco chuckled at her clear neediness. He toyed with her briefly, moving his cock away from her mouth a couple of times, but it soon became clear he was ready to progress things.

“Get on your feet,” he commanded.

Slowly Linda complied. She stood before him half-naked, the nipples on her pert B-cup breasts standing at full attention, her face smeared with spit from her enthusiastic efforts with the blow job as well as the cock slapping.

“Very nice,” Rocco said, looking over her body. He cupped one of her breasts, giving it a gentle squeeze and eliciting a moan from my wife. “I usually like my women bigger, but you’ve got a pretty rocking body, nice and fit.”

I feel like I would’ve gotten a tongue-lashing for such comments, but Linda just smiled at this man as he crudely appraised her. Certainly this was another thing we’d have to discuss. Again, delicately.

Rocco then spun her around so she was facing away from him and towards the kitchen island counter. He spent a few moments groping her breasts from behind and kissing the back of her neck, eliciting some mewls of pleasure. Then his hands moved down to her skirt, and he began to tug on it.

My wife moved quickly to help, her hands pulling down the skirt until it pooled at her feet where she could kick it away. She was then only in her white panties, her long, shapely legs on full display.

Rocco ran a hand admiringly along the length of one of her legs and then give her ass a playful squeeze (yet another thing my wife objected to me doing).

“We’re going to have to get you some sexier panties,” he said.

“Okay,” Linda replied in a breathy voice.

“Take them off for me,” Rocco said, stepping back from her while slowly stroking his cock.

My wife kicked off the flats she was still wearing, then hooked her fingers into the panties and shimmied them down her legs. She stepped out of them and tossed them away.

While she did that Rocco removed his T-shirt and fully dropped his pants and boxers so that he was completely nude. He had a hairy chest and a belly with just a bit of a beer gut that was offset by his pronounced muscular arms, chest, and thighs. Once undressed he gripped his cock yet again and ordered my wife to turn around.

She spun to face him, and he took in all of her athletic, toned body, her smooth, unblemished skin, and the neatly trimmed bush between her legs. He smiled as his eyes roved over her, and she preened, standing straighter and pushing out her chest to make her small breasts as prominent as possible.

“Beautiful,” he said. Then he stepped up to her and placed his right hand on her mound. She gasped as he worked a finger inside her, smiling with triumph as he did so. “And already wet for me.”

“Yes,” she moaned, grasping his shoulders for balance as he fingered her.

“Are you ready for this cock?” he asked.

“Yes!” she gasped again, more emphatically this time.

I could have stepped in and argued that this was a bad idea, that she was really about to cross a line now, but with that statement it seemed she had already made up her mind, and I wasn’t about to start some type of conflict in that case.

Rocco removed his finger and brought it up to her lips. Taking the hint, my wife opened her mouth and suckled on it, tasting her own juices as she looked into his eyes. After a few moments of this, Rocco seemed satisfied and drew his finger out of her mouth. Then he took her by the hips and turned her so she was facing the island counter once again. He bent her over and then moved to line his monstrous dick up with her pussy lips from behind. Then slowly he began to push forward, penetrating my wife’s tight hole.

"Oh! Oh God. It’s so big,” Linda moaned, as Rocco’s cock entered her. “Go slow, baby.”

“Mmm…yeah, that’s nice and tight,” Rocco grunted, as he patiently worked his cock in and out of my wife’s pussy, moving just a bit more of his length inside her with each thrust so her body could get used to accommodating him.

“Bigger than your husband’s, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” my wife moaned. “Oh! So much bigger. Fuck!”

Rocco just cackled at that.

He continued working himself into Linda, eliciting an ongoing stream of pleasurable moans in the process. Soon enough, he had gotten it all inside. He paused for a moment, standing with his hips fully pressed to hers. Then he took her by the waist and began to rock his hips.

“Oh. Oh. Mmm. Oh yes,” my wife mewled as Rocco pistoned in and out of her, his hips slapping into her backside with each thrust. Gradually he began to pick up steam, driving into her faster and harder, causing her to moan even louder.

“Oh! Ungh! Uh! Oh! Fuck! Yes! Fuck me!”

“Yeah, you like that, bitch!” Rocco grunted.

“Oh God yes!” Linda wailed. “I love it! I love your cock!”

“You needed this, didn’t you?” he growled, as he plowed her unrelentingly. “You needed a good fucking.”

“Yes! God! I need it! Don’t stop!”

“Maybe now you won’t be such a stuck up bitch anymore, huh?” Rocco said, giving her ass a slap without losing any of his rhythm.

“Oh! No! I’ll be a good girl! So good! Just don’t stop! Don’t! I’m close! I’m…oh! Oh God! I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I — ungh!”

Linda’s moans and dirty talk suddenly burst into a scream of pleasure. Her body went rigid, trembling from the force of her orgasm. All the while Rocco just continued to drive his dick into her, fucking her steadily right through her climax. Then, after what felt like an eternity, Linda’s moans stopped, her body went limp, and she fell forward onto the marble top of the kitchen island.

“Did you enjoy that?” Rocco asked, as he pulled his cock fully out of her body. It was still rock hard and slick with her juices.

“Yes,” my wife sighed with pleasure. She turned to look at him, smiling with a dreamy look on her face.

“Come on, then,” he said, taking her hand and guiding her into a standing position. “Let’s take this show to the bedroom.”

Linda turned to me then, a strange look on her face. I got the sense that she was waiting for me to do something. But at this point she and Rocco had already fucked. Was I going to argue about them doing it more? It seemed like a silly thing to fight about.

Smack!

Rocco’s hand connected loudly with Linda’s ass, causing her to jump. “I said get up to the bedroom, bitch.”

Linda smiled at him and let out a giggle. Then she walked out of the kitchen and towards the stairs that led to the second floor. Rocco followed after her, his hard cock swinging in front of him with each step.

“Hey, keep an eye on the kids while I take care of her,” he shouted at me as he began to climb the stairs.

I could have told him that I wasn’t some damn babysitter. I could’ve stormed out indignantly and taken Ethan home while his mother engaged in her acts of debauchery. But I didn’t really want to make a big thing of all this.

Instead I did what Rocco asked and went to check on the kids. They were downstairs still playing video games. If they had heard any of what happened in the kitchen, they gave no sign.

“Dad, Junior wants to watch a movie,” Ethan said, when he heard me enter the basement room. “Can we stay? Please?”

I told them yes, and then seeing that everything was okay, I went back upstairs. My initial thought was that I might provide some food for the kids, but when I saw Rocco and Linda’s clothes all over the kitchen, I thought I’d better clean them up so the kids didn’t see them if they came upstairs. That would certainly lead to some awkward questions.

I gathered up their clothing and brought it up the stairs to the second floor where the bedrooms were in Rocco’s place. The master bedroom door was closed, but I could hear the sounds of him and my wife going at it, their moans and dirty talk loud enough to carry through the walls.

I dropped the clothing to the side of the door in two piles, one for each of their belongings. But instead of turning to go I stood and listened for a moment, and I realized that I was getting hard. I dropped my pants and began stroking myself, listening to the sounds of their coupling and remembering the way I had seen him take Linda only moments earlier. It only took a few strokes before I came, blowing my load onto the hallway wall.

As I put my pants on, I considered just leaving my cum on the wall, a bit of revenge I supposed for Rocco taking my wife. But ultimately I went to the bathroom down the hall and gathered some tissues to clean it up. I wasn’t sure if Rocco would let something like that slide, and I didn’t want it to turn into a reason for some kind of confrontation.

Once I was done I went downstairs and put some food together for the kids out of what was left over from the party to make sure they had something to eat while they watched their movie.

“Where’s mom?” Ethan asked when I set them up with their food.

“She and Rocco are having a conversation,” I replied.

That seemed enough of an answer, and soon the kids were engrossed in the film.

It was almost three hours later that we left.

Linda descended from the bedroom when the kids were almost done with the movie. Once that was done, I rushed everyone into the car. Ethan spent the ride home babbling about how much fun he’d had, while my wife stared out the window with a dreamy smile on her face.

X-X-X

Over the course of the following week I tried to speak with Linda about what had happened with Rocco, but she didn’t want to talk about it. Of course I didn’t push things because I didn’t want it to end up in an argument.

She also rebuffed my sexual advances. I had wanted to reconnect after what happened, but she didn’t seem interested. Again, I didn’t push her. I figured things would blow over eventually, and she would want to be intimate again at some point. So why fight over it?

It wasn’t until the following Friday that Linda said anything about Rocco.

I arrived home from work to find her primping in the bathroom and dressed in a very uncharacteristic way. She stood in stiletto, open-toed heels in front of the mirror doing her make-up. Her legs, made even more shapely and statuesque by the pumps were encased in black stockings. She wore a skirt so short you could see the tops of said stockings and the ends of the garters that connected to them. Her top was a corset that pushed up her breasts to show off her cleavage. Her brown hair had clearly been styled earlier in the day, and she was laying the make-up on thick giving her an appealing but trashy or dare I say slutty look.

“I’m meeting up with Rocco in a bit, so you’re gonna have to keep an eye on Ethan,” she said without turning to look at me as she continued to adjust her make-up.

“Okay,” I said, thinking that it was would’ve been nice to be informed of this ahead of time but not wanting to make a big thing of it.

I got changed out of my work clothes and went downstairs to see what we had available to make for dinner. A few minutes later my wife followed ready to go out.

“I’ll be home late, or maybe even tomorrow, so don’t wait up,” she said, heading towards the door.

“Is this like a date?” I asked, as she opened the door to our home.

“Yeah,” she said, pausing with the door open to look at me. She had a look in her eye that was part defiant, part expectant, like she’d made up her mind but was waiting for me to challenge her.

I could’ve said something at that point, told her she shouldn’t go, that I didn’t want her to, that this was bad for our marriage, but I really didn’t want to get in a fight about it. If this was something she had decided she wanted to do, then I wasn’t about to turn it into some huge blow-up.

“Okay then,” I replied.

She shook her head, then walked out of the door.

X-X-X

In the weeks that followed, Linda’s date nights with Rocco became more frequent. Over time they also began to evolve from overnight stays to weekends away, and after a couple months Linda simply moved in with her new lover.

The divorce proceedings began another month or so after that. We ended up splitting things roughly equally. My lawyer said that we could’ve given her less because she cheated on me with Rocco, but I didn’t want to create more acrimony by turning the whole thing into a big deal.

Shortly after the divorce came through Rocco and Linda tied the knot. I still see her regularly as we have shared custody of Ethan, and I often watch both him and Rocco Junior. I must say that she’s changed a lot, and the life she’s living with Rocco is a lot different than the one we shared.

The most outwardly noticeable thing is the way she dresses. The outfit I saw her in the first time she went on a real date with Rocco is emblematic of her whole wardrobe. Whether in boots, pumps, or sandals I only ever see her wearing heeled shoes. She also only every wears short skirts to show off her wonderful legs. Then there’s the tops, always low-cut to show off her now expansive Double-D tits, a gift she got from Rocco. And the way she does her make-up and hair is always just a bit trashy. I asked her about the change once and she simply said that Rocco likes her to look sexy, and that she’s happy to do that for him since he keeps her so happy. Part of me feels a little bitter because I thought I had made her happy, but I didn’t bring it up, not wanting to make a fuss.

The other big difference with Linda is that she’s not so career focused anymore. She quit her job not long after she moved in with Rocco and said she’s happy to spend her days running the household to help out her man. She’s also confided in me that Rocco almost always stops by during the day to have his way with her. She’ll get a far-off look in her eyes recounting how she was cleaning the house wearing lingerie (something she does now to stay prepared for when he drops in) and he came home and tore it all off while taking her on the couch, or how he came home all sweaty from one of his construction sites one day and she spent over an hour “cleaning” him off in the shower. She often goes into far more graphic detail than I’d like, but she seems so happy while she’s recounting her sexual escapades that I don’t want to upset her by telling her to tone it down.

I also know that she’ll be dealing with more than housework and sex soon as she told me that she’s going off the pill. She was exuberant about having Rocco’s babies, which struck me as a little hurtful given that she never wanted to have more children with me, but I didn’t feel the need to confront her with that, especially when she was so clearly excited about the prospect.

The upshot of all this is that Junior has stopped bullying Ethan. The two get along quite well and are now together the terror of their middle school, or so the administrators keep telling me. I tried to talk about this change in behavior with Linda, as I find it a bit concerning, but she brushed it off saying that Rocco didn’t think it was a big deal and that she was at least happy our son would be assertive, unlike me. I guess I can’t really argue with that.

But I do feel a bit vindicated by this whole thing. I knew from the beginning this bullying stuff would eventually blow over…and in the end I was right!

X-X-X

To enjoy another story about a wife saving her son from bullying by engaging in an extramarital affair, check out Her Son’s Bully.
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